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CHAPTER VIII 
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'AN. 2. — George has returned this evening 
from a week’s visit to Vernon Hill. On 


coming upstairs he said, “ I have some very 
pretty news for you, — something in my jggg 
pocket.” I was at a loss to conjecture, 
and thought confusedly of possible opinions from 
admiring readers, when he drew the “ Times ” from 
his pocket, — to-day’s number, containing a review 
of the “ Scenes of Clerical Life.” He had hap- 
pened to ask a gentleman in the railway carriage 
coming up to London to allow him to look at the 
“ Times,” and felt quite agitated and tremulous 
when his eyes alighted on the review. Finding he 
had time to go into town before the train started, 
he bought a copy there. It is a highly favourable 
notice, and, as far as it goes, appreciatory. 

When G. went into town, he called at Nutt’s, 
and Mrs. Nutt said to him, “ I think you don’t 
know our cui’ate. He says the author of joumai, 2 d 
‘ Clerical Scenes ’ is a High Churchman; 
for though Mr. Tryan is said to be Low Church, 
his feelings and actions are those of a High 
Churchman.” (The curate himself being of course 
High Church.) There were some pleasant scraps 
of admiration also gathered for me at Vernon Hill. 
Doyle happening to mention the treatment of 
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“CLERICAL SCENES” [RICHMOND,. 


children in the stories, Helps said, “ Oh, he is a 
great writer ! ” 

I wonder how I shall feel about these little de- 
tails ten years hence, if I am alive. At present I 
value them as grounds for hoping that my writing 
may succeed, and so give value to my life : as indi- 
cations that I can touch the hearts of my fellow- 
men, and so sprinkle some precious grain as the 
result of the long years in which I have been inert 
and suffering. But at present fear and trembling 
still predominate over hope. 

Jan. 5. — To-day the “ Clerical Scenes ” came 
in their two- volume di’ess, looking very handsome. 

Jan. 8. — News of the subsci’iption, — 580, with 
a probable addition of 25 for Longmans. Mudie 
has taken 350. When we used to talk of the prob- 
able subscription, G. always said, “I daresay it 
will be 250! ” {The final number subscribed for 
was 650.) 

I ordered copies to be sent to the following per- 
sons, — Froude, Dickens, Thackeray, Tennyson, 
Ruskin, Faraday, the author of “ Companions of 
my Solitude,” Albert Smith, Mrs. Carlyle. 

On the 20th of January I received the following 
letter from Dickens : — 

“Tavistock House, London, 
Monday., llth Jan. 

My dear Sir, — I have been so strongly affected by 
the two -first tales in the booh you have had the kindness 
letter from through Messrs. Blackwood, that 

Dickens to ^ hope you Will excuse my writing to you to 

^org^iiot^^ express my admiration of their extraordinary 
merit. The exquisite truth and delicacy, both 
of the humour and the pathos, of these stories, I have 
never seen the like of; and they have impressed me in a 
manner that I should find it very difficult to describe to 
you, if I had the impertinence to try. 
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In addressing these few words of thankfulness to the 
creator of the Sad Fortunes of the Rev, Amos Barton, and 
the sad love-story of Mr, Gilfil, I am (I presume) hound 
to adopt the name that it pleases that excellent writer 
to. assume, I can suggest no better one; but I should 
have been strongly disposed, if I had been left to my own 
devices, to address the said writer as a woman. 1 have 
observed what seemed to me such womanly touches in those 
moving fictions, that the assurance on the title-page is 
insufficient to satisfy me even now. If they originated 
with no woman, I believe that no man ever before had 
the art of making himself mentally so like a woman since 
the world began. 

You will not suppose that I have any vulgar wish to 
fathom your secret. I mention the point as one of great 
interest to me, - — not of mere curiosity. If it should ever 
suit your convenience and inclination to show me the face 
of the man, or woman, who has written so charmingly, it 
will be a very memorable occasion to me. If otherwise, I 
shall always hold that impalpable personage in loving 
attachment and respect, and shall yield myself up to all 
future utterances from the same source, with a perfect 
confidence in their making me wiser and better. — Your 
obliged and faithful servant a7id admirer, 

Charles Dickens. 

“George Eliot, Esq.” 


Jan. 21. — To-day came the follow- 
ing letter from Froude : — 


JourntU, 1858. 


“Northdown House, Bideford, 
mh Jan , 1858. 

Dear Sir, — I do not know when I have experienced 
a jnore pleasant surprise than when, on opening a book 
parcel tzco mornings ago, I found it to con- 
tain ^Scenes of Clerical Life,^ ^ From the j^A^VroMeto 
author,'' I do not often see ^Blackwood"; but 
in accidental glances I had made acquaintance 
with ' Jane fs Repentance,'' and had found there some- 
thing extremely different from general magazine stories. 
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When I read the admrtise of the re-publication^ I 
intended at my leisure, to look at the, companions 

of the story which had so much struck me, and now I find 
myself sought out by the person whose workmanship I 
had admired, for the special present of it. 

You mould not, I imagine, care much for flattering 
speeches; and to go into detail about the book would 
carry me farther than at present there is occasion to go, 
I can only thank you most sincerely for the delight which 
it has given me; and both I myself and my wife trust that 
the acquaintance which we seem- to have made with you 
through your writings may improve into something more 
tangible, I do not know whether I am addressing a young 
man or an old, — a clergyman or a layman. Perhaps, if 
you answer this note you may give us some inf ormation 
about yourself. But at any rate, should business or 
pleasure bring you into this part of the world, pray 
believe that you will find a warm welcome if you will 
accept our hospitality. — Once more, with my best 
thanks, believe me, faithfully yours, 

J. A. Froude ” 

I have long, ceased to feel any sympathy with mere 
antagopism and destruction; and all crudity of 
^ expression marks, I think, a deficiency 
subtlety ot thought as well as m 
breadth of moral and poetic feeling. 
Mr. William Smith, the author of “ Thorndale,” 
is an old acquaintance of Mr. Lewes’s. I should 
say an old friend, only I don’t like the too ready 
use of that word. Mr. Lewes admires and esteems 
him very highly. He is a very accomplished man, 
— a bachelor^ with a small independent income; 
used to write very effective articles on miscellane- 
ous subjects in “ Blackwood.” I shall like to know 
what you think of “ Thorndale.” I dhn’t know 
whether you look out for Ruskin’s books whenever 
they appear. His little book on the “Political 
Economy of Art ” contains some magnificent pas- 
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sages, mixed up with stupendous specimens of arro- 
gant absurdity on some econo m ical points. But 
I venerate him as one of the great teachers of the 
day. The grand doctrines of truth and sincerity 
in art, and the nobleness and solemnity of our 
human life, which he teaches with the inspiration 
of a Hebrew prophet, must be stirring up young 
minds in a promising way. The two last volumes 
of “ Modern Painters ” contain, I think, some of 
the finest writing of the age. He is strongly akin 
to the sublimest part of Wordsworth, — whom, 
by-the-by, we are reading with fresh admiration 
for his beauties and tolerance for his faults. Our 
present plans are: to remain here till about the 
end of March, then to go to Munich, which I long 
to see. We shall live there several months, seeing 
the wonderful galleries in leisure moments. Our 
living here is so much more expensive than living 
abroad that we save more than the expenses of our 
journeying; and as our work can be as well done 
there as here for some months, we lay in much more 
capital, in the shape of knowledge and experience, 
by going abroad. 

Jan. 18 . - — I have begun the “ Eumenides,” hav- 
ing finished the “ Choephor«e.” We are , , , 

reading Wordsworth in the evening, — 
at least G. is reading him to me. I am still reading 
aloud Miss Martineau’s History. 

I am sure you will be interested in Dickens’s 
letter, which I enclose, begging you to return it as 
soon as you can, and not to allow any . „ ^ . 
one besides yourself and Major Black- 
wood to share in the knowledge of its 
contents. There can be no harm, of course, in every 
one’s knowing that Dickens admires the “ Scenes,” 
but I should not like any more specific allusion 
made to the words of a private letter. There can 
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hardly be any climax of approbation for me after 
this; and I am so deeply moved by the finely felt 
and finely expressed sympathy of the letter, that 
the iron mask of my incognito seems quite painful 
in forbidding me to tell Dickens how thoroughly 
bis generous impulse has been appreciated. If 
you should have an opportunity of conveying this 
feeling of mine to him in any way, you would oblige 
me by doing so. By-the-by, you probably remem- 
ber sending me, some months ago, a letter from 
the Rev. Archer Gurney, — a very warm, simple- 
spoken letter, — praising me for qualities which 
I most of all care to be praised for. I should like 
to send him a copy of the “ Scenes,” since I could 
make no acknowledgment of his letter in any other 
way. I don’t know his address, but perhaps Mr. 
Langford would be good enough to look it out in 
the Clergy List. 

Jan. 23. — There appeared a well- written and 
enthusiastic article on “ Clerical Scenes ” in the 
“ Statesman.” We hear there was a 
our , IS 8 . “ Globe ” — of feebly 

written praise — the previous vcek, but beyond 
this, we have not yet heard of any notices from the 
press. 

Jan. 26. — Came a very pleasant letter from 
Mrs. Carlyle, thanking the author of “ Clerical 
Scenes ” for the present of his book, praising it 
very highly, and saying that her husband had 
promised to read it when released from his moun- 
tain of history. 

**5 Chetne Row, Chelsea, 
9>lstJan. 1858. 

Sir, — I have to thanh you for a surprise, a 
pleasure, and a — consolation (!) all in one book! And 
I do thank you most sincerely. I cannot divine what in- 
spired the good thought to send me your book, since (if 
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the name on the titlepage he your real name ) it could not 
have been personal regard; there has never been a. George 
Eliot among my friends or acquaintance. 

But neither, I am sure, could you. divine ^^cari^e to 
the circumstances under which I should read 
the book, and the particular benefit it should 
confer on me! I read it — at least the first volume — 
during one of the most (physically) wretched nights of 
my life; sitting up m bed, unable to get a wink of sleep 
for fever and sore throat, and it helped me through that 
dreary night as well — better than the most sympathetic 
helpful friend watching by my bedside could have done! 

‘‘ You will believe that the book needed to be something 
more than a ^ new novel ^ for me; that I could at my 
years, and after so much reading, read it in positive 
torment, and be beguiled by it of the torment! that it 
needed to he the one sort of book, however named, that 
still takes hold of me, and that grows rarer every year, 
— - a human book, — written out of the heart of a live 
man, not merely out of the brain of an author, — full of 
tenderness and pathos, without a scrap of sentimental- 
ity, of sense without dogmatism, of earnestness without 
twaddle, ~ a book that makes one feel friends once 
and for always with the man or woman who wrote it! 

In guessing at why you gave me this good gift, I 
have thought amongst other things, fOh, perhaps it was 
a delicate way of presenting the novel to my husband, he , 
being over head and ears in history/ If that was it, I 
compliment you on your tact! for my husband is much 
likelier to read the " Scenes ’ on my responsibility than on 
a venture of his own, — though, as a general rule, never 
opening a novel, he has engaged to read this one whenever 
he has some leisure from his present task. 

hope to know some day if the person I am addressing 
bears any resemblance in external things to the idea I 
have conceived of him in my mind, — a man of middle 
age, with a wife, from whom he has got those beautiful 
feminine touches in his book, — good many children, 
and a dog that he has as much fondness for as I have 
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for my little 'Nero! For the rest,— not just a clergyman, 
hut brother or first cousin to a clergyman! How ridicu- 
lous all this may read beside the .reality. Anyhow, I 
honestly confess I am very curious about you, and look 
forward with what Mr. Carlyle would call ‘ a good, 
healthy, genuine desire ’ to shaking hands with you some 
day. — In the meanwhile, 1 remain, your obliged 

. “ Jane W. Caulyle.” 

30. — Received a letter fi’om Faraday, 
thanking me very gracefully for the present of the 
“Scenes.” Blackwood mentions, in en- 
oura ,18 3. that Simpkin & Mar- 

shall have sent for twelve additional copies, — the 
first sign of a move since the subscription. The 
other night we looked into the life of Charlotte 
Bronte, to see how long it was before “ Jane Eyre ” 
came into demand at the libraries, and we found 
it was not until six weeks after publication. It is 
just three weeks now since I heard news of the 
subscription for my book. 

“Royal Institution, Jan. 1858 . 

SiRj — I cannot resist the pleasure of thanking you 
for what I esteem a, great kindness: the present of your 
thoughts ernhodied in the two volumes you 
M^Farad^^to have sent me. They have been, and zoill be 
28th^aB?^i858. pleasant relief from mental 

occupation among my own pursuits. Such 
rest I find at times not merely agreeable, but essential, — 
Again thanking you, I beg to remain, your very obliged 
servant, M. Faraday,” 

“George Eliot, Esq., &c., &;c.” 

Feb. 3. — Gave up Aliss Martineau’s History 
jonmai, I8S8. night, after reading some hundred 
pages in the second volume. She has a 
sentimental, rhetorical style in this history which is 
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fatiguing and not instructive. But her history of 
the Reform movement is very interesting. 

Feb. 4. — Yesterday brought the discouraging 
news, that though the book is much talked of, it 
moves very slowly. Finished the “ Eumenides.” 
Bessie Parkes has written asking me to contribute 
to the “ Englishwoman’s Journal,” a new monthly, 
which, she says, “We are beginning with <£1000, 
and great social interest.” 

Feb. IQ. — To-day G. went into the City and 
saw Langford, for the sake of getting the latest 
news about our two books, — his “ Sea-side 
Studies ” having been well launched about a fort- 
night or ten days ago, with a subscription of 800. 
He brought home good news. The “ Clerical 
Scenes ” are moving off at a moderate but steady 
pace. Langford remarked that while the press 
had been uniformly favourable, not one critical 
notice had appeared. G. went to Parker’s in the 
evening, and gathered a little gossip on the sub- 
ject. Savage, author of the “ Falcon Family,” and 
now editor of the “ Examiner,” said he was reading 
the “ Scenes,” — had read some of them already 
in “ Blackwood,” but was now reading the volume. 
“ G. Eliot was a writer of great merit.” A bar- 
rister named Smythe said he had seen “the Bishop” 
reading them the other day. As a set-off against 
this, Mrs. Schlesinger “ could n’t bear the book.” 
She is a regular novel-reader; but hers is the first 
unfavourable opinion we have had. 

Feb. 26. — We went into town for the sake of 
seeing Mr. and Mrs. GaU, and having our photo- 
graphs taken by May all. 

Feb. 28. — Mr. John 'Blackwood called on us, 
having come to London for a few days only. He 
talked a good deal sfbout the “ Clerical Scenes ” 
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and Geoi’ge Eliot, and at last asked, “ Well, am I 
to see George Eliot this time?” G. said, “Do 
you wish to see him? ” “ As he likes, — I wish it 
to be quite spontaneous.” I left the room, and, G. 
following me a moment, I told him he might reveal 
me. Blackwood was kind, came back when he 
found he was too late for the train, and said he 
would come to Richmond again. He came on the 
following Friday, and chatted very pleasantly, 
— told us that Thackeray spoke highly of the 
“ Scenes,” and said they were not written hy a 
woman. Mrs. Blackwood is sure they are not 
written by a woman. Mrs. Oliphant, the novelist, 
too, is confident on the same side. I gave Black- 
wood the MS. of my new novel, to the end of the 
second scene in the wood. He opened it, read the 
first page, and, smiling, said, “ This will do.” We 
walked with him to Kew, and had a good deal of 
talk. Found, among other things, that he had 
lived two years in Italy when he was a youth, and 
that he admires Miss Austen. 

Since I wrote these last notes, several encour- 
aging fragments of news about the “ Scenes ” 
have come to my ears, — especially that Mrs. 
Owen Jones and her husband — two very differ- 
ent people — are equally enthusiastic about the 
book. But both have detected the woman. 

Perhaps we may go to Dresden, perhaps not: 
we leave room for the imprSvu, which Louis Blanc 
letter to Miss found SO sadly Wanting in Mr. Morgan’s 
millennial village. You are among the 
exceptional people who say pleasant 
things to their friends, and don’t feel a too exclu- 
sive satisfaction in their misfortunes. We like to 
hear of your interest in Mr. Lewes’s books, — at 
least, I am very voracious of such details. I keep 
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the pretty letters that are written to him; and we 
have had some really important ones from the sci- 
entific big- wigs about the “ Sea-side Studies.” 
The reception of the book in that quarter has been 
quite beyond our expectations. Eight hundred 
copies were sold at once. There is a great deal of 
close hkrd work in the book, and every one who 
Imows W'hat scientific work is necessarily perceives 
this. Happily many have been generous enough 
to express their recognition in a hearty way. 

I enter so deeply into everything you say about 
your mother. To me that old, old popular truism, 
“ We can never have but one mother,” has worlds 
of meaning in it, and I think with more sympathy 
of the satisfaction you feel in at last being allowed 
to wait on her than I should of anything else you 
could tell me. I wish we saw more of that sweet 
human piety that feels tenderly and reverently 
towards the aged. l^Apropos of some incapable 
woman’s writing, she adds:] There is something 
more piteous almost than soapless povei’ty in this 
application of feminine incapacity to literature. 
We spent a very pleasant couple of hours with IMr. 
and Mrs. Call last Friday. It was worth a journey 
on a cold dusty day to see two faces beaming kind- 
ness and happiness. 

I enclose a letter which will interest you. It is 
affecting to see how difficult a matter it often is 
for the men who would most profit by xettertowuss 
a book to purchase it, or even get a 
reading of it, while stupid Jopling of 
Reading or elsewhere thinks nothing of gi\ ing 
a guinea for a work which he will simply put on 
his shelves. ; 

When do you bring out your new poem? I pre- 
sume you are already in the sixth canto. It is 
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true you never told me you intended to write a 
poem, nor have I heard any one say so who was 

Letter to chas to know. Nevertheless I have 

bW, March,’ quite as active an imagination as you, 
and I don’t see why I should n’t suppose 
you are witing a poem as well as you suppose that 
I am writing a novel. Seriously, I wish you would 
not set rumours afloat about me. They are in- 
jurious. Several people, who seem to derive their 
notions from Ivy Cottage,^ have spoken to me of a 
supposed novel I was going to bring out. Such 
things are damaging to me. 

Thanks for your disclaimer- It shows me that 
you take a right view of the subject. There is no 
r ^ \ ^ undertaking more fruitful of absurd 
mistakes than that oi guessing at 
authorship; and as 1 have never com- 
municated to any one so much as an intention of 
a literary kind, there can be none but imaginary 
data for such guesses. If I withhold anything 
from my friends which it would gratify them to 
know, you will believe, I hope, that I have good 
reasons for doing so, and I am sure those friends 
will understand me when I ask them to further my 
object — which is not a whim but a question of 
solid interest — by complete silence. I can’t afford 
to indulge either in vanity or sentimentality about 
my work. I have only a trembling anxiety to do 
what is in itself worth doing, and by that honest 
means to win very necessary profit of a temporal 
kind. “ There is nothing hidden that shall not 
be revealed ” in due time. But till that time comes, 
— till I tell you myself, “ This is the work of my 
hand and brain,” — don’t believe anything on the 
subject. There is no one who is in the least likely 

^ The Brays* hew house* 
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to know what I can, could, should, or would 
write. 

April !, 1858. — Received a letter from Black- 
wood containing warm praise of “Adam Bede,” 
but wanting to know the rest of the ig 5 s 
story in outline before deciding whether 
it should go in the Magazine. I wrote in reply 
refusing to tell him the story. 

On Wednesday evening, April 7th, we set off on 
our journey to Munich, and now we are comfort- 
ably settled in our lodgings, where we journal, Apru, 
hope to remain three months at least. 

I sit down in my first leisure moments to write a 
few recollections of our jomney, or rather of our 
twenty-fom’ hours’ stay at Niirnberg; for the rest 
of our journey was mere endurance of railway 
and steamboat in cold and sombre weather, often 
rainy. I ought to except our way from Frankfort 
to Niirnberg, which lay for some distance — until 
we came to Bamberg— through a beautifully varied 
country. Our view both of Wurzburg and Bam- 
berg, as we hastily snatched it from our I’ailway- 
carriage, was very striking, — great old buildings, 
crowning heights that rise up boldly from the plain 
in which stand the main part of the towns. From 
Bamberg to Niirnberg the way lay through a wide 
rich plain sprinkled with towns. We had left all 
the hills behind us. At Bamberg we were joined in 
our carriage by a pleasant-looking elderly couple 
who spoke to each other and looked so affectionately 
that we said directly, “ Shall we be so when we 
are old?” It was very pretty to see them hold 
each other’s gloved hands for a minute like lovers. 
As soon as we had settled ourselves in our inn at 
Niirnberg, — the Baierische Hof, — we went out 
to get a general view of the town. Happily it was 
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not raining, though there was no sun to light up 
the roof and windows. 

How often I had thought I should like to see 
Nurnberg, and had pictured to myself narrow 
streets with dark quaint gables ! The reality was 
not at all like my picture, but it was ten times 
better. No sombre colouring, except the old 
churches: all was bright and varied, each fapade 
having a different colour, ■ — delicate green, or buff, 
or pink, or lilac, — every now and then set off by 
the neighbourhood of a rich reddish brown. And 
the roofs always gave warmth of colbur with their 
bright red or rich purple tiles. Every house dif- 
fered from its neighbour, and had a physiognomy 
of its own, though a beautiful family likeness ran 
through them all, as if the burghers of that old 
city were of one heart and one soul, loving the 
same delightful outlines, and cherishing the same 
daily habits of simple ease and enjoyment in their 
balcony- windows when the day’s work was done. 

The balcony window is the secondary charm of 
the Nurnberg houses; it would be the principal 
charm of any houses that had not the Nurnberg 
roofs and gables. It is usually in the centre of the 
building, on the first floor, and is ornamented with 
carved stone or wood, which supports it after the 
fashion of a bracket. In several of these windows 
we saw pretty family gi’oups, — young fair heads 
of girls or of little children, with now and then an 
older head surmounting them. One can fancy that 
these windows are the pet places for family joys, 
— that papa seats himself there when he comes 
home from the warehouse, and the little ones clus- 
ter round him in no time. , But the gloiy of the 
Nurnberg houses is the roofs, which are no blank 
surface of mere tiling, but are alive with lights and 
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shadows, cast by varied and beautiful lines of win- 
dows and pinnacles and arched openings. The 
plainest roof in Niirnberg has its little windows 
lifting themselves up like eyelids, and almost every- 
where one sees the pretty hexagonal tiles. But the 
better houses have a central, open sort of pavilion 
in the roof, with a pinnacle, surmounted by a 
weather-cock. This pavilion has usually a beauti- 
fully carved, arched opening in front, set off by 
the dark background which is left by the absence 
of glass. One fancies the old Niirnbergers must 
have gone up to these pavilions to smoke in the 
summer and autmnn days. There is usually a 
brood of small windows round this central orna- 
ment, often elegantly arched and carved. A won- 
derful sight it makes to see a series of such roofs 
surmounting the tall, delicate-coloured houses. 
They are always high-pitched, of course, and the 
colour of the tiles was usually of a bright red. I 
think one of the most charming 'vistas we saw was 
the Adler-Gasse on the St. Lorenz side of the 
town. Sometimes, instead of the high-pitched roof, 
with its pavilion and windows, there is a richly 
ornamented gable fronting the street; and still 
more frequently we get the gables at right angles 
with the street at a break in the line of houses. 

Coming back from the Burg, we met a detach- 
ment of soldiei’s, with their band playing, followed 
by a stream of listening people ; and then we 
reached the market-place, just at the point where 
stands “ The Beautiful Fountain,” — an exquisite 
bit of florid Gothic, which has been restored in 
perfect conformity with the original. Right before 
us stood the Frauen- Kirche, with its fine and un- 
usual fapade, the chief beauty being a central 
chapel used as the choir, and added by Adam 
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Krailt. It is something of the shape of a mitre, 
and forms a beautiful gradation of ascent towards 
the summit of the facade. We heard the organ, 
and were tempted to enter, — for this is the one 
Catholic church in Niimberg. The delicious sound 
of the organ and voices drew us farther and farther 
in among the standing people, and we stayed there 
I don’t know how long, till the music ceased. How 
the music warmed one’s heart! I loved the good 
people about me, even to the soldier who stood with 
his back to us, giving us a full view of his close- 
cropped head, with its pale-yellowish hair stand- 
ing up in bristles on the crown, as if his hat had 
acted like a forcing-pot. Then there was a little 
baby in a close-fitting cap on its little round head, 
looking round with b^right black eyes as it sucked 
its bit of bread. Such a funny little complete face, 
— rich brown complexion and miniature Roman 
nose. And then its mother lifted it up that it might 
see the rose-deckcd altar, where the priests were 
standing. How music, that stirs all one’s devout 
emotions, blends everything into harmony, — makes 
one feel part of one whole which one loves all alike, 
losing the sense of a separate self. Nothing could 
be more wretched as art than the painted Saint 
Veronica opposite me, holding out the sad face on 
her miraculous handkerchief. Yet it touched me 
deeply; and the thought of the Man of Sorrows 
seemed a very close thing, — not a faint hearsay. 

We saw Albert Diirer’s statue by Rauch, and 
Albert Diirer’s house, — a striking bit of old build- 
ing, rich dark-brown, with a truncated gable and 
two wooden galleries running along the gable end. 
My best wishes and thanks to the artists who keep 
it in repair, and use it for their meetings. The 
vistas from the bridges across the muddy Pegnitz, 
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which runs through the town, are all quaint and 
picturesque; and it was here that we saw some 
of the si^a6&2e5f-iooking houses, — almost the only 
houses that cari’ied any suggestion of poverty, and 
even here it was doubtful. The town has an air 
of cleanliness and well-being, and one longs to call 
one of those balconied apartments one’s own home, 
with their flower-pots, clean glass, clean cm’tains, 
and transparencies turning their white backs to 
the street. It is pleasant to think there is such a 
place in the world where many people pass peace- 
ful lives. 

On arriving at Munich, after much rambling we 
found an advertisement of “ Zwei elegant moblirte 
Zimmer,” No. 15 Luitpold Strasse; and to our 
immense satisfaction found something that looked 
like cleanliness and comfort. The bargain was 
soon made, — twenty florins per month. So here 
we came last Tuesday, the 13th April. We have 
been taking sips of the Glyptothek and the two 
Pinacotheks in the morning, not having settled to 
w'ork yet. Last night we went to the opera, — - 
“ Fra Diavolo,” — at the Hof-Theater. The thea- . 
tre ugly, the singing bad. Still, the orchestra 
was good, and the charming music made itself felt 
in spite of German throats. Gn Sunday, the 11th 
we went to the Pinacothek, straight into the glori- 
ous Rubens Saab Delighted afresh in the picture 
of “ Samson and Delilah,” both for the painting 
and character of the figures. Delilah, a magnifi- 
cent blonde, seated in a chair, with a transparent 
white garment slightly covering her body, and a 
rich red piece of drapery round her legs, leans for- 
ward, with one hand resting on her thigh, the other, 
holding the cunning shears, resting on the chair, 
— a posture which shows to perfection the full, 

b;;;^VC)U. 
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round, living arms. She turns her head aside to 
look with sly triumph at Samson, — a tawny giant, 
his legs caught in the red drapery, shorn of his 
long locks, furious with the consciousness that the 
Philistines are upon him, and that this time he 
cannot shake them oif. Above the group of mali- 
cious faces and grapphng arms, a hand holds a 
flaming torch. Behind Delilah, and grasping her 
arm, leans forward an old woman, with hard feat- 
ures full of exultation. 

This picture, comparatively small in size, hangs 
beside the “ Last Judgment,” and in the corre- 
sponding space, on the other side of the same 
picture, hangs the sublime “ Crucifixion.” Jesus 
alone, hanging dead on the Cross, darkness over 
the whole earth. One can desire nothing in this 
picture: the grand, sweet calm of the dead face, 
calm and satisfied amidst all the traces of anguish, 
the real livid flesh, the thorough mastery with 
which the whole form is rendered, and the isola- 
tion of the supreme sufferer, make a picture that 
haimts one like a remembrance of a friend’s death- 
bed. 

April 12 [Monday) .— Afi&c reading Anna 
Mary Howitt’s hook on Munich and Overbeck 
on Greek art, we turned out into the delicious 
sunshine to walk in the Theresien Wiese, and have 
our first look at the colossal “ Bavaria,” the great- 
est work of Schwanthaler. Delightful it was to 
get away from the houses into this breezy meadow, 
whei’e we heard the larks singing above us. The 
sun was still too high in the west for us to look 
with comfort at the statue, except right in front 
of it, where it eclipsed the sun; and this front view 
is the only satisfactory one. The outline made by 
the head and arm on a side view is almost pain- 
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fully ugly. But in front, looking up to the beau- 
tiful, calm face, the impression it produces is sub- 
lime. I have never seen anything, even in ancient 
sculpture, of a more awful beauty than this dark 
colossal head, looking out from a background of 
pure, pale-blue sky. We mounted the platform 
to have a view of her back, and then walking for- 
ward, looked to our right hand and saw the snow- 
covered Alps! Sight more to me than all the art 
in Munich, though I love the art nevertheless. The 
gi’eat, wide-stretching earth and the all-embracing 
sky — - the birthright of us all — are what I care 
most to look at. And I feel intensely the new 
beauty of the sky here. The blue is so exquisitely 
clear, and the wide streets give one such a broad 
canopy of sky. I felt more inspirited by our walk 
to the Theresien Platz than by any pleasure we 
have had in Munich. 

April 16. — On Wednesday we walked to the 
Theresien Wiese to look at the “ Bavaria ” by sun- 
set, but a shower came on and drove us to take 
refuge in a pretty house built near the Ruhmes- 
balle, whereby we were gainers, for we saw a 
charming family group: a mother with her three 
children, — the eldest a boy with his book, the 
second a three-year-old maiden, the third a sweet 
baby-girl, of a year and a half; two dogs, one a 
mixture of the setter and pointer, the other a turn- 
spit ; and a relation or servant ironing. The baby 
cried at the sight of G. in beard and spectacles, 
but kept her eyes turning towards him from her 
mother’s lap, every now and then seeming to have 
overcome her fears, and then bursting out crying 
anew. At last she got down and lifted the table- 
cloth to peep at his legs, as if to see the monster’s 
nether parts. 
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We have been just to take a sip at the two 
Pinacotheks and at the Glyptothek. At present 
T etter to REss the Rubens S aal is what I most long to 
Tw return to. Rubens gives me more pleas- 

1858. other painter, whether that 

is right or wrong. To be sure, I have not seen 
so many pictures, and pictures of so high a rank, 
by any other great master. I feel sure that when 
I have seen as much of Raphael I shall like him 
better ; but at present Rubens, more than any one 
else, makes me feel that painting is a great art, 
and that he was a great artist. His are such real, 
breathing men and women, moved by passions, not 
mincing and grimacing, and posing in mere aping 
of passion ! What a grand, glowing, forceful thing 
life looks in his pictures^ ~ the men such grand- 
bearded, grappling beings, fit to do the work of 
the world; the women such real mothers. We 
stayed at Niirnberg only twenty-four hours, and I 
felt sad to leave it so sOon. A pity the place be- 
came Protestant, so that there is only one Catholic 
church, where one can go in and out as one would. 
We turned into the famous St. Sebald’s for a 
minute, where a Protestant clergyman was reading 
in a cold, formal way under the grand Gothic 
ai’ches. Then we went to the Catholic church, the 
Frauen- Kirche, where the organ and voices were 
giving forth a glorious mass; and we stood with 
a feeling of brotherhood among the standing con- 
gregation till the last note of the organ had died 
out. 

April 23. — Not being well enough to write, we 
determined to spend our morning at the Glypto- 

Toaraai isss Pinacothek. A glorious morn- 

ing, — all sunshine and blue sky. We 
went to the Glyptothek first, and delighted our- 
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selves anew with the “ Sleeping Faun,” the “ Satyr 
and Bacchus,” and the “Laughing Faun” (“Fauno 
colla Macchia ” ) . Looked at the two young satyrs 
reposing with the pipe in their hands, — one of 
them charming in the boyish, good-humoured 
beauty of the face, but both wanting finish in the 
limbs, which look almost as if they could be pro- 
duced by a turning-machine. But the conception 
of this often-repeated figure is charming: it would 
make a garden seem more peaceful in the sun- 
shine. Looked at the old Silenus too, which is 
excellent. I delight in these figures, full of di’oll 
animation, flinging some nature, in its broad 
freedom, in the eyes of smaU-mouthed mincing 
narrowness. 

We went into the modern Saal also, glancing on 
our way at the Cornelius frescos, which seem to 
me stiff and hideous. An Adonis, by Thorwaldsen, 
is very beautiful. 

Then to the Pinacothek, where we looked at 
Albert Diirer’s portrait again, and many other pic- 
tures, among which I admired a group by Jor- 
daens : “ A satyr eating, while a peasant shows him 
that he can blow hot and cold at the same time; ” 
the old grandmother nursing the child, the father 
with the key in his hand, with which he has been 
amusing baby, looking curiously at the satyr, the 
handsome wife, still more eager in her curiosity, 
the quiet cow, the little boy, the dog and cat, — 
all are charmingly conceived. 

April 24*. — As we were reading this afternoon, 
Herr Oldenbourg came in, invited us to go to his 
house on Tuesday, and chatted pleasantly for an 
hour. He talked of Kaulbach, whom he has known 
very intimately, being the publisher of the 
“ Reineke Fuchs.” The picture of the “ Hunnen 
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Sehlaclit ” was the fii'st of Kaulbach’s on a great 
scale. It created a sensation, and the critics began 
to call it a “ Weltgeschichtliches Bild.” Since then 
Kaulbach has been seduced into the complex, 
wearisome, symbolical style, which makes the 
frescos at Berlin enormous puzzles. 

When we had just returned from our drive in 
the Englische Garten, Bodenstedt pleasantly sur- 
prised us by presenting himself. He is a charming 
man, and promises to be a delightful acquaintance 
for us in this strange town. He chatted pleasantly 
with US for half an hour, telling us that he is writ- 
ing a work, in five volumes, on the “ Contempo- 
raries of Shakspeare,” and indicating the nature 
of his treatment of the Shakspearian drama, — 
which is historical and analytical. Presently he 
proposed that we should adjoui'n to his house and 
have tea with him; and so we turned out ail to- 
gether in the bright moonlight, and enjoyed his 
pleasant chat until ten o’clock. His wife was not 
at home, but we were admitted to see the three 
sleeping children, — one a baby about a year and 
a half old, — a lovely waxen thing. He gave the 
same account of Kaulbach as we had heard from 
Oldenbourg; spoke of Genelli as superior in 
genius, though he has not the fortune to be rec- 
ognised; recited some of Hermann Lingg’s po- 
etiy, and spoke enthusiastically of its merits. 
There was not a word of detraction about any one, 
— nothing to jar on one’s impression of him as a 
refined noble-hearted man. 

April 27. — This has been a red-letter day. In 
the morning Professor Wagner took us over his 
“ Petrifacten Sammlung,” giving us interesting 
explanations; and before we left him we were 
joined by Professor Martius, an animated clever 
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man, who talked admirably, and invited us to his 
house. Then we went to Kaulbach’s studio, talked 
with him, and saw with especial interest the picture 
he is preparing as a present to the New Museum. 
In the evening after walking in the Theresien 
Wiese, we went to Herr Oldenbourg’s, and met 
Liebig the chemist, Geibel and Heyse the poets, 
and Carriere, the author of a work on the Refor- 
mation. Liebig is charming, with well-cut feat- 
ures, a low quiet voice, and gentle manners. It 
was touching to see his hands, the nails black from 
the roots, the skin all grimed. 

Heyse is like a painter’s poet, ideally beautiful ; 
rather brilliant in his talk, and altogether pleasing. 
Geibel is a man of rather coarse texture, with a 
voice like a kettledrum, and a steady determina- 
tion to deliver his opinions on every subject that 
turned up. But there was a good deal of ability 
in his remarks. 

April 30. — After calling on Frau Oldenbourg, 
and then at Professor Bodenstedt’s, where we 
played with his charming children for ten minutes, 
M’^e went to the theatre to hear Prince Radziwill’s 
music to the “ Faust.” I admired especially the 
earlier part, the Easter-morning song of the spirits, 
the Beggar’s song, and other things, until after the 
scene in Auerbach’s cellar, which is set with much 
humour and fancy. But the scene between Faust 
and Marguerite is bad, — '“ Meine Ruh ist hin” 
quite pitiable, and the “ Eonig im Thule” not 
good. Gretchen’s second song, in which she im- 
plores help of the Schmerzensreiche, touched me a 
good deal. 

Map 1. — In the afternoon Bodenstedt called, 
and we agreed to spend the evening at his house, 
— a delightful evening. Professor Loher, author 
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of “Die Deutsclien in America,” and another 
much younger Gelehrter, whose name I did not 
seize, were there. 

May 2. — StiU rainy and cold. We went to the 
Pinacothek, and looked at the old pictures in the 
first and second Saal. There are some very bad 
and some fine ones by Albert Dfirer ; of the latter, 
a full-length figure of the Apostle Paul, with the 
head of Mark beside him, in a listening attitude, is 
the one that most remains with me. There is a very 
striking “ Adoration of the Magi,” by Johannes 
van Eyck, with much merit in the colouring, per- 
spective, and figures. Also, “ Christ carrying His 
Cross,” by Albert Durer, is striking. “ A woman 
raised from the dead by the imposition of the 
Cross ” is a very elaborate composition, by Bohms, 
in which the faces are of first-rate excellence. 

In the evening we went to the opera and saw the 
“ Nord Stern.” 

May 10. — Since Wednesday I have had a 
wretched cold and cough, and been otherwise ill, 
but I have had several pleasures nevertheless. On 
Friday, Bodenstedt called with Baron Schaek to 
take us to Genelli’s, the artist of whose powers 
Bodenstedt had spoken to us with enthusiastic ad- 
miration. The result to us was nothing but dis- 
appointment: the sketches he showed us seemed 
to us quite destitute of g,ny striking merit. On 
Sunday we dined with Liebig, and spent the even- 
ing at Bodenstedt’s, where we met Professor 
Bluntschli, the jurist, a very intelligent and agree- 
able man, and Melchior Meyr, a maker of novels 
and tragedies, otherwise an ineffectual personage. 

Our life here is very agreeable, — full of pleas- 
ant novelty, although we take things quietly and 
observe our working hours just as if we were at 
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Richmond. People are so kind to us that we feel 
already quite at home, sip haierisch Bier with great 
tolerance, and talk bad German with . „ * 
more and more aplomb. The place, you 
know, swarms with professors of all sorts, 

— - all griindlich, of course, and one or two of them 
great. There is no one we are more charmed with 
than Liebig. Mr. Lewes had no letter to him, — 
we merely met him at an evening party ; yet he has 
been particularly kind to us, and seems to have, 
taken a benevolent liking to me. We dined with 
him and his family yesterda}?", and saw how men of 
European celebrity may put up with greasy cook- 
ing in private life. He lives in very good German 
style, however; has a handsome suite of apart- 
ments, and makes a greater figure than most of the 
professors. His manners are cha,rming, — easy, 
graceful, benignant, and all the more conspicuous 
because he is so quiet and low-spoken among the 
loud talkers here. He looks best in his laboratory, 
^ with his velvet cap on, holding little phials in his 
hand, and talking of Kreatine and Kreatinine in 
the same easy way that well-bred ladies talk scan- 
dal. He is one of the professors who has been 
called here by the present king, — Max, — who 
seems to be a really sensible man among kings: 
gets up at five o’clock in the morning to study, 
and every Saturday evening has a gathering of the 
first men in science and literature, that he may 
benefit by their opinions on important subjects. 
At this Tafel-rund every man is required to say 
honestly what he thinks ; every one may contradict 
eveW one else; and if the king suspects any one 
of a polite insincerity, the too polished man is in- 
vited no more. Liebig, the three poets, — Geibel, 
Hej’^se, and Bodenstedt, — and Professor Loher, 
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a writer of considerable mark, are always at the 
Tafel-rund as an understood part of their func- 
tions; the rest are invited according to the king’s 
direction. Bodenstedt is one of our best friends 
here, — enormously instructed, after the fashion of 
Germans, but not at all stupid with it. 

We were at the Siebolds’ last night to meet a 
party of celebrities, and, what was better, to see 
the prettiest little picture of married life, — the 
great comparative anatomist (Siebold) seated at 
the piano in his spectacles playing the difficult 
accompaniments to Schubert’s songs, while his 
little round-faced wife sang them with much taste 
and feeling. They are not young. Siebold is grey, 
and probably more than fifty, — his wife perhaps 
nearly forty; and it is all the prettier to see their 
admiration of each other. She said to Mr. Lewes, 
when he was speaking of her husband, “ Ja, er ist 
ein netter Mann, nicht wahr ? ” ^ 

We take the art in very small draughts at pres- 
ent, — the German hours being difficult to adjust 
to our occupations. We are obliged to dine at one! 
and of course when we are well enough must work 
till then. Two hours afterwards all the great pub- 
lic exhibitions are closed, except the churches. I 
cannot admire much of the modern German art. 
It is for the most part elaborate lifelessness. Kaul- 
bach’s great compositions are huge charades; and I 
have seen nothing of his equal to his own “ Reineke 
Fuchs.” It is an unspeakable relief, after staring 
at one of his pictures, — the “ Destruction of Jeru- 
salem,” for example, which is a regular chjld’s 
puzzle of symbolism, — to sweep it all out of one’s 
mind, — which is very easily done, for nothing 
grasps you in it, — and call up in your imagination 

^ “He is really a charming man, is he not?*’ 
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a little Gerard Dow that you have seen hanging in 
a corner of one of the cabinets. We have been to 
bis atelier, and he has given us a proof of his 
“ Irrenhaus,”7 a strange sketch, which he made 
years ago, — very teri'ible and powerful. He is 
certainly a man of great faculty, but is, I imagine, 
carried out of his true path by the ambition to pro- 
duce “ Weltgeschichtliche Bilder,” which the Ger- 
man critics may go into raptures about. His 
“ Battle of the Huns,” which is the most impressive 
of all his great pictures, was the first of the series. 
He painted it simply under the inspiration of the 
grand myth about the spirits of the dead warriors 
rising and carrying on the battle in the air. 
Straightway the German critics began to smoke 
furiously that vile tobacco which they call dsthetik, 
declared it a “ Weltgeschiehtliches Bild,” and ever 
since Kaulbach has been concocting these pictures 
in which, instead of taking a single moment of 
reality and trusting to the infinite symbolism that 
belongs to all nature, he attempts to give you at 
one view a succession of events, — each represented 
by some group which may mean “ Whichever you 
please, my little dear.” 

I must tell you something else which interested 
me greatly, as the first example of the kind that 
has come under my observation. Among the awful 
mystei’ious names, hitherto known only as mar- 
ginal references whom we have learned to clothe 
with ordinary flesh and blood, is Professor Martins 
(Spix and Martins), now an old man, and rich 
after the manner of being rich in Germany. He 
has a very sweet wife, — one of those women who 
remain pretty and graceful in old age, — and a 
family of three daughters and one son, all more 

^ Picture of interior of a Lunatic Asylum. 
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than grown up. I learned that she is Catholie, 
that her daughters are Catholic, and her husband 
and son Protestant, — the children having been 
so brought up according to the German law in 
cases of mixed marriage. I can’t tell you how in- 
teresting it was to me to hear her tell of her expe- 
rience in bringing up her son conscientiously as a 
Protestant, and then to hear her and her daughters 
speak of the exemplary priests who had shown 
them such tender fatherly care when they were in 
trouble. They are the most harmonious, affection- 
ate family we have seen; and one delights in such 
a triumph of human goodness over the formal logic 
of theorists. 

May 18. — Geibel came and brought me the two 
T ai 18 SS ■' volumes of his poems, and stayed chat- 
’ ‘ ting for an hour. We spent the evening 

quietly at home. " 

May 14. — After writing, we went for an hour 
to the Pinacothek, and looked at some of the Flem- 
ish pictures. In the. afternoon we called at Lie- 
big’s, and he went a long walk with us, — the long 
chain of snowy mountains in the hazy distance. 
After supper I read Geibel’s “ Junius Lieder.” 

May 15. — Read the 18th chapter of “ Adam 
Bede ” to G. He was much pleased with it. Then 
we walked in the Englische Gai'ten, and heard the 
band, and saw the Germans drinking their iJieer. 
The park was lovely. 

May 16. — We were to have gone to Gross- 
hesselohe with the Siebolds, and went to Friih- 
stiick with them at 12, as a preliminaiy, Boden- 
stedt was there to accompany us. But heavy rain 
came on, and we spent the time till 5 o’clock in 
talking, hearing music, and listening to Boden- 
stedt’s “ Epic on the Destruction of Novgorod.” 
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About seven, Liebig came to us and asked us to 
spend the evening at his house. We went, and 
found Voeldei’ndorff, Bischoff and his wife, and 
Garriere and Frau. 

May 20. — As I had a feeble head this morning, 
we gave up the time to seeing pictures, and went 
to the Neue Pinacothek. A “ Lady with Fruit, 
followed by three Children,” pleased us more than 
ever. It is by Wichmann. The two interiors of 
Westminster Abbey by Ainmueller admirable. 
Unable to admire Bothmann’s Greek Landscapes, 
which have a room to themselves. Ditto Kaul- 
bach’s “ Zerstorung von Jerusalem.” 

We went for the first time to see the collection 
of porcelain paintings, and had really a rich treat. 
Many of them are admirable copies of great pic- 
tures. The sweet “ Madonna and Child ” in 
Raphael’s early manner : a “ Holy Family,” also 
in the early manner, with a Madonna the exact 
type of the St. Catherine; and a “ Holy Family ” 
in the later manner, something like the “ Madonna 
della Sedia,” are all admirably copied. So are two 
of Andrea del Sarto’s, — full of tenderness and 
calm piety. 

May 23. — Through the cold vdnd and white 
dust we went to the Jesuits’ church to hear the 
music. It is a fine church in the Renaissance style, 
the vista terminating with the great altar, very 
fine, with all the crowd of human beings covering 
the floor. Numbers of men! 

In the evening we went to Bodenstedt’s, and 
saw his wife for the first time, — a delicate crea- 
ture, who sang us some charming Bavarian Volks- 
lieder. On Monday we spent the evening at 
Lohers’, — Baumgarten, ein junger Historiker, 
Oldenbourg, and the Bodenstedts meeting us. 
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Delicious Mae- imwfc, made by putting the fresh 
Waldmeister — a cruciferous plant with a small 
white flower, something like Lady’s Bedstraw — 
into mild wine, together with sugar, and occasion- 
ally other things. 

Mae/ 26. — This evening I have read aloud 
“ Adam Bede,” chap. xx. We have begun Lud- 
wig’s “ Zwischen Himmel und Erde.” 

May 27. — We called on the Siebolds to-day, 
then walked in the Theresien Wiese, and saw the 
mountains gloriously. Spent the evening at Prof. 
Martius’s, where Frau Erdl played Beethoven’s 
Andante and the Moonlight Sonata admirably. 

May 28. — We heard from Blackwood this 
morning. Good news in general, but the sale of 
our books not progressing at present. 

It is invariably the case that when people dis- 
cover certain points of coincidence in a fiction with 
. facts that happen to have come to their 

Katowd, knowledge, they believe themselves able 
to furnish a key to the whole. That is 
amusing enough to the author, who knows from 
what widely sundered portions of experience • — 
from what a combination of subtle, shadowy sug- 
gestions, with certain actual objects and events — 
his story has been formed. It would be a very diffi- 
cult thing for me to furnish a key to my stories 
myself. But where there is no exact memory of 
the past, any story with a few remembered points 
of character or of incident may pass for a history. 

We pay for our sight of the snowy mountains 
here by the most capricious of climates. English 
weather is steadfast compared with Munich 
weather. You go to dinner here in summer and 
come away from it in winter. You are languid 
among trees and feathery grass at one end of the 
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town, and are shivering in a hurricane of dust at 
the other. This inconvenience of climate, with the 
impossibility of dining (well) at any other hour 
than one o’clock, is not friendly to the stomach, — 
that great seat of the imagination. And I shall 
never advise an author to come to Munich except 
ad interim. The great Saal, full of Rubens’s pic- 
tures, is worth studying; and two or three precious 
bits of sculpture, and the sky on a fine day, always 
puts one in a good temper, — it is so deliciously 
clear and blue, making even the ugliest buildings 
look beautiful by the light it casts on them. 

May 30. —We heard “ Wilham Tell,” , , „„ 

— a great enjoyment to me. 

June 1. — To Grosshesselohe with a party. 
Siebold and his wife. Prof. Loher, Fraulein von 
List, Fraulein Thiersch, Frau von Schaden, and 
her pretty daughter. It was very pretty to see 
Siebold’s delight in nature. The strange whim 
of Schwanthaler’s - — the Burg von Schwaneck — 
was our destination. 

June 10. — For the last week my work has been 
rather scanty, owing to bodily ailments. I am at 
the end of chap, xxi., and am this morning going 
to begin chap. xxii. In the interim our chief 
pleasure has been a trip to Starnberg by ourselves. 

June 13. — This morning at last free from head- 
ache, and able to write. I am entering on my his- 
tory of the birthday, with some fear and trembling. 
This evening we walked, between eight and half- 
past nine, in the Wiese, looking toward Nymphen- 
burg. The light delicious, — the west glowing; 
the faint crescent moon and Venus pale above it; 
the larks filling the air with, their songs, which 
seemed only a little way above the ground. 

Words are very cliunsy things. I like less and 



32 


SYMPATHY 


[municb» 


less to handle my friends’ sacred feelings with 
them. For even those who call themselves inti- 
^ ' mate know very little about each other, 

Sara H^eu, — hardly ever know just how a sorrow 
1858.'^““^’ is felt, and hurt each other by their 
very attempts at sympathy or consolation. We 
can bear no hand on our bruises. And so I feel 
I have no right to say that I know Aowj the loss of 
your mother — “the only person who ever leaned 
on you ” — ■ alfects you. I only know that it must 
make a deeply felt crisis in your life, and I know 
that the better from having felt a great deal about 
my own mother and father, and from having the 
keenest remembrance of all that experience. But 
for this very reason I know that I can’t measure 
what the event is to you; and if I were near you, 
I should only kiss you and say nothing. People 
talk of the feelings dying out as one gets older; 
but at present my experience is just the contrary. 
All the serious I’elations of life become so much 
more real to me, — pleasure seems so slight a thing, 
and sorrow and duty and endurance so great. I 
find the least bit of real human life touch me in 
a way it never did when I was younger. 

June 17. — This evening G. left me to set out 
on his iourney to Hofwyl to see his 

Jooraal, I8S8. , J J 

boys. 

June 18. — Went with the Siebolds to Nym- 
phenbui'g; called at Professor Knapp’s, and saw 
Liebig’s sister, Frau Knapp, — a charming, gentle- 
mannered woman, with splendid dark eyes. 

June 22. — Tired of loneliness, I went to the 
Frau von Siebold, chatted with her over tea, and 
then heard some music. 

June 23. — My land little friend (Frau von 
Siebold) brought me a lovely bouquet of roses this 
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morning, and invited me to go with them in the 
evening to the theatre to see the new comedy, the 
“ Drei Candidaten,” which I did, — a miserably 
poor affair. 

June 24. — G. came in the evening, at ten 
o’clock, — after I had suffered a great deal in 
thinking of the possibilities that might prevent him 
from coming. 

June 25. — This morning I have read to G. all I 
have written during his absence, and he approves 
it more than I expected. 

June 27. — This morning we left Munich, set- 
ting out in the rain to Rosenheim by railway. The 
previous day we dined and sat a few hours with 
the dear charming Siebolds, and parted from them 
with regret, — glad to leave Munich, but not to 
leave the friends who had been so kind to us. For 
a week before, I had been ill, — almost a luxury, 
because of the love that tended me. But the gen- 
eral languor and sense of depression, produced by 
Munich air and way of life, was no luxury, and I 
was glad to say a last good-bye to the quaint 
pepper-boxes of the Frauen- Kirche. 

At the Rosenheim station we got into the longest 
of omnibuses, which took us to the Gasthof, where 
we were to dine and lunch, and then Munich to 
mount into the Stell-wagen, which 1®58. 

M>^ould carry us to Prien, on the borders of the 
Chiem See. Rosenheim is a considerable and 
rather quaint-looking town, interrupted by or- 
chards, and characterised in a passing glance by 
the piazzas that are seen everywhere fronting the 
shops. It has a grand view of the mountains, 
still a long way off. The afternoon was cloudy, 
with intermittent rain^ and did not set off the land- 
scape. N evertheless I had much enj oyment in this 
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four or five hours’ journey to Prien. The little 
villages, with picturesque, wide gables, projecting 
roofs, and wooden galleries, — with abundant or- 
chards, — - with felled trunks of trees and stacks of 
fir- woody telling of the near neighbourhood of the 
forest, — were what I liked best in this ride. 

We had no sooner entered the steamboat to cross 
the Chiem See than it began to rain heavily, and 
I kept below, only peeping now and then at the 
mountains and the green islands, with their mon- 
asteries. From the opposite bank of the See we 
had a grand view of the mountains, all dark purple 
under the clouded sky. Before us was a point 
where the nearer mountains opened and allowed 
us a view of their more distant brethren, receding 
in a fainter and fainter blue, — a marsh in the 
foreground, where the wild-ducks were flying. 
Our drive from this end of the lake to Traunstein 
was lovely, — through fertile, cultivated land, 
everywhere married to bits of forest. The green 
meadow or the golden corn sloped upwards towards 
pine woods, or the bushy greenness seemed to run 
with wild freedom far out into long promontories 
among the ripening crops. Here and there the 
country had the aspect of a grand park from the 
beautiful intermingling of wood and field, without 
any line of fence. 

Then came the red sunset, and it was dark when 
we entered Traunstein, where we had to pass the 
night. Among our companions in the day’s jom*- 
,ney had been a long-faced, cloaked, slow, and sol- 
emn man, whom George called the author of 
“ Eugene Aram,” and I Don Quixote, he was so 
given to serious remonstrance with the vices he met 
on the road. We had been constantly deceived 
in the length of our stages, — on the principle, 
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possibly, of keeping up our spirits. The next 
morning there was the same tenderness shown 
about the starting of the Stell-wagen: at fii’st it 
was to start at seven, then at half-past, then when 
another Wagen came with its cargo of passengers. 
This was too much for Don Quixote; and when 
the stout, red-faced Wirth had given him still 
another answer about the time of starting, he 
began, in slow and monotonous indignation, 
“ Warum liigen Sie so? Sie werden machen dass 
kein Mensch diesen Weg kommen wird,” ^ &c. 
Whereupon the Wirth looked red-faced, stout, and 
unwashed as before, without any perceptible ex- 
pression of face supervening. 

The next morning the weather looked doubtful, 
and so we gave up going to the Konig See for that 
day, determining to ramble on the Monchsberg and 
enjoy the beauties of Salzburg instead. The morn- 
ing brightened as the sun ascended, and we had 
a delicious ramble on the Monchsberg, — looking 
down on the lovely, peaceful plain below the grand 
old Untersberg, where the sleeping Kaiser awaits 
his resurrection in that “good time coming;” 
watching the white mist floating along the sides 
of the dark mountains, and wandering under the 
shadow of the plantation, where the gi’oimd was 
green with luxuriant hawkweed, as at Nymphen- 
burg, near Munich. The outline of the castle and 
its rock is remarkably fine, and reminded us of 
Gorey in Jersey. But we had a still finer view 
of it when we drove out to Aigen. On our way 
thither we had sight of the Watzmann, the highest 
mountain in Bavarian Tyrol, — emerging from 
behind the great shoulder of the Untersberg. It 

1 ** vVhy do you tell such lies ? The result of it will be that no one mil 
travel this way.” 
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was the only mountain within sight that had snow 
on its summit. Once at Aigen, and descended 
from our carriage, we had a delicious walk, up and 
up, along a road of continual steps, by the course 
of the mountain-stream, which fell in a series of 
cascades over great heaps of boulders ; then back 
again, by a roundabout way, to our vehicle and 
home, enjoying the sight of old Watzmann again, 
and the grand mass of Salzburg Castle on its 
sloping rock. 

We encountered a tahle-dfhdte acquaintance who 
had been to Berchtesgaden and the Konig See, 
driven through the salt-mine, and had had alto- 
gether a perfect expedition on this day, when we 
had not had the courage to set off. Never mind! 
we had enjoyed our day. 

We thought it wisest the next morning to re- 
nounce the Konig See, and pursue our way to Ischl 
by the Stell-'wagen. We were fortunate enough to 
secure two places in the coupS, and I enjoyed 
greatly the quiet outlook, from my comfortable 
corner, on the changing landscape, — green valley 
and hill and mountain; here and there a pictur- 
esque Tyrolese village, and once or twice a fine 
lake. 

The greatest charm of charming Ischl is the crys- 
tal Traun, surely the purest of streams. Away 
again early the next morning in the cotipe of the 
Stell-wagen, through a country more and more 
beautiful, high woody mountains sloping steeply 
down to narrow fertile green valleys, the road 
winding amongst them so as to show a perpetual 
variety of graceful outlines where the sloping- 
mountains met in the distance before us. As we 
approached the Gmunden See, the masses became 
grander and more rocky, and the Valley opened 
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wider. It was Sunday, and when we left the Stell- 
wagen, we found quite a crowd in Sunday clothes 
standing round the place of embarkation for the 
steamboat that was to take us along the lake. 
Gmunden is another pretty place at the head of the 
lake, but apart from this one advantage, inferior 
to Ischl. We got on to the slowest of railways 
here, getting down at the station near the falls of 
the Traun, where we dined at the pleasant inn, and 
fed our eyes on the clear river again hurrying over 
the rocks. Behind the great fall there is a sort of 
inner chamber, where the water rushes perpetually 
over a stone altar. At the station, as we waited 
for the train, it began to rain, and the good- 
natured-looking woman asked us to take shelter in 
her little station-house, — a single room not more 
than eight feet square, where she lived with her 
husband and two little girls all the year round. 
Th good couple looked more contented than half 
the well-lodged people in the world. He used to 
be a drozcJiky driver; and after that life of un- 
certain gains, which had many days quite penni- 
less and therefore dinnerless, he foimd his present 
position quite a pleasant lot. 

On to Linz, when the train came, gradually los- 
ing sight of the Tyrolean mountains and entering 
the great plain of the Danube. Our voyage the 
next day in the steamboat was unfortunate: we 
had incessant rain till we had passed all the finest 
parts of the banks. But when we had landed, the 
sun shone out brilliantly, and so our entrance into 
Vienna, through the long suburb, with perpetual 
shops and odd names (Prschka, for example, which 
a German in our omnibus thought not at all re- 
markable for ^consonants!), was quite cheerful. 
We made our way through the city and across the 
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bridge to the Weissen Ross, which was full: so 
we went to the Drei Rosen, which received us. 
The sunshine was transient: it began to rain again 
when we went out to look at St. Stephen’s, but 
the delight of seeing that glorious building could 
not be marred by a little rain. The tower of this 
church is worth going to Vienna to see. 

The aspect of the city is that of an inferior 
Paris; the shops have an elegance that one sees 
nowhere else in Germany; the streets are clean, 
the houses tall and stately. The next morning 
we had a view of the town from the Belvedere 
Terrace, — St. Stephen’s sending its exquisite 
tower aloft fi’om among an almost level forest of 
houses and inconspicuous churches. It is a mag- 
nificent collection of pictures at the Belvedere ; but 
we wei’e so xmfoi’tunate as only to be able to see 
them once, the gallery being shut up on the 
W ednesday ; and so, many pictures have faded 
from my memory, even of those which I had time 
to distinguish. Titian’s “ Danae ” was one that 
delighted us: besides this, I remember Giorgione’s 
“ Lucrezia Borgia ’’ with the cruel, cruel eyes; the 
remarkable head of Christ; a proud Italian face 
in a red garment, I think by Correggio; and two 
heads by Denner, the most wonderfui of all his 
wonderful heads that I have seen. There is an 
“ Eece Homo ” by Titian, which is thought highly 
of, and is splendid in composition and colour, but 
the Christ is abject, the Pontius Pilate vulgar; 
amazing that they could have been painted by the 
same man who conceived and executed the “ Christo 
della Moneta!” There are huge Veroneses, too, 
splendid and interesting. 

The Liechtenstein collection we ^aw twice, and 
that remains with me much more distinctly, — the 
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room full of Rubens’s history of Decius, more mag- 
nificent even than he usually is in colour; then his 
glorious “Assumption of the Virgin,” and oppo- 
site to it the portraits of his two boys ; the,portrait 
of his lovely wife going to the bath, with brown 
drapeiy round her; and the fine portraits by Van- 
dyke, especially the pale delicate face of Wallen- 
stein with blue eyes and pale auburn locks. 

Another great pleasure we had at Vienna — 
next after the sight of St. Stephen’s and the pic- 
tures — was a visit to Hyrtl, the anatomist, who 
showed us some of his wonderful preparations, 
showing the vascular and nervous systems in the 
lungs, liver, kidneys, and intestinal canal of vari- 
ous animals. He told us the deeply interesting 
story of the loss of his fortune in the Vienna revo- 
lution of ’48. He was compelled by the revolu- 
tionists to attend on the wounded for three days 
running. When at last he came to his house to 
change his clothes, he found nothing but four bare 
walls! His fortune in Government bonds was 
burnt along with the house, as well as all his 
precious collection of anatolpical preparations, &c. 
He told us that since that great shock his nerves 
have been so susceptible that he sheds tears at the 
most trifling events, and has a depression of spirits 
which often keeps him silent for days. He only 
received a very slight sum from Government in 
compensation for his loss. 

One evening we strolled in the Volksgarten, and 
saw the “ Theseus killing the Centaur ” by Canova, 
which stands in a temple built for its reception. 
But the garden to be best remembered by us was 
that at Schonbrunn, a labyrinth of stately avenues 
with their terminal fountains. We amused our- 
selves for some time with the menagerie here, the 
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lions especially, who lay in dignified sleepiness till 
the approach of feeding-time made them open eager 
eyes and pace impatiently about their dens. 

We set off from Vienna in the evening with a 
family of Wallachians as our companions, one of 
whom, an elderly man, could speak no German, 
and began to address G, in Wallachian, as if that 
were the common language of all the earth. We 
managed to sleep enough for a night’s rest, in 
spite of intense heat and our cramped positions, 
and arrived in very good condition at Prague in 
the fine morning. 

Out we went after breakfast, that we might see 
as much as possible of the grand old city in one 
day; and our morning was occupied chiefly in 
walking about and getting views of striking exte- 
riors. The most interesting things we saw were 
the Jewish burial-ground (the Alter Friedhof) and 
the old synagogue. The Friedliof is unique, -r- 
with a wild growth of grass and shrubs and trees, 
and a multitude of quaint tombs in all sorts of 
positions, looking like the fragments of a great 
building, or as if they had been shaken by an 
earthquake. We saw a lovely dark-eyed Jewish 
child here, which we were glad to kiss in all its 
dirt. Then came the sombre old synagogue, with 
its smoked groins, and lamp for ever burning. An 
intelligent Jew was onv cicerone, and read us some 
Hebrew out of the precious old book of the law. 

After dinner we took a carriage and went across 
the wonderful bridge of St. Jean Nepomuck, with 
its avenue of statues, towards the Hradschin, — 
an ugly straight-lined building, but grand in effect 
from its magnificent site, on the summit of an 
eminence crowded with old massive buildings. 
The view from this eminence is one of the most 
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impressive in the world, — perhaps as much from 
one’s associations with Prague as from its visible 
grandeur and antiquity. The cathedral close to 
the Hradschin is a melancholy object on the out- 
side, — left with unfinished sides like scars. The 
interior is rich, but sadly confused in its ornamen- 
tation, like so many of the grand old churches, — 
hideous altars of bastard style disgracing exquisite 
Gothic columns, — crudest of all in St. Stephen’s 
at Vienna! 

We got our view from a Damen Stiff ^ (for 
ladies of family) founded by Maria Theresa, whose 
blond beauty looked down on us from 
a striking portrait. Close in front of 
us, sloping downwards, was a pleasant orchard; 
then came the river, with its long, long bridge and 
grand gateway; then the sober-coloured city, with 
its surrounding plain and distant hills. In the 
evening we went. to the theatre, — a shabby, ugly 
building, — and heard Spohr’s “ Jessonda.” 

The next morning early by railway to Dresden, 

— a charming journey, — for it took us right 
through the Saxon Switzerland, with its castel- 
lated rocks and firs. At four o’clock we were din- 
ing comfortably at the Hotel de Pologne, and the 
next morning (Sunday) we secured our lodgings, 

— a whole apartment of six: i*ooms, aU to ourselves, 
for 18s. per week! By nine o’clock we were estab- 
lished in our new home, where we were to enjoy 
six weeks’ quiet work, undisturbed by visits and 
visitors. And so we did. 'We were as happy as 
princes — are not; George writing at the far cor- 
ner of the great salon, I at my Schrank in my own 
pi-ivate room, with closed doors. Here I wrote 
the latter half of the second volume of “ Adam 

^ Charitable Institution for Ladies. 
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Bede ” in the long mornings that our early hours 
— rising at six o’clock - — secured us. Three morn- 
ings in the week we went to the Picture-Gallery 
from twelve till one. The first day we went was 
a Sunday, when there is always a crowd in the 
Aladonna Cabinet. I sat down on the sofa op- 
posite the picture for an instant; but a sort of 
awe, as if I were suddenly in the living presence 
of some glorious being, made my heart swell too 
much for me to remain comfortably, and we hur- 
ried out of the room. On subsequent mornings 
we always came, in the last minutes of our stay, to 
look at this sublimest picture ; and while the others, 
except the “ Christo deUa Moneta ” and Holbein’s 
Madonna, lost much of their first interest, this 
became harder and harder to leave. Holbein’s 
Madonna is very exquisite, — a divinely gentle, 
golden-haired blonde, with eyes cast down, in an 
attitude of unconscious, easy grace, —the loveli- 
est of all the Madonnas in the Dresden Gallery, 
except the Sistine. By the side of it is a wonder- 
ful portrait by Holbein, which I specially en- 
j oyed looking at. It represents nothing more lofty 
than a plain, weighty man of business, a gold- 
smith; but the eminently fine painting brings out 
all the weighty, calm, good sense that lies in a first- 
rate character of that order. 

We looked at the Zinsgroschen (Titian’s), too, 
every day, and after that at the great painter’s 
Venus, fit for its purity and sacred loveliness to 
hang in a temple with Madonnas. Pahna’s Venus, 
which hangs near, was an excellent foil, because 
it is pretty and pure in itself; but beside the 
Titian it is common and unmeaning. 

Another interesting case of comparison was that 
between the original Zinsgroschen and a copy by 
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an Italian painter, which hangs on the opposite 
wall of the cabinet. This is considered a fine copy, 
and would be a fine picture if one had never seen 
the original; but all the finest effects are gone in 
the copy. 

The four large Correggios hanging together, — 
the Nacht; the Madonna with St. Sebastian, of the 
smiling graceful character, with the little cherub 
riding astride a cloud; the Madonna, — with St. 
Hubert ; and a third Madonna, — very grave and 
sweet, painted when he was nineteen, — remain 
with me very vividly. They are full of life, though 
the life is not of a high order; and I should have 
surmised, without any previous knowledge, that 
the painter was among the first masters of tech- 
nique. The Magdalen is sweet in conception, but 
seems to have less than the usual merit of Correg- 
gio’s pictures as to painting. A picture we de- 
lighted in extremely was one of Murillo’s, — “ St. 
Rodriguez, fatally wounded, receiving the Crown 
of Martyrdom.” The attitude and expression are 
sublime, and strikingly distinguished from all other 
pictures of Saints I have ever seen. He stands 
erect in his scarlet and white robes, with face up- 
turned, the arms held simply downward, but the 
hands held open in a receptive attitude. The silly 
cupid-like angel holding the martyr’s crown in the 
corner spoils all. 

I did not half satisfy my appetite for the rich 
collection of Flemish and Dutch pictures here, — 
for Teniers, Ryckart, Gerard Dow, Terburg, 
Mieris, and the rest. Rembrandt looks great here 
in his portraits, but I like none of the other pic- 
tures by him; the Ganymede is an offence. Guido 
is superlatively odious in his Christs, in agonised 
or ecstatic attitudes, ^ much about the level of the 
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accomplished London beggar. Dear, grand old 
Rubens does not show to great advantage, except 
in the charming half-length “Diana returning 
from Hunting,” the “ Love Garden,” and the 
sketch of his “ Judgment of Paris.” 

The most popular Murillo, and appai’ently one 
of the most popular Madonnas in the gallery, is 
the simple, sad mother with her child, without the 
least divinity in it, suggesting a dead or sick father, 
and imperfect nourishment in a garret. In that 
light it is touching. A fellow traveller in the rail- 
way to Leipzig told us he had seen this picture in 
1848 with nine bullet-holes in it! The firing from 
the hotel of the Stadt Rom bore directly on the 
Picture Gallery. 

Veronese is imposing in one of the large rooms, 
— the “Adoration of the Magi,” the “Marriage 
at Cana,” the “ Finding of Moses,” Szc., making 
grand masses of colour on the lower part of the 
walls; but to me he is ignoble as a painter of 
human beings. 

It was a charming life, — our six weeks at 
Dresden. There were the open-air concerts at the 
Grosser Garten and the Briilil’sche Terrace; the 
Sommer Theater, where we saw our favourite 
comic actor Merbitz; the walks into the open 
country, with the grand stretch of sky all round; 
the Zouaves, with their wondrous make-ups as 
women; Rader, the humorous comedian at the 
Link’sche Bad Theater; our quiet afternoons in 
our pleasant salon, — all helping to make an 
agreeable fringe to the quiet working time, 
tetter to Miss Since I wrote to you last, I have lived 
' through a great deal of exquisite pleas- 
I8S8, First an attack of illness during 

our last week at Munich, which I reckon among 
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my pleasures because I was nursed so tenderly. 
Then a fortnight’s unspeakable journey to Salz- 
burg, Ischl, Linz, Vienna, Prague, and finally 
Dresden, which is om- last resting-place before re- 
turning to Richmond, where we hope to be at the 
beginning of September, Dresden is a proper 
climax ; for all other art seems only a preparation 
for feeling the superiority of the Madonna di San 
Sisto the more. We go three days a-week to the 
gallery, and every day — after looking at other 
pictures — we go to take a parting draught of 
delight at Titian’s Zinsgroschen and the Einzige 
Madonna. In other respects I am particularly 
enjoying our residence here, — we are so quiet, 
having determined to know no one and give our-* 
selves up to work. We both feel a happy change 
in our health from leaving Munich, though I am 
reconciled to our long stay there by the fact that 
Mr. Lewes gained so much from his intercourse 
with the men of science there, especially Bischofi, 
Siebold, and Harless. I remembered your passion 
for autographs, and asked Liebig for his on your ac- 
count. I was not sure that you would care enough 
about the handwriting of other luminaries; for there 
is such a thing as being European and yet obscure, 
— a fixed star visible only from observatories. 

You will be interested to hear that I saw Strauss 
at Munich. He came for a week’s visit before we 
left. I had a quarter of an hour’s chat with him 
alone, and was very agreeably impressed by him. 
He looked much more serene, and his face had a 
far sweeter expression, than when I saw him in 
that dumb way at Cologne. He speaks with very 
choice words, like a man strictly truthful in the 
use of language. Will you undertake to tell Mrs.' 
Call from me that he begged me to give his kind- 
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est remembrances to her and to her father/ of 
whom he spoke with much interest and regard as 
his earliest English friend? I dare not begin to 
write about other things or people that I have seen 
in these crowded weeks. They must wait till I 
have you by my side again, which I hope will hap- 
pen some day. 

From Dresden, one showery day at the end of 
August, we set off to Leipzig, the first stage on 
. , , our way home. Here we spent two 

ourn , 8 . g glimpse of the old town 

with its fine market; dined at Brolchaus’s ; saw 
the picture-gallery, carrying away a lasting de- 
light in Calame’s great landscapes and De 
Dreux’s dogs, which are far better woidh seeing 
than De la Roche’s “Napoleon at Fontainebleau,” 
— considered the glory of the gallery; went with 
Victor Carus to his museum and saw an Amphi- 
oxus; and finally spent the evening at an open- 
air concert in Carus’s company. Early in the 
morning we set off by railway, and travelled 
night and day till we reached home on the 2d 
September. 

Will you not write to the author of “ Thorn- 
dale ” and express your sympathy? He is a very 

tetter to Miss man, who would be susceptible 

s^a^Henneu, to that sort of fellowship ; and one should 

SUi Sept. 1858. . , 1 • ^ • • 

give a gleam oi happiness where it is 
possible. I shall write you nothing worth reading 
for the next three months, so here is an opportu- 
nity for you to satisfy a large appetite for gener- 
ous deeds. You can write to me a great many 
times without getting anything worth having in 
return. 

Thanks for the verses on Buckle. I ’m afraid I 

^ Dr. Brabant 
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feel a malicious delight in them, for he is a writer 
who inspires me with a personal dislike; toMiss 
not to put too fine a point on it, he im- saraHeaneu? 

presses me as an irreligious, conceited 
man. ■ 

Long ago I had offered to write about Newman, 
but gave it up again. 

The second volume of “Adam Bede ” had been sent to 
Blackwood on 7th September, the third had followed two 
months later, and there are the following entries in the 
Journal in November: — 

Nov. 1. — I have begun Carlyle’s “ Life of Fred- 
eric the Great,” and have also been journal isss 
thinking much of my own life to come. ’ 

This is a moment of suspense, for I am awaiting 
Blackwood’s opinion and proposals concerning 
“ Adam Bede.” 

Nov. 4. — Received a letter from Blackwood 
containing warm praise of my third volume, and 
offering ,£800 for the copyright of “ Adam Bede ” 
for four years. I wrote to accept, 

Nov. 10. — Wilkie Collins and Mr. Pigott came 
to dine with us after a walk by the river. I was 
pleased with Wilkie Collins, — there is a sturdy 
uprightness about him that makes all opinion and 
all occupation respectable. 

Nov. 16. — Wrote the last word of “Adam 
Bede” and sent it to Mr. Langford. Jubilate. 

The germ of “Adam Bede” was an anecdote 
told me by my Methodist Aunt Samuel (the wife 
of my father’s younger brother), — an ffistoryof 
anecdote from her own experience. We 
were sitting together one afternoon during her 
visit to me at Griff, probably in 1889 or 1840, 
when it occurred to her to tell me how she had vis- 
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ited a condemned criminal, — a very ignorant girl, 
who had murdered her child and refused to confess ; 
how she had stayed with her praying through the 
night, and how the poor creature at last broke out 
into tears, and confessed her crime. My aunt 
afterwards went with her in the cart to the place 
of execution; and she described to me the great 
respect with which this ministry of hers was re- 
garded by the official people about the jail. The 
story, told by my aunt with great feeling, affected 
me deeply, and I never lost the impression of that 
afternoon and our talk together; but I believe I 
never mentioned it, through all the intervening 
years, till something prompted me to tell it to 
George in December, 1856, when I had begun to 
write the “ Scenes of Clerical Life.” He remarked 
that the scene in the prison would make a fine ele- 
ment in a story; and I afterwards began to think 
of blending this and some other recollections of 
my aunt in one story, with some points in my 
father’s early life and character. The problem of 
construction that remained was to make the un- 
happy girl one of the chief dramatis personce, and 
connect her with the hero. At first I thought of 
making the story one of the series of “ Scenes,” but 
afterwards, when several motives had induced me 
to close these with “Janet’s Repentance,” I de- 
termined on making what we always called in our 
conversation “ My Aunt’s Story ” the subject of 
a long novel, which I accordingly began to write 
on the 22d October, 1857. 

The character of Dinah grew out of my recollec- 
tions of my aunt, but Dinah is not at all like my 
aunt, who was a very small, black-eyed woman, 
and (as I was told, for I never heard her preach) 
very vehement in her style of preaching. She had 
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left off preaching when I knew her, being prob- 
ably sixty years old, and in delicate health; and she 
had become, as my father told me, much more 
gentle and subdued than she had been in the days 
of her active ministry and bodily strength, when 
she could not rest without exhorting and remon- 
strating in season and out of season. I was very 
fond of her, and enjoyed the few weeks of her stay 
with me greatly. She was loving and kind to me, 
and I could talk to her about my inward life, 
which was closely shut up from those usually round 
me. I saw her only twice again, for much shorter 
periods, — - once at her own home at Wirksworth 
in Derbyshire, and once at my father’s last resi- 
dence, Foleshill. 

The character of Adam and one or two incidents 
connected with him were suggested by my father’s 
early life; but Adam is not my father any more 
than Dinah is my aunt. Indeed, there is not a 
single portrait in “ Adam Bede; ” only the sug- 
gestions of experience wrought up into new com- 
binations. When I began to write it, the only 
elements I had determined on, besides the character 
of Dinah, were the character of Adam, his relation 
to Arthur Donnithorne, and their mutual relations 
to Hetty — i. e., to the girl who commits child- 
murder, — the scene in the prison being, of course, 
the climax towards which I worked. Everything 
else grew out of the characters and their mutual 
relations. Dinah’s ultimate relation to Adam was 
suggested by George, when I had read to him the 
first part of the first volume : he was so delighted 
with the presentation of Dinah, and so convinced 
that the readers’ interest would centre in her, that 
he wanted her to be the principal figure at the last. 
I accepted the idea at once, and from the end of 
the third chapter worked with it constantly in view. 
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The first volume was written at Eichmond, and 
given to Blackwood in March. He expressed 
great admiration of its freshness and vividness, 
but seemed to hesitate about putting it in the Mag- 
azine, which was the form of publication he, as 
well as myself, had previously contemplated. He 
still mshed lo have it for the Magazine, but desired 
to know the course of the story. At present he 
saw nothing to prevent its reception in “Maga,” 
but he would like to see more. I am uncertain 
whether his doubts rested solely on Hetty’s relation 
to Arthur, or whether they were also directed 
towards the treatment of Methodism by the 
Church. I refused to tell my story beforehand, on 
the ground that I would not have it judged apart 
from my treatment, which alone determines the 
moral quality of art; and ultimately I proposed 
that the notion of publication in “ Maga ” should 
be given up, and that the novel should be published 
in three volumes at Christmas, if possible. He 
assented. 

I began the second volume in the second week 
of my stay at Munich, about the middle of April. 
WHiile we were at Munich, George expressed his 
fear that Adam’s part was too passive throughout 
the drama, and that it was important for him to 
be brought into more direct collision with Arthur. 
This doubt haunted me, and out of it grew the 
scene in the wood between Arthur and Adam; the 
fight came to me as a necessity one night at the 
Munich opera, when I was listening to “ William 
Tell.” W ork was slow and interrupted at Munich, 
and when we left I had only written to the begin- 
ning of the dance on the Birthday Feast; but at 
Dresden I wrote uninterruptedly and with great 
enjoyment in the long, quiet mornings, and there I 
nearly finished the second volume, — all, I think. 
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but the last chapter, which I wrote here in the old 
room at Richmond in the first week of September, 
and then sent the MS. off to Blackwood. The 
opening of the third volume — Hetty’s journey — 
was, I think, written more rapidly than the rest of 
the hook, and was left without the slightest altera- 
tion of the first draught. Throughout the book I 
have altered little ; and the only cases I think in 
which George suggested more than a verbal altera- 
tion, when I read the MS. aloud to him, were the 
first scene at the Farm, and the scene in the wood 
between Arthur and Adam, both of which he rec- 
ommended me to “ space out ” a little, which I did. 

When, on October 29, I had written to the end 
of the love-scene at the Farm, between Adam and 
Dinah, I sent the MS. to Blackwood, since the 
remainder of the third volume could not affect the 
judgment passed on what had gone before. He 
wrote back in warm admiration, and offered me, 
on the part of the firm, £800 for four years’ copy- 
right. I accepted the offer. The last words of 
the third volume were written and despatched on 
their way to Edinburgh, November the 16th, and 
now on the last day of the same month I have 
written this slight history of my book. I love it 
very much, and am deeply thankful to have writ- 
ten it, whatever the public may say to it, — a re- 
sult which is still in darkness, for I have at present 
had only four sheets of the proof. The book would 
have been published at Christmas, or rather earl}'" 
in December, but that Bulwer’s “What will he 
do with it? ” was to be published by Blackwood at 
that time, and it was thought that this novel might 
interfere with mine. 

The manuscript of “Adam Bede ” bears the following 
inscription: “ To my dear hushcmd, George Henry Lewes, 
I give the MS. of a work which would never have been 
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written hut for the happiness which his love has con- 
f erred on my life 

I shall be much obliged if you will accept for me 
Tauchnit^’s offer of £30 for the English reprint 
i^ttertojohn of Clerical Sccnes.” And will you also 
Bu<^o()d, “ be so good as to desire that Tauchnitz 
may register the book in Germany, as 
I understand that is the only security against its 
being translated without our knowledge; and I 
shudder at the idea of my books being turned into 
hideous German by an incompetent translator. 

I return the proofs by to-day’s post. The dia- 
lect must be toned down all through in correcting 
the proofs, for I found it impossible to keep it 
subdued enough in writing. I am aware that the 
spelling which represents a dialect perfectly well 
to those who know it by the ear, is likely to be un- 
intelligible to others. I hope the sheets will come 
i*apidly and regularly now, for I dislike lingering, 
hesitating processes. 

Your praise of my ending was very warming 
and cheering to me in the foggy weather. I ’m 
sure if I have written well, youi- pleasant let- 
ters have had something to do with it. Can any- 
thing be done in America for “Adam Bede”? 
I suppose not — as my name is not known 
there. 

Nov. 25. — We had a ^^sit from Mr. Bray, 
who told us much that interested us 
’ ‘ about Mr. Richard Congreve, and also 

his own affairs. 

letter to Mm ^ grateful to you for sending 

Bi^ 26 fliHoV. me a few authentic words from your 
own self. They are unspeakably pre- 
cious to me. I mean that quite literally, for there 
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is no putting into words any feeling that has been 
of long growth within us. It is easy to say how 
we love new friends, and what we think of them, 
but words can never trace out all the fibres that 
knit us to the old. I have been thinking of you 
incessantly in the waking hours, and feel a grow- 
ing hunger to know more precise details about you. 
I am of a too sordid and anxious disposition, prone 
to dwell almost exclusively on fears instead of 
hopes, and to lay in a larger stock of resignation 
than of any other form of confidence. But I try 
to extract some comfort this morning from my 
consciousness of this disposition, by thinking that 
nothing is ever so bad as my imagination paints 
it. Aoid then I know there are incommunicable 
feelings within us capable of creating our best 
happiness at the very time others can see nothing 
but our troubles. And so I go on arguing with 
myself, and trying to live inside you and looking 
at things in all the lights I can fancy you seeing 
them in, for the sake of getting cheerful about you 
in spite of Coventry. 

The well-flavoured molluscs came this morning. 
It was very kind of you; and if you remember how 
fond I am of oysters, your good-nature 
will have the more pleasure in furnishing 
my gourviandise with the treat. I have 
a childish delight in any little act of genuine friend- 
liness towards us, — and yet not childish, for how 
little we thought of people’s goodness towards us 
when we were children. It takes a good deal of 
experience to tell one the rarity of a thoroughly 
disinterested kindness. 

I see with you entirely about the preface: in- 
deed I had myself anticipated the very effects you 
predict. The deprecatory tone is not one I can 
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ever take willingly, but I am conscious of a shrink- 

letter tojoto pride which is likely to warp 

|la^oa“ my judgment in many personal ques- 
8 ec. i 8 s. and on that ground I distrusted 

my own opinion. 

Mr. Lewes went to Vernon Hill yesterday for a 
few days’ change of air, but before he went, he 
said, “ Ask Mr. Blackwood what he thinks of put- 
ting a mere advertisement at the beginning of the 
book to this effect: As the story of ‘ Adam Bede ’ 
will lose much of its effect if the development is 
foreseen, the author requests those critics who may 
honour him with a notice to abstain from telling 
the story.” I write my note of interrogatioii 
accordingly “? ” 

Pray do not begin to read the second volume 
until it is all in print. There is necessarily a lull 
of interest in it to prepare for the crescendo. I 
am delighted that you like my Mrs. Poyser. I ’m 
very sorry to part with her and some of my other 
characters, — there seems to be so much more to 
be done with them. Mr. Lewes says she gets better 
and better as the book goes on; and I was cer- 
tainly conscious of writing her dialogue with 
heightening gusto. Even in our imaginary worlds 
there is the sorrow of parting. 

I hope the Chi’istmas weather is as bright in 
your beautiful Edinburgh as it is here, and that 
you are enjoying all other Christmas pleasures too 
without disturbance. 

I have not yet made up my mind what my next 
story is to be, but I must not lie fallow any longer 
when the new year is come. 

jovrm. 1888. 25 {Christmas Day ) . — George 

and I spent this wet day very happily 
-alone together. We are reading Scott’s life in the 
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evenings with much enjoyment. ■ I am reading 
through Horace in this pause. 

jD^c. 31. — The last day of the dear old year, 
which has been full of expected and unexpected 
happiness. ''Adam Bede ” has been written, and 
the' second volume is in type. The first number of 
George’s "Physiology of Common Life” — a work 
in which he has had much happy occupation — is 
published to-day ; and both his position as a scien- 
tific wTiter and his inward satisfaction in that part 
of his studies have been much heightened during 
the past year. Our double life is more and more 
blessed, - — more and more complete. 

I think this chapter cannot more -fitly conclude than 
with the following extract from Mr. G, H. Lewes^s Jour- 
nal, with which Mr. Charles Lewes has been good enough 
to furnish me : - — 

“ Jan. 28, 1859. — Walked along the Thames tozeards 
Kew to meet Herbert Spencer, who teas to spend the day 
with us, and we chatted with him on matters personal 
and philosophical. I owe him a debt of gratitude. My 
acquaintance with him was the brightest ray in a mry 
dreary, wasted period of my life. I had given up all ambi- 
tion whatever, lived from hand to mouth, and thought the 
evil of each day sufficient. The stimulus of his intellect, 
especially during our long walks, roused my energy once 
more and revived my dormant love of science. His intense 
theorising tendency was contagious, and it xms only the 
stimulus of a theory which could then have induced me to 
work. I owe Spencer another and a deeper debt. It was 
through him that I learned to know Marian, — to know 
her was to love her, — and since then my life has been a 
new birth. To her 1 owe all my prosperity and all my 
happiness. God bless her! 
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JANUARY, 1858, TO DECEMBER, 1858 

** Times ” reviews “ Scenes of Clerical Life ” — Helps’s opinion — Sub- 
scription to the “ Scenes ” — Letter from Dickens, 18th J an. 1858 — Letter 
from Froude, 17th Jan. — Letter to Miss Hennell — Mr. Wm. Smith, 
author of “Thorndale” — Ruskin — Reading the ‘'‘Eumenides” and 
Wordsworth “ Letter to John Blackwood on Dickens’s Letter — Letter 
from Mrs. Carlyle — Letter from Faraday — “Clerical Scenes” moving 

— John Blackwood calls, and George Eliot reveals herself — Takes MS. 
of first part of “ Adam Bede ” — Letters to Charles Bray on reports of au- 
thorship — Visit to Germany — Description of Niimberg— -The Frauen- 
Kirche — Effect of the music Albert Diirer’s house — Munich — 
Lodgings — Pinacothek — Rubens — - Crucifixion — Theresien Wiese — * 
Schwanthaler’s “ Bavaria ” — The Alps •— Letter to Miss Hennell — Con- 
trast between Catholic and Protestant worship- — Glyptothek •— Pictures 

— Statues — Cornelius frescos — Herr Oldenbourg — Kaulbach — Boden- 
stedt — Professor Wagner Martius — Liebig — Geibel — Heyse — 
Carriere — Prince RadziwilFs “Faust” -— Professor Loher — Baron 
Schack — Genelli— Professor Bluntschli — -Letter to Miss Hennell — 
Description of Munich life — - Kaulbach’s pictures — The Siebolds 

— The Neue Pinacothek Pictures and porcelain painting — 
Mme. Bodenstedt — Letter to Blackwood — Combinations of artist in 
writing — Hears “William Tell” — Expedition to Grosshesselohe — 
Progress with “Adam Bede^^ — Letter to Miss Hennell on death of her 
mother — Mr. Lewes goes to Hofwyl — Frau Knapp — Mr. Lewes re- 
turns — Leave Munich for Traunstein — Salzburg — Ischl — Linz — By 
Danube to Vienna — St. Stephen’s — Belvedere pictures — Liechten- 
stein collection — HyrtI the anatomist — Prague — Jewish burial-ground 
and the old Synagogue — To Dresden — Latter half of second volume of 
“Adam Bede” written — First impression of Sistine Madonna — “The 
Tribute-money” — Holbein’s Madonna — The Correggios — Dutch 
School — Murillo — Letter to Miss Hennell — Description of life at Dres- 
den — Health improved — Mention of Strauss at Munich — Dresden to 
Leipzig — Home to Richmond — Letter to Miss Hennell — Opinion of 
Buckle — Blackwood offers ^800 for “Adam Bede ” — Wilkie Collins 
and Mr. Pigott — History of “Adam Bede” — Letter to Charles Bray — 
Disinterested kindness — Letter to Blackwood suggesting preface to 
“Adam Bede” — Reading Scott’s Life and Horace — Review of year — 
Extract from G. H. Lew'es’s Journal. 



CHAPTER IX 


jrAiV. 12. — We went into town to-day, and 
_ m looked in the “ Annual Registei’ ” for 
cases of inundation. Letter from 
Blackwood to-day, speaking of renewed 
delight in “ Adam Bede,” and proposing 1st Feb. 
as the day of publication. Read the article in yes- 
terday’s “ Times ” on George’s “ Sea-side Studies,” 

— highly gratifying. We are still readiog Scott’s 
life with great interest; and G. is reading to me 
Michelet’s book “ De I’Amour.” 

Jan. 15. — I corrected the last sheets of “ Adam 
Bede,” and we afterwards walked to Wimbledon 
to see our new house, which we have taken for seven 
years. I hired the servant, — another bit of busi- 
ness done; and then we had a delightful walk 
across Wimbledon Common and through Rich- 
mond Park homeward. The air was clear and 
cold, — the sky magnificent. 

Jan. 31. — Received a cheque for £400 from 
Blackwood, being the first instalment of the pay- 
ment for four years’ copyright of “ Adam Bede.” 
To-morrow the book is to be subscribed, and 
Blackwood writes very pleasantly, — confident 
of its “ great success.” Afterwards we went into 
town, paid money into the bank, and ordered 
part of our china and glass towards house- 
keeping. 

Enclosed is the formal acknowledg- 
ment, bearing my signature, and with 
it let me beg you to accept my thanks 

— not formal but heartfelt — for the generous 
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way in which you have all along helped me with 
words and with deeds. 

The impression “ Adam Bede ” has made on you 
and Major Blackwood — of whom I have always 
been pleased to think as concurring with your 
views — is my best encouragement, and counter- 
balances, in some degree, the depressing influences 
to which I am pecuharly sensitive. I perceive 
that I have not the characteristics of the “ popular 
author,” and yet I am much in need of the warmly 
expressed sympathy which only popularity can 
win. 

A good subscription would be cheering, but I 
can understand that it is not decisive of success or 
non-success. Thank you for promising to let me 
know about it as soon as possible. 

Feh. 6. — Yesterday we went to take possession 
of Holly Lodge, Wandsworth, which is to be our 
joamai I 8 S 9 dwelling, we expect, for years to come. 

‘ It was a deliciously fresh bright day, — 
I will accept the omen. A letter came from Black- 
wood telling me the result of the subscription to 
“Adam Bede,” which was published on the 1st: 
780 copies, Mudie having taken 500 on the pub- 
lisher’s terms, — i. e., ten per cent on the sale price. 
At first he had stood out for a larger reduction, 
and would only take 50, but at last he came round. 
In this letter Blackwood told me the first ab extra 
opinion of the book, which happened to be pre- 
cisely what I most desired. A cabinet-maker 
(brother to Blackwood’s managing clerk) had read 
the sheets, and declared that the writer must have 
been brought up to the business, or at least had 
listened to the worlcmen in their workshop. 

Feh. 12. — Received a cheering letter from 
Blackwood, saying that he finds “ Adam Bede ” 
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making just the impression he had anticipated 
among his own friends and connections, and en- 
closing a parcel from Dr. John Browm “ To the 
author of ‘ Adam Bede.’ ” The parcel contained 
“ Rab and his Friends,” with an inscription. 

Will you tell Dr. John Brown, that when I read 
an account of “ Rab and his Friends ” in a news- 
paper, I wished I had the story to read 
at full length; and I thought to myself 
the writer of “ Rab ” w^'ould perhaps l i k e ^ ' 
“Adam Bede”? 

When you have told him tliis, he will under- 
stand the peculiar pleasure I had on opening the 
little parcel with “ Rab ” inside, and a kind w’^ord 
from Rab’s friend. I have read the story tAvice, 
— once aloud, and once to myself, very slowly, 
that I might dwell on the pictures of Rab and 
Ailie, and carry them about with me more dis- 
tinctly. I will not say any commonplace words of 
admiration about what has touched me so deeply: 
there is no adjective of that sort left undefiled by 
the newspapers. The writer of “ Rab ” knows that 
I must love the grim old mastiff with the short 
tail and the long dewlaps, — that I must have felt 
present at the scenes of Ailie’s last trial. 

Thanks for your cheering letter. I will be hope- 
ful, — if I can. 1 

You haA^e the art of writing just the sort of 
letters I care for, — sincere letters, like your oaati 
talk. We are tolerably settled now, ex- , ^ 
cept that we have only a temporary ser- 
vant; and I shall not be quite at ease 
until I have a trustworthy woman who AAdll manage 
without incessant dogging. Our home is very 
comfortable, with far more of vulgar indulgences 
in it than I ever expected to have again; but you 
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must not imagine it a snug place, just peeping 
above the holly bushes. Imagine it rather as a tall 
cake, with a low garnish of holly and laurel. As 
it is, we are very well off, with glorious breezy 
walks, and wide horizons, well- ventilated rooms, and 
abundant water. If I allowed myself to have any 
longings beyond what is given, they would be for 
a nook quite in the country, far away from palaces, 
— Crystal or otherwise, — with an orchard behind 
me full of old trees, and rough grass and hedge- 
row paths among the endless fields where you meet 
nobody. We talk of such things sometimes, along 
with old age and dim faculties, and a small inde- 
pendence to save us from writing drivel for dis- 
honest money. In the meantime the business of 
life shuts us up within the environs of London and 
within sight of human advancements, which I 
should be so very glad to believe in without seeing. 

Pretty Arabella Goddard we heard play at 
Berlin, — play the very things you heard as a 
bonne bouche at the last, — none the less delightful 
from being so unlike the piano playing of Liszt 
and Clara Schumann, whom we had heard at Wei- 
mar, — -both great, and one the greatest. 

Thank you for sending me that authentic word 
about Miss Nightingale. I wonder if she would 
rather rest from her blessed labours, or live to go 
on working? Sometimes, when I read of the death 
of some great sensitive human being, I have a tri- 
umph in the sense that they are at rest ; and yet, 
along with that, such deep sadness at the thought 
that the rare nature is gone forever into darkness, 
and we can never know that our love and rever- 
ence can reach him, that I seem to have gone 
through a personal sorrow when I shut the book 
and go to bed. I felt in that way the other night 
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when I finished the life of Scott aloud to Mr. 
Lewes. He had never read the hook before, and 
has been deeply stirred by the picture of Scott’s 
character, — his energy and steady work, his grand 
fortitude under calamity, and the spirit of strict 
honour to which he sacrificed his declining life. He 
loves Scott as well as I do. 

We have met a pleasant-faced, bright-glancing 
man, whom w’e set down to be worthy of the name, 
Richard Congreve. I am curious to see if our 
Ahnung will be verified. 

One word of gratitude to you first before I write 
any other letters. Heaven and earth bless you for 

trying to help me. I have been bias- ^^ttertoMrs 
phemous enough sometimes to think that Bi|y, 24 tiiFeii. 
I had never been good and attractive 
enough to win any little share of the honest, dis- 
interested friendship there is in the world : one or 
two examples of late had given that impression, 
and I am prone to rest in the least agreeable con- 
viction the premises will allow. I need hardly tell 
you what I want, you know it so well: a servant 
who will cause me the least possible expenditure 
of time on household matters. I wish I were not 
an anxious, fidgety wi’etch, and could sit down 
content with dirt and disorder. But anything in 
the shape of an anxiety soon grows into a mon- 
strous vulture with me, and makes itself more 
present to me than my rich sources of happiness, 
— such as too few mortals are blessed with. You 
know me. Since I wmote this, I have just had a 
letter from my sister Chrissey, — ill in bed, con- 
sumptive, — regretting that she ever ceased to 
write to me. It has ploughed up my heart. 

Mrs. Carlyle’s ardent letter will interest and 
amuse you. I reckon it among my best triumphs 
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that she found herself “ in charity with the whole 
human race ” when she laid the book down. I 
want the philosopher himself to read 
it, because the pre-philosophic period 
24t]ireij. I8S9. childhood and poetry of his life 

— lay among the furrowed fields and pious peas- 
antry. If he cottZd be urged to read a novel! I 
should like, if possible, to give him the same sort 
of pleasure he has given me in the early chapters 
of “Sartor,” where he describes little Diogenes 
eating his porridge on the wall in sight of the sun- 
set, and gaining deep wisdom from the contem- 
plation of the pigs and other “ higher animals ” 
of Entepfuhl. 

Your critic was not unjustly severe on the 
“ Mirage Philosophy,” — and I confess the “ Life 
of Frederic” was a painful book to me in many 
respects ; and yet I shrink, perhaps superstitiously, 
from any written or spoken word which is as strong 
as my inward criticism. 

I needed your letter very much, — for when one 
lives apart from the world, with no opportunity of 
observing the effect of books except through the 
newspapers, one is in danger of sinking into the 
foolish belief that the day is past for the recogni- 
tion of genuine truthful writing, in spite of recent 
experience that the newspapers are no critei'ion at 
all. One such opinion as Mr. Caird’s outweighs 
a great deal of damnatory praise from ignorant 
journalists. 

It is a wretched weakness of my nature to be so 
strongly affected by these things; and yet how is 
it possible to put one’s best heart and soul into a 
book and be hardened to the result, — be indiffei’- 
ent to the proof whether or not one has reaUy a 
vocation to speak to one’s fellow-men in that way? 
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Of course one’s vanity is at work; but the main 
anxiety is something entirely distinct from vanity. 

You see I mean you to understand that my feel- 
ings are very respectable, and such as it will be 
virtuous in you to gratify with the same zeal as 
you have always shown. The packet of newspaper 
notices is not come yet. I will take care to return 
it when it come. 

The best news from London hitherto is that Mr. 
Dallas is an enthusiastic admirer of Adam. I 
ought to except Mr. Langford’s reported opinion, 
which is that of a person who has a voice of his 
own, and is not a mere echo. 

Otherwise, Edinburgh has sent me much more 
encouraging breezes than any that have come from 
the sweet south. I wonder if all your other authors 
are as greedy and exacting as I am. If so, I hope 
they appreciate your attention as much. Will you 
oblige me by writing a line to Mrs. Carlyle for me? 
I don’t like to leave her second letter (she wrote a 
very kind one about the “ Clerical Scenes ”) with- 
out any sort of notice. Will you tell her that the 
sort of effect she declares herself to have felt from 
“ Adam Bede ” is just what I desne to produce, — 
gentle thoughts and happy remembrances ; and I 
thank her heartily for telling me, so warmly and 
generously, what she has felt. That is not a pretty 
message; revise it for me, pray, for I am weary 
and ailing, and thinking of a sister who is slowly 
dying. 

The folio of notices duly came, and are returned 
by to-day’s post. The friend at my elbow ran 
through them for me, and read aloud ^ ^ ^ . 

some specimens to me, some oi them mac^wcod, 

y ^ 1 m T t 1 25tll Pel). X859- 

ludicrous enough. ihe liidinburgh 
Courant ” has the ring of sincere enjoyment in its 
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tone; and the writer there makes himself so ami- 
able to me, that I am soi-ry he has fallen into the 
mistake of supposiag that Mrs. Poysei-’s origi- 
nal sayings are remembered proverbs ! I have no 
stock of proverbs in my memory; and there is 
not one thing put into Mrs, Poyser’s mouth that 
is not fresh from my own mint. Please to cor- 
rect that mistake if any one makes it in your 
hearing. 

I have not ventured to look into the folio myself ; 
but I learn that there are certain threatening mai’ks, 
in ink, by the side of such stock sentences as “ best 
novel of the season,” or “best novel we have read 
for a long time,” from such authorities as the 
“Sun,” or “Morning Star,” or other orb of the 
newspaper firmament, — as if these sentences were 
to be selected for reprint in the form of advertise- 
ment, I shudder at the suggestion. Am I taking 
a liberty in entreating you to keep a sharp watch 
over the advertisements, that no hackneyed puffing 
phrase of this kind may be tacked to my book? 
One sees them garnishing every other advertise- 
ment of trash: surely no being “ above the rank of 
an idiot ” can have his inclination coerced by them; 
and it would gall me, as much as any trifle could, 
to see my book recommended by an authority who 
does n’t know how to write decent English. I be- 
lieve that your taste and judgment will concur 
vdth roine in the conviction that no quotations of 
this vulgar kind can do credit to a book; and that 
unless something looking like the real opinion of a 
tolei’ably educated writer, in a respectable journal, 
can be given, it would be better to abstain from 
“ opioions of the press ” altogether. I shall be 
grateful to you if you will save me from the results 
of any agency but your 'own, or at least of any 
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agency that is not under your rigid criticism in 
this matter. 

Pardon me if I am overstepping the author’s 
limits in this expression of my feelings. I confide 
in your ready compi'ehension of the irritable class 
you have to deal with. 

Feh. 26^ — Laudatory reviews of “ Adam Bede ” 
in the “ Athenaeum,” “ Saturday,” and 
“ Literary Gazette.” The “ Saturday ” 
criticism is characteristic: Dinah is not mentioned! 

The other day I received the following letter, 
which I copy, because I have sent the original 
away : — 

“To the Author of ‘Adam Bede.’ 

“Chestek Road, Sxindeeland. 

Deae Sir, — I got the other day a hasty read of 
your ^ Scenes of Clerical Life^’ and since that 
a glance at your ^ Adam Bedef^ and was de~ te tterfr om ^ 
lighted more than I can express; but being Eiiot. 
a poor man, and having enough to do to mahe 
^ ends meet I I am unable to get a read of your inimitable 
boohs. 

Forgive, dear sir^ my boldness in ashing you to give 
us cheap editiom You would confer on us a great boon. 
I can get plenty of trash for a few pence, but I am sick 
of it, I felt so different when I shut your boohs, even 
though it was hut a hind of diop, skip, and jump'' read. 

/ feel so strongly in this matter that I am determined 
to risk being thought rude and officious, and write to 
you. 

'"Many of my working brethren feel as I do, and I 
express their wish as well as my own. Again ashing your 
forgiveness for intruding myself upon you, — I remain, 
with profoundest respect, yours, ^c., E. Hall.’’ 

I have written to Chrissey, and shall hear from her 
again. I think her writing was the result of long, 

VOL. XIX — 5 
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quiet thought, — the slow return of a naturally 
just and affectionate mind to the position from 
T , which it had been thrust by external 

iixfluence. She says: “My object in 
writing to you is to tell you how very 
soi'ry I have been that I ceased to write, and neg- 
lected one who, under all circumstances, was ki nd 
to me and mine. Pray believe me when I say it 
will be the greatest comfort I can receive to know 
that you SiTe well and happy. Will you write once 
more? ” &c. I wrote immediately, and I desire to 
avoid any word of reference to anything with which 
she associates the idea of alienation. The past is 
abolished from my mind. I only want her to feel 
that I love her and care for her. The servant 
trouble seems less mountainous to me than it did 
the other day. I was suffering physically from 
unusual worrit and muscular exertion in arrang- 
ing the house, and so was in a ridiculously despond- 
ing state. I have written no end of letters in an- 
swer to servants’ advertisements, and we have put 
our own advertisement in the “ Times,” — all which 
amount of force, if We were not philosophers and 
therefore believers in the conservation of force, we 
should declare to be lost. It is so pleasant to know 
these high doctrines, — - they help one so much. 
Mr. and Mrs. Richard Congreve have called on 
us. We shall return the call as soon as we can. 

March 8. — Letter from Blackwood this moim- 
ing saying that “ ‘ Bedesman ’ has turned the 
corner and is coming in a winner.” 
Mudie has sent for 200 additional copies 
(making 700), and Mr. Langford says the West 
End libraries keep sending for more. 

March 14. — My dear sister wrote to me about 
tliree weeks ago, saying she regretted that she had 
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ever ceased writing to me, and that she has been 
in a consumption for the last eighteen months. 
To-day I have a letter fi'om my niece Emily, tell- 
ing me her mother had been taken worse, and can- 
not live many days. 

March 14. — Major Blackwood writes to say 
“ Mudie has just made up his number of ‘ Adam 
Bede ’ to 1000. Simpkins have sold their sub- 
scribed number, and have had 12 to-day. Every 
one is talking of the book.” 

March 15. — Chrissey died this morning at a 
quarter to 5. 

March 16. — Blackwood writes to say I am “ a 
popular author, as well as a great author.” They 
printed 2090 of “ Adam Bede,” and have disposed 
of more than 1800, so that they are thinking about 
a second edition. A very feeling letter from 
Froude this morning. I happened this morning 
to be reading the 30th Ode, B. III. of Horace, — 
“Non omnis moriar.” 

The news you have sent me is worth paying a 
great deal of pain for, past and future. It comes 
rather strangely to me, who live in such tetter to joim 
unconsciousness of what is going on in irthS*’, 
the world, I am like a deaf person, to 
whom some one has just shouted that the company 
round him have been paying him compliments for 
the last half hour. Let the best come, you will still 
be the person outside my own home who first glad- 
dened me about “ Adam Bede; ” and my success 
will always please me the better because you will 
share the pleasure. 

Don’t think I mean to worry you with many 
such requests, — but will you copy for me the en- 
closed short note to Froude? I know you will, so 
I say “ Thank you.” 
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Deae SiE, — My excellent friend and publisher, 


letter to J. ' A. 
Fronde Irom 
George Fliot. 


Mr. Blackwood, lends me his pen to 
thank you for your letter, and for his 
sake I shall be brief. 


Your letter has done me real good, — the same 
sort of good as one has sometimes felt from a silent 
pressure of the hand and a grave look in the midst 
of smiling congratulations. 

I have nothing else I care to tell you that you will 
not have found out through mj?^ books, except this 
one thing : that, so far as I am aware, you are only 
the second person who has shared my own satisfac- 
tion in Janet. I think she is the least popular of my 
characters. You will judge from that, that it was 
worth your while to tell me what you felt about her. 

I wish I could help you with words of equal 
value; but, after all, am I not helping you by say- 
ing that it was well and generously done of you to 
write to me? — Ever faithfully yours, 

Geoege Eliot. 


It was worth your while to write me those feel- 
ing words, for they are the sort of things that I 

Letter to Miss my memory and feel the influ- 

saraHemeu, ence of a long, long while. Chrissey’s 
I8S9. ’ death has taken from me the possibility 

of many things towards which I looked with some 
hope and yearning in the future. I had a very 
special feeling towards her, — stronger than any 
third person would think likely. 

March 24. — Mr. Herbert Spencer brought us 
word that “ Adam Bede ’’ had been quoted by Mr. 
, , Charles Buxton in the House of Com- 

Jonmal, 1859. „ . , „ , . 

mons: As the farmers wife says in 
‘ Adam Bede,’ ‘ It wants to be hatched over again 
and hatched different.”’ 
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March 26. — George went into town to-day and 
brought me home a budget of good news that 
compensated for the pain I had felt in the coldness 
of an old friend. Mr. Langford says that Mudie 
“ thinks he must have another hundred or two of 
‘Adam,’ — has read the book himself, and is de- 
lighted with it.” Charles Reade says it is “the 
finest thing since Shakspeare,” — placed his 
finger on Lisbeth’s account of her coming home 
with her husband from their marriage, — praises 
enthusiastically the style, — the way in which the 
author handles the Saxon language. Shirley 
Brooks also delighted. John Murray says there 
has never been such a book, Mr. Langford says 
there must be a second edition, in 3 vols., and they 
will print 500 : whether Mudie takes more or not, 
.they will have sold all by the end of a month, 
Lucas delighted with the book, and will review it 
in the “ Times ” the first opportunity. 

I should like you to convey my gratitude to your 
reviewer. I see well he is a man whose experience 
and study enable him to relish parts of better to joim 
my book, which I should despair of see- 
ing recognised by critics in London back 
drawing-rooms. He has gratified me keenly by 
laying his finger on passages which I wrote either 
with strong feeling or from intimate knowledge, 
but which I had prepared myself to find entirely 
passed over by reviewers. Surely I am not wrong 
in supposing him to be a clergyman? There was 
one exemplary lady Mr. Langford spoke of, who, 
after rea^ng “Adam,” came the next day and 
bought a copy both of that and the “ Clerical 
Scenes.” I wish there may be three hundred 
matrons as good as she! It is a disappointment 
to me to find that “ Adam” has given no impulse 
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to the “ Scenes,” for I had sordid desires for money 
from a second edition, and had dreamed of its com- 
ing speedily. 

About my new story, which will be a novel as 
long as “ Adam Bede,” and a sort of companion 
picture of provincial life, we must talk when I have 
the pleasure of seeing you. It will be a work which 
will require time and labour. 

Do write me good news as often as you can. I 
owe thanks to Major Blackwood for a very charm- 
ing letter. 

The other day I received a letter from an old 

Letter to John Warwickshire, containing 

maciwooi some striking information about the 
'“"^""author of “idam Bede.” I extract 
the passage for your amusement: — 

“ I want to ask you if you have read ‘ Adam ' 
Bede,’ or the ‘ Scenes of Clerical Life,’ and whether 
you know that the author is Mr. Liggins ? ... A 
deputation of Dissenting parsons went over to ask 
Mm to write for the ‘ Eclectic,’ and they found him 
w^ashing his slop-basin at a pump. He has no ser- 
vant, and does everything for himself ; but one of 
the said parsons said that he inspired them with a 
revei’ence that would have made any impertinent 
question impossible. The son of a baker, of no 
mark at all in his town, so that it is possible you 
may not have heard of him. You know he calls 
himself ‘ George Eliot.’ It sounds strange to 
hear the ‘Westminster’ doubting whether he is 
a woman, when here he is so well known. But I 
am glad it has mentioned him. They say he gets 
no profit out of ‘ Adam Bede/ and gives it freely 
to Blackwood:, which is a shame. We have not 
read him yet, but the extracts are irresistible.” 

Conceive the real George Eliot’s feelings, con- 
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scious of being a base worldling, — not washing 
his own slop-basin, and not giving away his MS.! 
not even intending to do so, in spite of the rever- 
ence such a course might inspire. I hope 3mu and 
Major Blackwood will enjoy the myth. 

Mr. Langford sent me a letter the other day 
from Miss Winkworth, a grave lady, who says she 
never reads novels, — except a few of the most 
famous, but that she has read “ Adam ” three times 
running. One likes to know such things : they 
show that the book tells on people’s hearts, and 
may be a real instrument of culture. I sing my 
Magnificat in a quiet way, and have a great deal 
of deep, silent joy; but few authors, I suppose, 
who have had a real success, have known less of the 
flush and the sensations of triumph that are talked 
of as the accompaniments of success. I think I 
should soon begin to believe that Liggins wrote 
my books, — it is so difficult to believe what the 
world does not believe, so easy to believe what the 
world keeps repeating. 

The very day you wrote we were driving in an 
open carriage from Hyde to the Sandrock Hotel, 
taking in a month’s delight in the space tetter to miss 
of five hours. Such skies, — such songs im 
of larks, — such beds of primroses ! I 
am quite well now, — set up by iron and quinine, 
and polished off by the sea-breezes. I have lost 
my young dislike to the spring, and am as glad of 
it as the birds and plants are. Mr. Lewes has read 
“ Adam Bede,” and is as dithyrambic about it as 
others appear to be, so I must refresh my soul with 
it now as well as with the spring-tide. Mr. Lig- 
gins I remember as a vision of my childhood, — a 
tall, black-coated, genteel young clergyman-in- 
embryo. 
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Mr. Lewes is “making himself into four” in 
tetter to Miss Writing answers to advertisements and 
fla other exertions which he generously 

takes on himself to save me. A model 

husband! 

We both like your literal title, “ Thoughts in Aid 
of Faith,” very much, and hope to see a little book 
under that title before the year is out, — a book 
as thorough and effective in its way as “ Chris- 
tianity and Infidelity.” 

Rewriting is an excellent process, frequently 
both for the book and its author; and to prevent 
you from grudging the toil, I will tell you that so 
old a writer as Mr. Lewes now rewrites everything 
of importance, though in all the earlier years of his 
authorship he would never take that trouble. 

We are so happy in the neighbourhood of Mr. 
and Mrs. Richard Congreve. She is a sweet, in- 
telligent, gentle woman. I already love her ; and 
his fine beaming face does me good, like a glimpse 
of an Olympian. 

April 17. — I have left off recording the history 
of “ Adam Bede,” and the pleasant letters and 
T , words that came to me, — the success 
has been so triumphantly beyond, any- 
thing I had dreamed of, that it would be tiresome 
to put down particulars. Four hundred of the 
second edition (of 750) sold in the first week, and 
twenty besides ordered when there was not a copy 
left in the London house. This morning Hachette 
has sent to ask my terms for the liberty of trans- 
lation into French. There was a review in the 
“ Times ” last week, which will naturally give a new 
stimulus to the sale ; and yesterday I sent a letter 
to the “ Times ” denying that Mr. Liggins is the 
author, as the world and Mr. Anders had settled it. 
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But I must trust to the letters I have received and 
preserved for giving me the history of the book 
if I should live long enough to forget details. 

Shall I ever write another hook as true as 
“ Adam Bede ”? The weight of the future presses 
on me, and makes itself felt even more than the 
deep satisfaction of the past and present. 

This myth about Liggins is getting serious, and 
must be put a stop to. We are bound not to allow 
sums of money to be raised on a false tetter to joim 
supposition of this kind. Don’t you 
think it would be well for you to write 
a letter to the “ Times,” to the effect that, as you 
find in some stupid quarters my letter has not 
been received as a bond fide denial, you declare 
Mr. Liggins not to be the author of “ Cleri- 
cal Scenes ” and “ Adam Bede ; ” further, that 
any future applications to you concerning George 
Eliot will not be answered, since that writer is not 
in need of public benevolence. Such a letter might 
save us from future annoyance and trouble, for I 
am rather doubtful about Mr. Liggins’s character. 
The last report I heard of him was that he spent 
his time in smoking and drinking. I don’t know 
whether that is one of the data for the Warwick- 
shire logicians who have decided him to be the 
author of my books. 

April 29. — To-day Blackwood sent me a letter 
from Bulwer, which I copy because I jgg,, 
have to send back the original, and 
I like to keep in mind the generous praise of one 
author for another. 

‘‘Malvebn, April 24, 1859. 

My deae Sie, — I ought long since to have thanked 
you for 'Adam BedeJ" But I never had a moment to look 
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at it, till arriving here, and ordered hy the doctors to 
ah stain from all work 

I owe the author much gratitude for some very pleas- 
ing hours » The book indeed is worthy of 

letter from great admiration. There are touches of 
E. B/Lyttonto 7 ■ . y, , ^ ■ 

joimBiactwood. beauty in the conception of human character 

that are ea^quisite, and much wit and much 

poetry embedded in the ‘ dialect,^ which nevertheless the 

author over-uses. 

The style is remarkably good whenever it is English 
and not provincial, — racy, original, and nervous. 

congratulate you on having found an author of 
such promise, and published one of the very ablest works 
of fiction I have read for years. — Yours truly, 

B. L.' 

“ J am better than I was, but thoroughly done up.'" 

April 29. — Finished a story, — “ The Lifted 
T Veil,” — which I began one morning at 

joariiai, 1839. *1 1 1 1 

Richmond as a resource when my head 
was too stupid for more important work. 

Resumed my new novel, of which I am going to 
rewrite the two first chapters. I shall call it pro- 
\asionally “ The Tullivers,” for the sake of a title 
quelconque, or perhaps “ St. Ogg’s on the Floss.” 

Thank you for sending me Sir Edward Lytton’s 
letter, which has given me real pleasure. The 
tetter John praise is doubly valuable to me for 
t;he sake of the generous feeling that 
prompted it. I think you judged rightly 
about writing to the “ Times.” I would abstain 
from the remotest appearance of a “ dodge.” I 
am anxious to know of any positive rumours that 
may get abroad; for while I would vidllingly, if 
it were possible, — which it clearly is not, — retain 
my incognito as long as I live, I can suffer no one 
to bear my arms on his shield. 

There is one alteration, or rather an addition, — 
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merely of a sentence, — that I wish to make in the 
12s. edition of “ Adam Bede.” It is a sentence in 
the chapter whei-e Adam is making the coffin at 
night, and hears the willow wand. Some readers 
seem not to have understood what I meant,— 
namely, that it was in Adam’s peasant blood and 
nurture to believe in this, and that he narrated it 
with awed belief to his dying day. That is not a 
fancy of my own brain, but a matter of observation, 
and is, in my mind, an important feature in Adam’s 
character. There is nothing else I wish to touch. 
I will send you the sentence some day soon, with 
the page where it is to be inserted. 

May 3. — I had a letter from Mrs. Richard 
Congreve, telling me of her safe arrival, with her 
husband and sister,^ at Dieppe. This 
new friend, whom I have gained by com- 
ing to Wandsworth, is the chief charm of the place 
to me. Her friendship has the same date as the 
success of “ Adam Bede,” — two good things in 
my lot that ought to have made me less sad than 
I have been in this house. 

Your letter came yesterday at tea-time, and 
made the evening happier than usual. We had 
thought of you not a little as we listened 
to the howling winds, especially as the 
terrible wTecks off the Irish coast had 
filled our imaginations disagreeably. Now J. can 
make a charming picture of you all on the beach, 
except that I am obliged to fancy your face look- 
ing still too languid after all your exertion and 
sleeplessness. I remember the said face with pe- 
culiar vividness, which is very pleasant to me. 
“Rough” has been the daily companion of our 
walks, and wins on our affections, as other fellow- 

^ Miss Emily Bury, now Mrs. Geddes. 
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mortals do, by a mixture of weaknesses and vir- 
tues, — the weaknesses consisting chiefly in a tend- 
ency to become invisible every ten minutes and in 
a forgetfulness of reproof, which, I fear, is the 
usual accompaniment of meekness under it. All 
this is good discipline for us selfish solitaries, who 
have been used to stroll along, thinking of nothing 
but ourselves. 

We walked through your garden to-day, and I 
gathered a bit of your sweetbriar, of which I am 
at this moment enjoying the scent as it stands on 
my desk. I am enjoying, too, another sort of 
sweetness, which I also owe to you, — of that 
subtle, haunting kind which is most like the scent 
of my favourite plants, — the belief that you do 
really care for me across the seas there, and will 
associate me continually with your home. Faith 
is not easy to me, nevertheless I believe everything 
you say and write. 

Write to me as often as you can, — that is, as 
often as you feel any prompting to do so. You 
were a dear presence to me, and will be a precious 
thought to me all through your absence. . 

May 4. — To-day came a letter from Barbara 
Bodichon, full of joy in my success, in the cer- 

jonrnai ISS 9 dainty that “ Adam Bede ” was mine, 
' ' though she had not read more than ex- 

tracts in reviews. This is the first delight in the 
book as mine, over and above the fact that the 
book is good. 

God bless you, dearest Barbara, for your love 
and S 3 nnpathy. You are the first friend who has 
Letter to given any symptom of knowing me, — 
the first heart that has recognised me in 
a book which has come from my heart of 
hearts. But keep the secret solemnly till I give 
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you leave to tell it, and give way to no impulses of 
triumphant affection. You have sense enough to 
know how important the incognito has been, and 
we are anxious to keep it up a few months longer. 
Curiously enough my old Coventry friends, who 
have certainly read the “ Westminster ” and the 
“ Times,” and have probably by this time read the 
book itself, have given no sign of I’ecognition. But 
a certain Mr. Liggins, whom rumour has fixed on 
as the author of my books, and whom have 
believed in, has probably screened me from their 
vision. I am a very blessed woman, am I not, to 
have all this reason for being glad that I have 
lived? I have had no time of exultation, — on the 
contrary, these last months have been sadder than 
usual to me; and I have thought more of the future 
and the much work that remains to be done in life 
than of anything that has been achieved. But I 
think your letter to-day gave me more joy — more 
heart-glow — than all the letters or reviews or other 
testimonies of success that have come to me since 
the evenings when I read aloud my manuscript to 
my dear, dear husband, and he laughed and cried 
alternately, and then rushed to me to kiss me. He 
is the prime blessing that has made all the rest pos- 
sible to me, giving me a response to everything I 
have written, — a response that I could confide in, 
as a proof that I had not mistaken my work. 

Y^'ou must not think me too soft-hearted, when I 
tell you that it would make me uneasy to leave Mr. 
Anders without an assurance that his 
apology IS accepted. Who with re- ^cfcw^d,6tJi 
pentance is not satisfied,” &c. ; that doc- 
trine is bad for the sinning, but good for those 
sinned against. Will you oblige me by allovring 
a clerk to write something to this effect in the name 
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of the firm? — “We are requested by George 
Eliot to state, in reply to your letter of the 16th, 
that he accepts your assurance that the publication 
of your letter to the reviewer of ‘ Adam Bede ’ in 
the ‘ Times ’ was unintentional on your part.” 

Yes, I am assured now that “ Adam Bede ” was 
worth writing, — worth living through long years 
to write. But now it seems impossible to me that 
I shall ever write anything so good and true again. 
I have arrived at faith in the past, but not at faith 
in the future. 

A friend in Algiers ^ has found me out — “ will 
go the stake on the assertion that I wrote ‘Adam 
Bede — simply on the evidence of a few ex- 
tracts. So far as I know, this is the first case of 
detection on purely internal evidence. But the 
secret is safe in that quarter. 

I hope I shall have the pleasure of seeing you 
again during some visit that you will pay to town 
before very long. It would do me good to have 
you shake me by the hand as the ascertained 
George Eliot, 

May 9. — We had a delicious drive to Dulwich 
and back by Sydenham. We staid an hour in the 
gallery at Dulwich, and I satisfied my- 
jonrnai, 18 9 . the St. Sebastian is no excep- 

tion to the usual “petty prettiness” of Guido’s 
conceptions. The Cuyp glowing in the evening 
sun, the Spanish beggar boys of Mui'illo, and 
Gainsborough’s portrait of Mrs. Sheridan and her 
sister, ai’e the gems of the gallery. But better than 
the pictures was the fresh greenth of the spring, — 
the chestnuts just on the verge of their flowering 
beauty, the bright leaves of the limes, the rich 
yellow-brown of the oaks, the meadows full of 

^ Madame Bodichon. 
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buttercups. We saw for the first time Clapham 
Common, Streatham Common, and Tooting Com- 
mon, — the two last hke parks rather than 
commons. 

May 19. — A letter from Blackwood, in which 
he proposes to give me another <£400 at the end of 
the year, making in all £1200, as an acknowledg- 
ment of “ Adam Bede’s ” success. 

Mrs. Congreve is a sweet woman, and I feel 
that I have acquired a friend in her, — , ^ 
after recently declaring that we would saraHenneu, 
never have any friends again, only 
acquaintances. 

Thank you: first, for acting with that fine in- 
tegrity which makes part of my faith in you; 
secondly, for the material sign of that , ^ , , , 
integrity. 1 don t know which of those siac^ood, 
two things I care for most, — that people ’’ 

should act nobly towards me, or that I should get 
honest money. I certainly care a great deal for 
the money, as I suppose all anxious minds do that 
love independence and have been brought up to 
think debt and begging the two deepest dishonours 
short of crime. 

I look forward with quite eager expectation to 
seeing you, — we have so much to saj?-. Pray give 
us the first day at your command. The excursion, 
as you may imagine, is not ardently longed for in 
this weather, but when “merry May ” is quite gone, 
we may surely hope for some sunshine; and then 
I have a pet project of rambling along by the 
banks of a river, not without artistic as well as 
hygienic purposes. 

Pray bring me all the Liggins Correspondence. 
I have an amusing letter or two to show you, — 
one from a gentleman who has sent me his works; 
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happily the only instance of the kind. For, as 
Charles Lamb complains, it is always the people 
whose books sell who are anxious to send 

them to one, with their “foolish autographs” 
inside. 

We don’t think of going to the festival, not for 
want of power to enjoy Handel, — there are few 
r things that I care for more in the way of 

saraHemeii, music than his choruses, periormed by 
a grand orchestra, — but because we are 
neither of us fit to encounter the physical exertion 
and inconveniences. It is a cruel thing the diffi- 
culty and dearness of getting any music in Eng- 
land, — concerted music, which is the only music 
I care for much now. At Dresden we could have 
thoroughly enjoyable instrumental music every 
evening for twopence; and I owed so many 
thoughts and inspirations of feeling to that 
stimulus. 

May 27. — Blackwood came to dine with us on 
his arrival in London, and we had much talk. A 
day or two before he had sent me a 
”” ’ ‘ letter from Professor Aytoun, saying 

that he had neglected his work to read the first 
volume of “Adam Bede;” and he actually sent 
the other two volumes out of the house to save 
himself from temptation. Blackwood brought 
with him a correspondence he has had with various 
people about Liggins, beginning with Mr. Brace- 
bridge, who will have it that Liggins is the author 
of “ Adam Bede ” in spite of all denials. 

June 5. — Blackwood came, and we concocted 
two letters to send to the “ Times ” in order to put 
a stop to the Liggins affair. . 

The “ Liggins business ” does annoy me, be- 
cause it subjects you and Mr. John Blackwood 
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to the reception of insulting letters, and the trouble 
of writing contradictions. Otherwise the whole 
affan is really a subject for a Moliere 
comedy, — “ The Wise Men of War- 
wickshire,” who might supersede “The 
Wise Men of Gotham.” 

The letter you sent me was a very pleasant one 
from Mrs. Gaskell, saying that since she came up 
to town she has had the compliment paid her of 
being suspected to have written “Adam Bede.” 
“ I have hitherto denied it; but really, I think that, 
as you want to keep your real name a secret, it 
would be very pleasant for me to blush acquies- 
cence. Will you give me leave? ” 

I hope the inaccuracy with which she writes my 
name is not characteristic of a genius for fiction, 
though I once heard a German account for the bad 
spelling in Goethe’s early letters by saying that it 
was “ genial,” — their word for whatever is char- 
acteristic of genius. 

I was glad you wrote to me from Avignon of 
all the places you have visited, because Avignon 
is one of my most vivid remembrances 
from out the dimness of ten years ago. congreve, ' 
Lucerne would be a strange region to 
me but for Calame’s pictures. Through them I 
have a vision of it, but of course when I see it ’t will 
be another Luzern. Mr. Lewes obstinately nurses 
the project of carrying me thither with him, and 
depositing me within reach of you while he goes to 
Hofwyl. But at present I say “ No.” We have 
been waiting and waiting for the skies to let us 
take a few days’ ramble by the river, but now I 
fear we must give it up till all the freshness of 
young summer is gone. July and August ai*e the 
two months I care least about for leafy scenery. 

YOU XIX — 6 
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However, we are kept at home this month partly 
by pleasures: the Handel Festival, for which we 
have indulged ourselves with tickets, and the sight 
of old friends, — Mrs. Bodichon anaong the rest, 
and for her we hope to use your kind loan of a 
bedroom. We are both of us in much better con- 
dition than when you said good-bye to us, and I 
have many other sources of gladness just now, — 
so I mean to make myself disagreeable no longer 
by caring about petty troubles. If one could but 
order cheerfulness from the druggist’s! or even a 
few doses of coldness and distrust, to prevent one 
from foolish confidence in one’s fellow-mortals! 

I want to get rid of this house, — cut cables and 
drift about. I dislike Wandsworth, and should 
think with unmitigated regret of our coming here 
if it were, not for you. But you are worth paying 
a price for. 

There! I have written about nothing but our- 
selves this time! You do the same, and then I 
think I wiU promise . . . not to write again, but 
to ask you to go on writing to me without an 
answer. 

How cool and idle you are this morning! I am 
warm and busy, but always at all temperatures — 
Yours affectionately. 

June 20. — We went to the Crystal Palace to 
hear the “ Messiah,” and dined afterwards with 
the Brays and Sara HenneU. I told 

joumai, 1859. „ 

and “ Clerical Scenes,” and they seemed over- 
whelmed with surprise. This experience has en- 
lightened me a good deal as to the ignorance in 
which we aU live of each other. . 

There is always an after sadness belonging to 
brief and interrupted intercourse between friends, 
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— the sadness of feeling that the blundering efforts 
we have made towards mutual understanding have 
only made a new veil between us, — tewertoMiss 
still more, the sadness of feeling that 
some pain may have been given which 
separation makes a permanent memory. We are 
quite unable to represent ourselves truly. Why 
should we complain that our friends see a false 
image? I say this, because I am feeling painfully 
this morning, that instead of helping you when 
you brought before me a matter so deeply inter- 
esting to you, I have only blundered, and that 
I have blundered, as most of us do, from too much 
egoism and too little sympathy. If my mind had 
been more open to receive impressions, instead of 
being in over haste to give them, I should more 
readily have seen what your object was in giving 
me that portion of your MS., and we might have 
gone through the necessary part of it on Tuesday. 
It seems no use to write this now, and yet I can’t 
help wanting to assure you, that if I am too im- 
perfect to do and feel the right thing at the right 
moment, I am not without the slower sympathy 
that becomes aU the stronger from a sense of 
previous mistake. 

I am told peremptorily that I am to go to Smt- 
zerland next month, but now I have read your 
letter, I can’t help thinking more of , „ ^ „ 
your illness than oi the pleasure m pros- 
pect, — according to my foolish nature, 
which is always prone to live in past pain. 

We shall not arrive at Lucerne till the 12th, at 
the earliest, I imagine, so I hope we are secured 
from the danger of alighting precisely on the days 
of your absence. That would be cruel, for I shall 
only be left at Lucerne for three days. You must 
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positively ha’ife nothing more interesting to do than 
to talk to me and let me look at you. Tell your 
sister I shall be all ears and eyes and no tongue, 
so she wiU find me the most amiable of conversers. 

I think it must be that the sunshine makes your 
absence more conspicuous, for this place certainly 
becomes drearier to me as the summer advances. 
The dusty roads are all longer, and the shade is 
fai’ther off. No more now about anything — ex- 
cept that Mr. Lewes commands me to say he has 
just read the “ Roman Empire of the West ’’ with 
much interest, and is going now to flesh his teeth 
in the “Politique” (Auguste Comte’s). 

Dear Friends, — All three of you, — thanks 
for your packet of heartfelt kindness. That is the 
tetter to flie b^st of youT kindness, — there is no 
sham in it. It was inevitable to me 
June, I8S9. outburst when I saw you 

for a little while after the long silence, and felt 
that I must tell you then or he forestalled, and 
leave you to gather the* truth amidst an inextri- 
cable mixture of falsehood. But I feel that the 
influence of talking about my books, even to you 
and Mrs. Bodichon, has been so bad to me that I 
should like to be able to keep silence concerning 
them for evermore. If people were to buzz round 
me with their remarks, or compliments, I should 
lose the repose of mind and truthfulness of produc- 
tion, without which no good healthy books can be 
written. Talking about my books, I find, has 
much the same malign effect on me as talking of 
my feelings or my religion. 

I should think Sara’s version of my brother’s 
words concerning “Adam Bede” is the correct one, 
— “ that there are things in it ahotit my father ” 
(i. e., being interpreted, things my father told us 



1859 ] 


OF HER OWN BOOKS 


85 


about his early life), not “ portrait ” of my father. 
There is not a single portrait in the book, nor will 
there be in any future book of mine. There are 
portraits in the “ Clerical Scenes; ” but that was 
my first bit of art, and my hand was not well in. 
I did not know so well how to manipulate my 
materials. As soon as the Liggins falsehood is 
annihilated, of course there will be twenty new ones 
in its place ; and one of the first will be that I was 
not the sole author. The only safe thing for my 
mind’s health is to shut my ears and go on with 
my work. 

Thanks for your letters. They have given me 
one pleasure, — that of knowing that Mr. Liggins 
has not been greatly culpable, — though ^j^ertociias 
Mr. Bracebridge’s statement, that only BrayfsSi jm, 
“ some small sums ” have been collected, 
does not accord with what has been written to Mr. 
Blackwood from other counties. But “ Oh, I am 
sick! ” Take no more trouble about me, and let 
every one believe — as they will, in spite of your 
kind ^Sovis — what they like to believe. I can’t 
tell you how much melancholy it causes me that 
people are, for the most part, so incapable of com- 
prehending the state of mind which cares for that 
v/hich is essentially human in all forms of belief, 
and desires to exhibit it under all forms with lov- 
ing truthfulness. Free-thinkers are scarcely wider 
than the orthodox in this matter, — they all want 
to see themselves and their own opinions held up 
as the true and the lovely. On the same ground 
that an idle woman, with flirtations and flounces, 
likes to read a French novel, because she can im- 
agine herself the heroine, grave people, with opin- 
ions, like the most admirable character in a novel 
to be their mouthpiece. If art does not enlarge 
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men’s sympathies, it does nothing morally. I have 
had heart-cutting experience that opinions are a 
poor cement between human souls; and the only 
effect I ardently long to produce by my writings 
is, that those who read them should be better able 
to imagine and to feel the pains and the joys of 
those who differ from themselves in everything 
but the broad fact of being struggling, erring, 
human creatures. 

We shall not start till Saturday, and shall not 
reach Lucerne till the evening of the 11th. There 

tetter to Mrs ^ project of our returning through 

Congreve, 6ti Holland, but the attractions of Lucerne 
are sure to keep us there as long as pos- 
sible. We have given up Zurich in spite of Moles- 
chott and science. The other day I said to Mr. 
Lewes, “ Every now and then it comes across me, 
like the recollection of some precious little store 
laid by, that there is Mrs. Congreve in the world.” 
That is how people talk of you in your absence. 

July 9. — We started for Switzerland. Spent 
a delightful day in Paris. To the Louvre first, 
where we looked chiefly at the “ Mar- 
jonniai. 1859 . p^^ge at Cana,” by Paul Veronese. This 

picture, the greatest I have seen of his, converted 
me to high admiration of him. 

July 12. — Arrived at Lucerne in the evening. 
Glad to make a home at the charming Schweizerhof 
on the banks of the Lake. G. went to call on the 
Congreves, and in the afternoon Mrs. Congreve 
came to chat with us. In the evening w'e had a 
boat on the Lake. 

July 13. — G. set off for Hofwyl at five o’clock, 
and the three next days were passed by me in quiet 
chat with the Congreves and quiet resting on my * 
own sofa. 
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July 19. — Spent the morning in Bale, chiefly 
under the chestnut-trees, near the Cathedral, I 
reading aloud Flqurens’s sketch of Cuvier’s la- 
bours. In the afternoon to Paris. 

July 21. - — Holly Lodge, Wandsworth. Found 
a charming letter from Dickens, and pleasant let- 
ters from Blackwood: nothing to annoy us. Be- 
fore we set off we had heard the excellent news that 
the fourth edition of “Adam Bede” (5000) had 
all been sold in a fortnight. The fifth edition 
appeared last week. 

We reached here last evening, and though I was 
a good deal over-done in getting to Lucerne, I have 
borne the equally rapid journey back 
without headache, — a proof that I am Brayfasajiay, 
strengthened. I had three quiet days 
of talk with the Congreves at Lucerne, while Mr. 
Lewes went to Hofwyl. Mrs. Congreve is one of 
those women of whom there are few, — rich in in- 
telligence, without pretension, and quivering with 
sensibility, yet calm and quiet in her manners. 

I thank you for your offer about the money for 
“ Adam,” but I have intentions of stern thrift, 
and mean to want as little as possible. ^ 

When “ Maggie ” is done, and I have a ” 

month or two of leisure, I should like ‘ 

to transfer our present house, into which we were 
driven by haste and economy, to some one who 
likes houses full of eyes all round him. I long for 
a house with some shade and grass close round it, 
— I don’t care how rough, — and the sight of 
Swiss houses has heightened my longing. But at 
present I say Avaunt to all desires. 

While I think of it, let me beg of you to mention 
to the superintendent of your printing-office, that 
in case of another reprint of “ Adam,” I beg the 
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word “sperrit” (for “spirit”) may be particu- 
larly attended to. Adam never said “ speerit,” as 
he is made to do in the cheaper, edition, at least in 
one place, — his speech at the birthday dinner. 
This is a small matter; but it is a point I care 
about. 

Words fail me about the not impossible Pug, for 
some compunction at having mentioned my un- 
reasonable wish will mingle itself paradoxically 
with the hope that it may be fulfilled. 

I hope we shall have other interviews to remem- 
ber this time next year, and that you will find me 
without aggravated symptoms of the “ author’s 
malady,” — a determination to talk of my own 
books, which I was alarmingly conscious of when 
you and the Major were here. After all, I fear 
authors must submit to be something of monsters, 
— not quite simple, healthy human beings ; but 
I will keep my monstrosity within bounds if 
possible. 

The things you tell me are just such as I need 
to know, — I mean about the help my book is to 
. the people who read it. The weight of 

my future hie — the sell -questioning 
whether my nature will be able to meet 
the heavy demands upon it, both of personal duty 
and intellectual production — presses upon me al- 
most continually in a way that prevents me even 
from tasting the quiet joy I might have in the work 
done. Buoyancy and exultation, I fancy, are out 
of the question when one has lived so long as I have. 
But I am the better for every word of encourage- 
ment, and am helped over many days by such a note 
as yours. I often think of my dreams when I was 
four or five and twenty. I thought then how happy 
fame would make me. I feel no regret that the 
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fame, as such, brings no pleasure; but it is a grief 
to me that I do not constantly feel strong in thank- 
fulness that my past life has vindicated its uses, 
and given me reason for gladness that such an un- 
promising woman child was born into the world. 
I ought not to care about small annoyances, and it 
is chiefly egoism that makes them annoyances. I 
had quite an enthusiastic letter from Herbert 
Spencer the other day about “ Adam Bede.” He 
says he feels the better for reading it, — really 
words to be treasured up. I can’t bear the idea of 
appearing further in the papers. And there is 
no one now except people who would not be con- 
vinced, though one rose from the dead, to whom 
any statement apropos of Liggins would be other- 
wise than superfluous. I daresay some “ investi- 
gator ” of the Bracebridge order will arise after 
I am dead and I'evive the story, — and perhaps 
posterity will believe in Liggins. Why not? A 
man a little while ago wrote a pamphlet to prove 
that the Waverley novels were chiefly written, not 
by Walter Scott, but by Thomas Scott and his wife 
Elizabeth. The main evidence being that several 
people thought Thomas cleverer than Walter, and 
that in the list of the Canadian regiment of Scots 
to which Thomas belonged, many of the names of 
the Waverley novels occurred, — among the rest 
Monk, — and in “ Woodstock ” there is a General 
Monk! The writer expected to get a great repu- 
tation by his pamphlet, and I think it might have 
suggested to Mr. B. his style of critical and his- 
torical inference. I must tell you, in confidence, 
that Dickens has written to me the noblest, most 
touching words about “ Adam,” — not hyperbol- 
ical compliments, but expressions of deep feeling. 
He says the reading made an epoch in his life. 
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Pug is come! — come to fill up the void left by 
false and narrow-hearted friends. I see already 
tetter to joim that he is without envy, hatred, or mal- 
ice, — that he will betray no secrets, 
and feel neither pain at my success nor 
pleasure in my chagrin. I hope the photograph 
does justice to his physiognomy. It is expressive : 
full of gentleness and affection, and radiant with 
intelligence when there is a savoury morsel in ques- 
tion, — a hopeful indication of his mental capacity. 
I distrust all intellectual pretension that announces 
itself by obtuseness of palate! 

I wish you could see him in his best pose , — 
when I have arrested him in a violent career of 
carpet-scratching, and he looks at me with fore- 
legs very wide apart, trying to penetrate the deep 
mystery of this arbitrary, not to say capricious, 
prohibition. He is snoring by my side at this mo- 
ment, wdth a serene promise of remaining quiet for 
any length of time : he could n’t behave better if 
he had been expressly educated for me. I am too 
lazy a lover of dogs and all earthly things to like 
them when they give me much trouble, preferring 
to describe the pleasure other people have in taking 
trouble. 

Alas! the shadow that tracks all earthly good, 
— the possibility of loss. One may lose one’s facul- 
ties, which ■will not ahvays fetch a high price; how 
much more a Pug worth unmentionable sums, — 
a Pug wkich some generous-hearted personage in 
some other corner of Great Britain than Edinburgh 
may even now be sending emissaries after, being 
bent on paying the kindest, most delicate attention 
to a sensitive mortal not sufficiently reticent of 
•wishes.;::/ 

All I can say of that generous-hearted personage 
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No. 2 is, that I wish he may get — • somebody else’s 
Pug, not mine. And all I will say of the sensitive, 
insufficiently reticent mortal No. 2 is, that I hope he 
may be as pleased and as grateful as George Eliot. 

I look forward to playing duets with you as one 
of my future pleasures ; and if I am able to go on 
working, I hope we shall afford to have letter to 
a fine grand piano. I have none of Mo- t^esTsitii 
zart’s Symphonies, so that you can be 
guided in your choice of them entirely by your 
own taste. I know Beethoven’s Sonata in E flat 
well ; it is a very charming one, and I shall like to 
hear you play it. That is one of my luxuries, — 
to sit still and hear some one playing my favourite 
music; so that you may be sure you will find will- 
ing ears to listen to the fruits of your industrious 
practising. 

There are ladies in the world, not a few% who 
play the violin, and I wish I were one of them, 
for then we could play together sonatas for the 
piano and violin, which make a charming combi- 
nation. The violin gives that keen edge of tone 
which the piano wants. 

I like to know that you were gratified by getting 
a watch so much sooner than you expected ; and it 
was the greater satisfaction to me to send it you, 
because you had earned it by making good use of 
these precious years at Hofwyl. It is a great com- 
fort to your father and me to think of that, for we, 
with our old grave heads, can’t help talking very 
often of the need our boys will have for all sorts 
of good qualities and habits in making their way 
through this difficult life. It is a world, you per- 
ceive, in which cross-bows mil be launisch some- 
times, and frusti’ate the sldll of excellent marks- 
men, — how much more of lazy bunglers? 
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The first volume of the “ Physiology of Common 
Life ” is just published, and it is a great pleasure 
to see so much of your father’s hard work success- 
fully finished. He has been giving a great deal 
of labour to the numbers on the physiology of the 
nervous system, which are to appear in the course 
of two or three months, and he has enjoyed the 
labour in spite of the drawback of imperfect health, 
which obliges him very often to leave the desk with 
a hot and aching head. It is quite my worst 
trouble that he has so much of this discomfort to 
bear; and we must all try and make everything 
else as pleasant to him as we can, to make up 
for it. 

Tell Thornton he shall have the book he asks 
for, if possible, — I mean the book of moths and 
butterflies; and tell Bertie I expect to hear about 
the wonderful things he has done with his pocket- 
knife. Tell him he is equipped well enough to 
become king of a desert island with that pocket- 
knife of his ; and if, as I think I remember, it has 
a cork-screw attached, he would certainly have 
more implements than he would need in that ro- 
mantic position. 

We shall hope to hear a great deal of yom’ jour- 
ney, with all its haps and mishaps. The mishaps 
are just as pleasant as the haps when they are past, 
— that is one comfort for tormented travellers. 

You are an excellent correspondent, so I do not 
fear you will flag in writing to me ; and remember, 
you are always giving a pleasure when you write 
to me. 

Aug. 11. — - Received a letter from an American, 

jonniai las? asking me to write a 

“ ’ ‘ story for an American periodical. An- 

swered that I could not write one for less than 
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£1000, since, in order to do it, I must suspend my 
actual work. 

I do wish much to see more of human life, — 
how can one see enough in the short years one has 
to stay in the world? But I meant that tetter to 
at present my mind works with the most 
freedom and the keenest sense of poetry 
in my remotest past, and there are many strata 
to be worked through before I can begin to use, 
artistically , m\j material I may gather in the pres- 
ent. Curiously enough, apropos of your remark 
about “ Adam Bede,” there is much less “ out of 
my own life ” in that book, — i, e., the materials 
are much more a combination from imperfectly 
known and widely simdered elements than the 
“ Clerical Scenes.” I ’m so glad you have en- 
joyed these,— so thankful for the words you write 
me. 

Aug. 12.— Mr. J. C. Evans wrote again, de- 
claring his willingness to pay the £1000, ^5,, 

and asking for an interview to arrange 
preliminaries. 

Aug. 15. — Declined the American proposi- 
tion, which was to write a story of twelve parts 
(weekly parts) in the “ New York Century ” for 
£ 1200 .“ 

I have re-read your whole proof, and feel that 
every serious reader will be impressed with the 
indications of real truth-seeking and 
heart-experience in the tone. Begin- 
nings are always troublesome. Even 
Macaulay’s few pages of introduction to his In- 
troduction in the English History are the worst 
bit of writing in the book. It was no trouble to 
me to read your proof, so don’t talk as if it had 
been. :■ I' 


94 


THE NEW STORY [WANDSWORTHj 


Aug. Ilf.— 'Received a letter from Blackwood, 
, , , with cheque for £200 for second edition 

of “ Clerical Scenes.” 

I ’m glad my story cleaves to you. At present 
I have no hope that it will affect people as strongly 
, as “Adam” has done. The charac- 
Big^ood,^^^ ters are on a lower level generally, and 
' the environment less romantic. But my 
stories grow in me Mke plants, and this is only in 
the leaf -bud. I have faith that the flower will come. 
Not enough faith, though, to make me like the idea 
of beginning to print till the flower is fairly out, 
— till I know the end as well the beginning. 

Pug develops new charms every day. I think, 
in the prehistoric period of his existence, before he 
came to me, he had led a sort of Caspar Hauser 
life, shut up in a kennel in Bethnal Green; and he 
has had to get over much astonishment at the sight 
of cows and other rural objects on a large scale, 
which he marches up to and surveys with the 
gravity of an “ Own Correspondent,” whose busi- 
ness it is to observe. He has absolutely no bark; 
but, en revanche, he sneezes powerfully, and has 
speaking eyes, so the media of communication are 
abundant. He sneezes at the world in general, and 
he looks affectionately at me, 

I envy you the acquaintance of a genuine non- 
bookish man like Captain Speke. I wonder when 
men of that sort will take their place as heroes in 
our literature, instead of the inevitable “genius”? 

Aug. 20. — Letter from the troublesome Mr. 
Quirk of Attleboro, still wanting satisfaction about 
joxffinai, I 8 S 9 . Liggiii®- I not leave it unanswered, 
because he is a friend of Chrissey’s, but 
:G,^.wroteTor me; / V 

Our great difficulty is time. I am little better 
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than a sick nigger with the lash behind him at 
present. If we go to Penmaenmawr, we shall 
travel all through by night, in order not 
to lose more than one day; and we shall saraHenneu, 
pause at Lichfield on our way back. To 
pause at Coventry would be a real pleasure to me; 
but I think, even if we could do it on our way 
home, it would be better economy to wait until 
the sense of hurry is past, and make it a little re- 
w'ard for work done. The going to the coast seems 
to be a wise measure, quite apart from indulgence. 
We are both so feeble ; but otherwise I should have 
kept my resolution and remained quiet here for 
the next six months. 

Aug. 25. — In the evening of this day we set off 
on our journey to Penmaenmawr. We reached 
Conway at half -past three in the morn- . , 

ing ; and finding that it was hopeless ^ 

to get a bed anywhere, we walked about the town 
till the morning began to dawn, and we could see 
the outline of the fine old castle’s battlemented 
walls. In the morning we went to Llandudno, 
thinking that might suit us better than Penmaen- 
mawr. We found it ugly and fashionable. Then 
we went off to Penmaenmawr, w'hich jonmai, Aug. 
was beautiful to our heart’s content, — 
or rather discontent, — for it would not receive us, 
being already filled with visitors. Back again in 
despair to Conway, where we got temporary lodg- 
ings at one of the numerous Joneses. This pai'ticu- 
lar Jones happened to be honest and obliging, and 
we did well enough for a few days in our indoor life, 
but out of doors there were cold winds and rain. 
One day we went to Abergele and fomid a solitary 
house, called Beach House, which it seemed possible 
we might have at the end of a few days. But no! 
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and the winds were so cold on this northerly coast, 
that George was not sorry, preferring rather to take 
flight southward. So we set out again on 31st, 
and reached Lichfield about half-past five. Here 
we meant to pass the night, that I might see my 
nieces, — ^dear Chrissey’s orphan children, — Emily 
and Kate. I was much comforted by the sight of 
them, looking happy, and apparently under ex- 
cellent care in Miss Eborall’s school. We slept 
at the “ Swan,” where I remember being with my 
father and mother when I was a little child, and 
afterwards with my father alone, in our last jour- 
ney into Derbyshire. The next morning we set 
off again, and completed our journey to Wey- 
mouth. Many delicious walks and happy hours 
we had in our fortnight there. A letter from Mr. 
Langford infonned us that the subscription for 
the sixth edition of “ Adam Bede ” was 1000, 
Another pleasant incident was a letter from my 
old friend and schoolfellow, Martha Jackson, ask- 
ing if the author of “ Adam Bede ” was her Marian 
Evans. 

Sept. 16. — We reached home, and found letters 
awaiting us, — one from Mr. Quirk, finally re- 
nouncing Liggins ! — with tracts of an ultra-evan- 
gelical kind for me, and the Parish Mag., &c., from 
the Rev, Erskine Clark of St. Michael’s, Derby, 
who had written to me to ask me to help him in 
this sort of work. 

I have just been reading, with deep interest and 
heart-stirring, the article on the Infant Seam- 
tetter to stresses in the “ Englishwoman’s Jour- 

nal,” I am one among the grateful 
Sept. 1859. readers of that moving description, — 

moving because the writer’s own soul was moved 
by love and pity in the writing of it. These are 
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the papers that will make the “ Journal ” a true 
organ with a function. I am writing at the end 
of the day, on the brink of sleep, too tired to 
think of anything but that picture of the little 
sleeping slop-worker who had pricked her tiny 
finger so. 

Sept. 18. — A volume of devotional poetry from 
the authoress of “ Visiting my Relations,” with 
an inscription admonishing me not to , , , 

be beguiled by the love of money. In ’’ 

much anxiety and doubt about my new novel. 

Oct. 7. — Since the last entry in my Journal 
various matters of interest have occurred. Certain 
“ new ” ideas have occurred to me in relation to my 
novel, and I am in better hope of it. At Wey- 
mouth I had written to Blackwood to ask him 
about terms, supposing I published in “ Maga.” 
His answer determined me to decline. On Mon- 
day, the 26th, we set out on a three days’ journey 
to Lincolnshire and back, — very pleasant and suc- 
cessful both as to weather and the object I was in 
search of. A less pleasant business has been a 
correspondence with a — a Warwickshire 

magistrate, who undertakes to declare joorBai,i 859 - 
the process by which I wrote my books, 

— and who is the chief propagator and maintainer 
of the story that Liggins is at the bottom of the 
“ Clerical Scenes ” and “ Adam Bede.” It is poor 
George who has had to conduct the correspondence, 
making his head hot by it, to the exclusion of more 
fructifying work. To-day, in answer to a letter 
from Sara, I have vrritten her an account of my 
interviews with my Aunt Samuel. This evening 
comes a letter from Miss Brewster, full of well- 
meant exhortation. 

The very best bit of news I can tell you to begin 
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with is that your father’s “ Physiology of Common 
Life ” is selling remarkably well, being much in 


Letter to 
CliarlesL. 
Lewes, 7tli 
Oct. 18S9. 


request among medical students. You 
are not to be a medical student, but I 
hope, nevertheless, you will by-and-by 


read the work with interest. There is to be a 


new edition of the “ Sea-side Studies ” at Christ- 


mas, or soon after, — a proof that this book also 
meets with a good number of readers. I wish you 
could have seen to-day, as I did, the delicate spinal 
cord of a dragon-fly, — like a tiny thread with tiny 
beads on it, — which your father had just dis- 
sected! He is so wonderfully clever now at the 
dissection of these delicate things, and has attained 
this cleverness entirely by devoted practice during 
the last three years. I hope you have some of his 
resolution and persistent regularity in work. I 
think you have, if I may judge from your appli- 
cation to music, which I am always glad to read 
of in your letters. I was a very idl^ practiser, and 
I often regret now that when I had abundant time 
and opportunity for hours of piano playing, I used 
them so little. I have about eighteen Sonatas and 
Symphonies of Beethoven, I think, but I shall be 
delighted to find that you can play them better 
than I can. I am very sensitive to blunders and 
wrong notes, and instruments out of tune; but I 
have never played much from ear, though I used 
to play from memory a great deal. The other 
evening Mr. Pigott, whom you remember, Mr. 
Redford, another friend of your father’s, and Mr. 
Wilkie Collins, dined with us, and we had a charm- 


ing musical evening: Mr. Pigott has a delicious 
tenor voice, and Mr. Redford a fine baritone. The 


latter sings “ Adelaide,” that exquisite song of 
Beethoven’s, which I should like you to learn. 
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Schubert’s songs, too, I especially delight in; but, 
as you say, they are difficult. 

It is pleasant to have to tell you that Mr. Brace- 
bridge has been at last awakened to do the right 
thing. This morning came a letter en- 
closing the following to me : — 

“ Madame, I have much pleasure 
receiving your declaration that, ‘ &c. &c.,’ in reply- 
ing that I frankly accept your declaration as the 
truth, and I shall repeat it, if the contrary is again 
asserted to me.” 

This is the first symptom we have had from him 
of common-sense. I am very thankful, — for it 
ends transactions with him. 

Mr. Lewes is of so sensitive a temperament, and 
so used to feeling more angry and more glad on 
my behalf than his own, that he has been made, 
several mornings, quite unable to go on with his 
work by this irritating correspondence. It is all 
my fault, for if he didn’t see in the first instance 
that I am completely upset by anything that 
arouses unloving emotions, he would never feel as 
he does about outer sayings and doings. No one 
is more indifferent than he is to what is said about 
himself. No more about my business, let us hope, 
for a long while to come! 

The Congreves are settled at home again npw, 
— blessing us with the sight of kind faces, — Mr. 
Congreve beginning his medical course. 

Delicious confusion of ideas! Mr. Lewes, walk- 
ing in Wandsworth, saw a good woman cross over 
the street to speak to a blind man. She accosted 
him with, “WeU, I knew you, though you are 
dark! ”■ 

I wish you had read the letter you enclosed to 
me; it is really cmious. The writer, an educated 
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person, asks me to perfect and extend the benefit 
“Adam Bede” has “ eonfen-ed on society” by 
T „ V writing a sequel to it, in which I am 

Bia<*wo&” to tell all about Hetty after her re- 
i6tii ct.i8s?. “^thur’s efforts to obtain the 

reprieve, and his desperate ride after obtaining it, 

— Dinah on board the convict ship, — Dinah’s let- 
ters to Hetty, — ^ and whatever the author might 
choose to reveal concerning Hetty’s years of ban- 
ishment. Minor instances of the incompleteness 
which induces an unsatisfactory feeling may be 
alleged in the disposal of the lockei and ear-rings, 

— which everybody expects to reappear, — and in 
the incident of the pink silk neckerchief, of which 
all would like to hear a httle more ”!! 

I do feel more than I ought about outside say- 
ings and doings, and I constantly rebuke myself 
for all that part of my susceptibility, which I know 
to be weak and egoistic; still what is said about 
one’s art is not merely a personal matter, — it 
touches the veiy highest things one lives for. 
Truth in art is so startling that no one can believe 
in it as art, and the specific forms of religious life 
which have made some of the grandest elements in 
human history are looked down upon as if they 
wei'e not within the artist’s sympathy and venera- 
tion and intensely dramatic reproduction. “ I do 
well to be angry ” on that ground, don’t I ? The 
simple fact is, that I never saw anything of my 
aunt’s writing, and Dinah’s words came from me 
“ as the tears come because our heart is full, and 
we can’t help them.” 

If you were Imng in London instead of at Edin- 
burgh, I should ask you to I'ead the first volume 
of “ Sister IMaggie ” at once, for the sake of hav- 
ing your impression, but it is inconvenient to me 
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to part with the MS. The great success of 
“ Adam ” makes my 'WTiting a matter of more 
anxiety than ever. I suppose there is a httle sense 
of responsibility mixed up with a great deal of 
pride. And I think I should worry myself still 
moi’e if I began to print before the thing is essen- 
tially complete. So on all grounds it is better to 
wait. How clever and picturesque the “ Horse- 
dealer in Syria ” is ! I read him with keen interest, 
only wishing that he saw the seamy side of things 
rather less habitually. Excellent Captain Speke 
can’t write so well, but one follows him out of 
grave sympathy. That a man should live through 
such things as that beetle in liis ear! Such papers 
as that make the specialite of “ Blackwood,” — 
one sees them nowhere else. 


Oct. 16. — Yesterday came a pleasant packet of 
letters : one from Blackwood saying that they are 


printing a seventh edition of “ Adam 
Bede” (of 2000), and that “Clerical 


Journal, I8S9. 


Scenes ” will soon be exhausted. I have finished 


the first volume of my new novel, “ Sister 
Maggie;” have got my legal questions answered 
satisfactorily, and when my headache has cleared 
off, must go at it full speed. 

Does it ever happen to you now to think of a 
cei’tain Englishwoman, nie Marian Evans? She 
seems perhaps to deserve that you should 
forget her, seeing that she has let years 
pass without any sign of her existence. 

But in reality she is not so blameworthy. When 
more than two years ago I wrote to you that w’e 
were going to the coast, I could not give you our 
permanent address, not knowing what it would be; 
and it did not occur to me to mention any other 
address. Having made this omission, I could not 
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hear fi’om you again; and I had not the courage 
to write myself again, not feeling that I had any- 
thing to tell you that would be worth sending over 
the Jm*a. 

But in these last three years a great change has 
come over my life, — a change in which I cannot 
help believing that both you and Madame D’ Albert 
will rejoice. Under the influences of the intense 
happiness I have enjoyed from thorough moral 
and intellectual sympathy, I have at last found 
out my true vocation, after which my nature had 
always been feeling and striving uneasily without 
finding it. What do you think that vocation is? 
I pause for you to guess. 

I have turned out to be an artist, — not as you 
are, with the pencil and the palette, but with words. 
I have wi'itten a novel which people say has stiiTed 
them very deeply; and not a few people, but al- 
most all reading England, It was published in 
February last, and already 14,000 copies have been 
sold. The title is “ Adam Bede ; ” and “ George 
Eliot,” the name on the titlepage, is my nom de 
plume. I had previously written another work of 
fiction, called “ Scenes of Clerical Life,” which had 
a great literary success, but not a great popular 
success, such as “ Adam Bede ” has had. Both 
are now published by Tauchnitz in his series of 
English novels. 

I think you will believe that I do not write you 
word of this out of any small vanity. My books 
are deeply serious things to me, and come out of 
all the painful discipline, all the most hardly learnt 
lessons of my past life. I write you word of it, 
because I believe that both your kind heart and 
Madame D ’Albert’s too will be touched with real 
joy that one whom you knew w^hen she was not 
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very happy, and when her life seemed to serve no 
purpose of much worth, has been at last blessed 
with the sense that she has done something worth 
living and suffering for. And I write also because 
I want to give both you and her a proof that I 
still think of you with grateful affectionate 
recollection. 

My books are such close and detailed pictures of 
English life, that I hardly know whether they will 
affect foreign readers as stronglj'-. Yet I cannot 
help wishing that Madame D’ Albert could read 
them, for I think the views with which they are 
written would excite her sympathy. 

I am very much changed from the “ Minie ” of 
old days; the years have altered me as much in- 
wardly as outwardly. In some things, however, I 
am just the same, — in some of my failings, I fear; 
but it is not a failing to retain a vivid remembrance 
of past scenes, and to feel warmly towards friends 
whose kindness lies far back in the distance, and 
in these things I am the same as when I used to 
walk on La Treille with you or Madame D’ Albert. 

Do I deserve that you should write me some 
word about your lives? Everything you could tell 
on that subject would be interesting. Alphonse 
and Charles are now bearded men, — are they not? 
I remember them with the more interest, because 
Mr. Lewes has three boys, the youngest of whom 
is about the age your Charles had reached when 
I was at Geneva. Our boys are all three at Hofwyl 
under Dr. Muller, who has revived Fellenberg’s 
institute there. They went soon after I wrote to 
you on the subject of a foreign school, the Hofwyl 
school appearing to suit Mr. Lewes’s- views better 
than that of the Genevese gentleman whom you 
kindly mentioned to me. I almost fear to send my 
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letter after the long lapse of time in which I have 
known nothing of you. What sad things may have 
happened! Yet I will hope that such fear is 
groundless, and that you and Madame D ’Albert 
are leading the same peaceful pleasant life as ever, 
with excellent friends around you. How I should 
love to see Geneva again! But that, too, is greatly 
changed, is it not? 

We were in Switzerland in the summer, but had 
not time to go so far south as Geneva. Another 
time when we go into Italy, I hope to revisit the 
dear old scene, and to show it to my husband. 

Farewell, dear friend. Ask Madame D’ Albert 
to accept my affectionate regards. 

Oct. 25. — The day before yesterday Herbert 
Spencer dined with us. We have just finished 
reading aloud “ P^re Goriot,” — a hate- 
onni , 9. book. I have been reading lately 

and have nearly finished Comte’s “ Catechism.” 

Oct. 28. — Received from Blackwood a cheque 
for £400, the last payment for “ Adam Bede ” 
in the terms of the agreement. But in conse- 
quence of the great success, he proposes to pay 
me £800 more at the beginning of next year. 
Yesterday Smith, the publisher, called to make 
propositions to G. about writing in the “ Cornhill 
Magazine.” 

I beg that you and Major Blackwood will ac- 
cept my thanks for your proposal to give me a 
Letter to joim share in the success of “ Adam 

®th^“°r 8 S 9 beyond the terms of our agree- 

ment, which are fulfilled by the second 
cheque for £400, received this morning. Neither 
you nor I ever calculated on half such a success, 
thinking that the book was too quiet, and too 
unflattering to dominant fashion, ever to be very 
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popular. I hope that opinion of ours is a guar- 
antee that there is nothing hollow or transient in 
the reception “ Adam ” has met with. Sometimes 
when I read a book which has had a great success, 
and am unable to see any valid merits of an artistic 
kind to account for it, I am visited with a horiible 
alarm lest “ Adam,” too, should ultimately sink 
into the same class of outworn admirations. But I 
always fall back on the fact that no shibboleth and 
no vanity is flattered by it, and that there is no 
novelty of mere form in it which can have delighted 
simply by startling. 

Nov. 10. — Dickens dined with us to-day, for 
the first time, and after he left I went 
to the Congreves’, where George joined 
me, and we had much chat — about George 
Stephenson, religion, &c. 

A very beautiful letter — beautiful in feeling — - 
that I have received from Mrs. Gaskell to-day, 
prompts me to write to you and let you 
know how entirely she has freed herself sara Hemeii, 
from any imputation ot being unwill- 
ing to accept the truth when it has once clearly 
presented itself as truth. Since she has loiown 
“ on authority ” that the two books are mine, she 
has re-read them, and has written to me, appar- 
ently on the prompting they gave in that second 
reading, — very sweet and noble words they are 
that she has written to me. Yesterday Dickens 
dined with us, on his return from the country. 
That was a great pleasure to me : he is a man one 
can thoroughly enjoy talking to, — there is a strain 
of real seriousness along with his keenness and 
humour. 

The Liggins affair is concluded so far as any 
action of ours is concerned, since Mr. Quirk (the 
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inmost citadel, I presume) has surrendered by 
writing an apology to Blackwood, saying he now 
T , believes he was imposed on by Mr. Lig- 
s^HenS gins. As to Miss Martineau, I respect 
her so much as an authoress, and have 
so pleasant a recollection of her as a hostess for 
three days, that I wish that distant impression 
from herself and her writings to be disturbed as 
little as possible by mere personal details. Any- 
thing she may do, or say, or feel concerning me 
personally, is a matter of entire indifference: I 
share her bitterness with a large number of far 
more blameless people than myself. It can be of 
no possible benefit to me, or any one else, that I 
should know more of those things, either past, 
present, or to come. “ I do owe no man anything,” 
except to write honestly and religiously what comes 
from my inward promptings; and the freer I am 
kept of all knowdedge of that comparatively small 
circle wLo mingle peiaonal regards or hatred with 
then judgment or reception of my waitings, the 
easier it will be to keep my motives free from all 
indirectness and wnite truly. 

Nov. 18. — On Monday Dickens wnote asking 
me to give him, after I have finished my present 
novel, a story to be printed in “ All the 
journal, I8S9. Round,” — to begin four months 

after next Easter, and assuring me of my own 
terms. The next day G. had an interview by ap- 
pointment with Evans (of Bradbury & Evans), 
and Lucas, the editor of “ Once a Week,” who, 
after preliminary pressing of G. himself to con- 
tribute, put forward their wish that I should give 
them a novel for their Magazine. They were to 
waite and make an offer, but have not yet done 
so. We have written to IDickens saying that time 
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is an insurmountable obstacle to his proposition, 
as he puts it. 

I am reading Thomas ^ Kempis. 

Nov. 19. — Mr. Lockhart Clarke and Mr. Her- 
bert Spencer dined with us. 

Nov. 22. — We have been much annoyed lately 
by Newby ’s advertisement of a book called “ Adam 
Bede, Junior,” a sequel; and to-day Dickens has 
written to mention a story of the tricks which are 
being used to push the book under the pretence of 
its being mine. One librarian has been forced to 
order the book against his will, because the public 
have demanded it! Dickens is going to put an 
article on the subject in “ Household Words,” in 
order to scarify the rascally bookseller. 

Nov. 23. — We began Darwin’s book on “ The 
Origin of Species ” to-night. Though full of inter- 
esting matter, it is not impressive, from want of 
luminous and orderly presentation. 

Nov. 24. — This morning I wrote the scene be- 
tween Mrs. Tulliver and Wakem. G. went into 
town and saw young Evans (of Bradbury & 
Evans) , who agreed that it would be well to have 
an article in “ Punch ” on this scoundrelly busi- 
ness of “ Adam Bede, Junior.” A divine day. I 
walked out, and Mrs. Congreve joined me. Then 
music, “ Arabian Nights,” and Darwin. 

Nov. 25. — I am reading old Bunyan again after 
the long lapse of years, and am profoundly struck 
with the true genius manifested in the simple, vig- 
orous, rhythmic style. 

Thanks for “ Bentley.” Some one said the 
writer of the article on “ Adam Bede ” 
was a Mr. Mozley, a clergyman, and a 
wi'iter in the “ Times; ” but these re- 
ports about authorship are as often false as true. 
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I think it is, on the whole, the best review we have 
seen, unless we must except the one in the “ Revue 
des Deux Mondes,” by ifcmile Montegut. I don’t 
mean to read any reviews of my next book; so far 
as they would produce any effect, they would be 
confusing. Everybody admires something that 
somebody else finds fault with ; and the miller with 
his donkey was in a clear and decided state of mind 
compared with the unfortunate writer who should 
set himself to please all the woidd of review wTiters, 
I am compelled, in spite of myself, to be annoyed 
with this business of “ Adam Bede, Junior.” You 
see I am well provided with thorns in the flesh, lest 
I should be exalted beyond measure. To part with 
the copyright of a book which sells 16,000 in one 
year — to have a Liggins and an unknown writer 
of one’s “ Sequel ” all to one’s self — is excellent 
discipline. 

We are reading Darwin’s book on Species, just 
come out after long expectation. It is an elaborate 
exposition of the evidence in favour of the Develop- 
ment Theory, and so makes an epoch. Do you see 
how the publishing world is going mad on periodi- 
cals? If I could be seduced by such offers, I might 
have written three poor novels, and made my for- 
tune in one year. Happily, I have no need to exert 
myself when I say “ Avaunt thee, Satan! ” Satan, 
in the form of bad writing and good pay, is not 
seductive to me. 

Aon. 26. — Letter from Lucas, edi- 
’ ’ tor of “ Once a Week,” anxious to come 

to terms about my writing for said periodical, 
letter to It was Very pretty and generous of 

Swifaeth you to send me a nice long letter out 
MOV. 1859. your turn, and I think I shall give 
you, as a reward, other opportunities of being gen- 
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erous in the same way for the next few months, for 
I am likely to be a poor correspondent, having 
my head and hands full. 

We have the whole of Vilmar’s “ Literatur Ge- 
schichte,” but not the remainder of the “ Deutsche 
Humoristik.” I agree with you in liking the his- 
tory of German literature, especially the earlier 
ages — the bnth-time of the legendary poetry. 
Have you read the “ Nibelxmgenlied ” yet? 

Whereabouts are you in Algebra? It would be 
very pleasant to study it with you, if I could pos- 
sibly find time to rub up my knowledge. It is now 
a good while since I looked into Algebra, but I 
was very fond of it in old days, though I daresay 
I never went so far as you have now gone. Tell 
me your latitude and longitude. 

I have no memory of an autumn so disappoint- 
ing as this. It is my favourite season. I delight 
especially in the golden and red tints under the 
purple clouds. But this year the trees were almost 
stripped of their leaves before they had changed 
colour, — dashed off by the winds and rain. We 
have had no autumnal beauty. 

I am writing at night, — very tired, — so you 
must not wonder if I have left out words, or been 
otherwise incoherent. 

Nov. 29. — Wrote a letter to the joumai, iss?. 
“ Times,” and to Delane about Newby. 

I took no notice of the extract you sent me from 
a letter of Mrs. GaskelFs, being determined not to 
engage in any writing on the topic of tetter to 
my authorship, except such as was ah- 
solutely demanded of us. But since 
then I have had a veiy beautiful letter from Mrs. 
Gaskell, and I will quote some of her words, be- 
cause they do her honour, and will incline you to 
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think more highly of her. She begins in this way : 
“ Since I heard, on authority, that you were the 
author of ‘ Scenes of Clerical Life ’ and ‘ Adam 
Bede,’ I have read them again, and I must once 
more tell you how earnestly, fully, and humbly I 
admire them. I never read anything so complete 
and beautiful in fiction in my life before.” Very 
sweet and noble of her, was it not? She went on 
to speak of her having held to the notion of Lig- 
gins, but she adds, “ I was never such a goose as 
to believe that books like yours were a mosaic of 
I'eal and ideal.” The “Seth Bede” and “Adam 
Bede, Junior,” are speculations of those who are 
always ready to fasten themselves like leeches on 
a popular fame. Such things must be endured: 
they are the shadow to the bright fact of selling 
16,000 in one year. As to the silly falsehoods and 
empty opinions afloat in some petty circles, I have 
quite conquered my temporary irritation about 
them, — indeed, I feel all the more serene now for 
that very irritation. It has impressed on me more 
deeply how entirely the rewai’ds of the artist lie 
apai't from everything that is narrow and personal: 
there is no peace until that lesson is thoroughly 
learned. I shall go on writing from my inward 
promptings, — writing what I love and believe, 
wdiat I feel to be true and good, if I can only render 
it w'orthily, — and then leave all the rest to take 
its chance: “As it was in the beginning, is now^, 
and ever shall be ” with those who are to produce 
any art that will lastingly touch the generations 
of men. We have been reading Darwin’s book on 
the “Origin of Species” just now: it makes an 
epoch, as the expression of his thorough adhesion, 
after long years of study, to the Doctrine of De- 
velopment — and not the adliesion of an anonym 
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like the author of the “ Vestiges,” but of a long- 
celebrated naturalist. The book is sadly wanting 
in illustrative facts, — of which he has collected a 
vast number, but reserves them for a future book, 
of which this smaller one is the avant coureur. 
This will prevent the work from becoming popular 
as the “Vestiges” did, but it will have a great 
effect in the scientific world, causing a thorough 
and open discussion of a question about which 
people have hitherto felt timid. So the world gets 
on step by step towards brave clearness and hon- 
esty! But to me the Development Theory, and 
all other explanations of processes by which "things 
came to be, produce a feeble impression compared 
with the mystery that lies under the processes. It 
is nice to think of you reading our great, great 
favourite Moliere, while, for the present, we are 
not taking him down from the shelves, — only talk- 
ing about him, as we do very often. I get a good 
deal of pleasure out of the sense that some one I 
love is reading and enjoying my best-loved writers. 
I think the “ Misanthrope ” the finest, most com- 
plete production of its kind in the world. I know 
you enjoy the “ sonnet ” scene, and the one be- 
tween Arsinoe and Celimene. 

In opposition to most people, w-ho love to read 
Shakspeare, I like to see his plays acted better than 
any others: his great tragedies thrill 
me, let them be acted how they may. I ^ ya^H e imeu, 
think it is something like what I used to tag, Dec. 
experience in old days in listening to un- 
cultured preachers, — the emotions lay hold of one 
too strongly for one to care about the medium. Be- 
foi-e all other plays I find myself cold and critical, 
seeing nothing but actors and “ properties.” I like 
going to those little provincial theatres. One’s 
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heart streams out to the poor devils of actors who 
get so httle clapping, and will go home to so poor 
a supper. One of my pleasures lately has been 
hearing repeatedly from my Genevese friends M. 
and Mme. D’Albert, who were so good to me dur- 
ing my residence with them. M. D ’Albert had 
read the “ Scenes of Clerical Life ” before he knew 
they were mine, and had been so much struck with 
them that he had wanted to translate them. One 
likes to feel old ties strengthened by fresh sym- 
pathies. The “ Gornhill Magazine” is going to 
lead olf with great spirit, and promises to eclipse 
aU the other new-born periodicals. Mr. Lewes is 
writing a series of papers for it, — “ Studies in 
Animal Life,” — which are to be subsequently pub- 
lished in a book. It is quite as weU that your book 
should not be ready for publication just yet. Feb- 
' ruary is a much better time than Christmas. I 
shall be one of your most eager readers, — for 
every book that comes from the heart of hearts does 
me good, and I quite share your faith that what 
you yourself feel so deeply, and find so precious, 
wiU-find a home in some other minds. Do not sus- 
pect that I impose on you the task of writing let- 
ters to answer my dilettante questions. “ Am I on 
a bed of roses ? ” I have four children to corre- 
spond with, — the three boys in Switzerland, and 
Emily at Lichfield. 

Before your last letter came, I was thinking of 
writing to you again, to tell you of my real pleasure 

letter to M. ™ more knowing something of the 
g^^rt, <th way in which you and Madame D’ Al- 
bert are passing your time, and in being 
assured by you that you both remember me with 
kind feeling. I had so vivid a recollection of poor 
Madame Chaponniere — of her fair face and 
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gentle manners, and of the affectionate relation 
there was between her and Madame D’ Albert — 
that I did read your account of her trial and death 
with keen, sad interest. And now the husband, 
who, I used to think, had so many channels for the 
enjoyment of life, is gone too! I can enter thor- 
oughly into the sensitive state Madame D’ Albert 
must be thrown into, by going through so much 
experience of a kind to stir her deepest sympathies. 
I wish it might be anything like a ray of sunlight 
— a happy thought to her — to know how I cherish 
the memory of her goodness to me, and all the 
words, tones, and looks which were the interpreters 
of her character. The years deepen the value of 
our past to us, and of our friends who were part 
of that past. 

I can understand that there are many pages 
in “ Adam Bede ” in which you do not recognise 
the “ Marian ” or “ Minie ” of old Geneva days. 
We knew each other too short a time, and I was 
under too partial and transient a phase of my men- 
tal history for me to pour out to you much of my 
earlier experience. I think I hardly ever spoke to 
you of the strong hold evangelical Christianity 
had on me from the age of fifteen to two-and- 
twenty, and of the abundant intercourse I had 
had with earnest people of various religious sects. 
When I was at Geneva, I had not yet lost the atti- 
tude of antagonism which belongs to the renuncia- 
tion of any belief ; also, I was very unhappy, and in 
a state of discord and rebellion towards my own lot. 
Ten years of experience have wrought great 
changes in that inward self. I have no longer any 
antagonism towards any faith in which human sor- 
row and human longing for purity have expressed 
themselves; on the contrary, I have a sympathy 

VOL, XIX — 8 
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with it that predominates over all argumentative 
tendencies. I have not returned to dogmatic Chris- 
tianity, — to the acceptance of any set of doctrines 
as a creed, — a superhuman revelation of the un- 
seen, —but I see in it the highest expression of 
the religious sentiment that has yet found its place 
in the history of mankind, and I have the pro- 
foundest interest in the inward life of sincere 
Christians in all ages. Many things that I should 
have argued against ten years ago, i now feel my- 
self too ignorant, and too limited in moral sensi- 
bility, to speak of with confident disapprobation. 
On that question of our future existence to which 
you allude, I have undergone the sort of change 
I have just indicated, although my most rooted 
conviction is that the immediate object and the 
proper sphere of all our highest emotions are our 
struggling fellow-men in this earthly existence. 

So much, in reply to your questions on those 
matters. I hope I shall not have made myself 
more obscure by my explanations. 

We are xery anxious to get an accomplished 
translator for “ Adam Bede,” and a little while ago 
Mr. Lewes wi-ote to l^mile Montegut, whose an- 
swer we ai’e expecting on the subject. Hithei’to I 
have rejected propositions of translation, from the 
dread of having one’s sentences metamorphosed 
into an expression of somebody else’s meaning in- 
stead of one’s own. I particularly wish my books 
to be well translated into French, because the 
French read so little English; and if there is any 
healthy truth in my art, surely they need it to 
purify their literary air! 

I should love to go to Geneva again, and walk 
about the old spots with you, and introduce Mr. 
Lewes to you. He is already strongly interested 
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in you, not only through my conversation about 
you, but through your letters, and rejoices to pre- 
sent his compliments to you and Madame D’ Al- 
bert. He is a person of the readiest and most facile 
intercourse, — thoroughly acquainted with French 
literature, and of the most varied tastes. His great 
passion is now biological science, and he is pub- 
lishing a work entitled “ The Physiology of Com- 
mon Life,” in which he has compressed in a popu- 
lar form much hard study and independent re- 
search. But he is a very airy, ’bright, versatile 
creature, — not at all a formidable personage. • 

I am wi’iting a new work, which will not be 
published till next Easter, so that just now my 
hands and brain are full. At Easter our eldest 
boy will come home from school, and that wall 
make a new epoch in my domestic life, for hitherto 
we have lived alone. I hope my heart will be 
large enough for all the love that is required of 
me. 

I have written to you an unconscionably long 
letter about myself, but it is not out of pure ego- 
ism. I feel with you under the recent trying 
scenes you have gone through. Perhaps these 
details, which carry you away for a little while 
from painful associations, may not be without 
some service to you. 

At least, let them assure you and Madame D ’Al- 
bert that the thought of you is one over which I 
instinctively linger, and that I like to find myself 
talking with you in imagination. I will not sup- 
pose that this assurance can be indifferent to you : 
it can never he indifferent to loving-hearted people 
to know that they are the means of ci’eating some 
addition to the sum of happy thought and feeling 
in the world. 
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Dec. 15.— Blackwood proposes to give me for 
“ The Mill on the Floss ” .£2000 for 4000 copies of 
Journal I 8 S 9 edition at 31«. Qd., and after the same 
' rate for any more that may be printed 
at the same price: £150 for 1000 at 12s. ; and £60 
for 1000 at 6s. I have accepted. 

Dec. 25. — ^Christmas Day. We all, including 
Pug, dined with Mr. and Mrs. Congreve, and had 
a delightful day. Mr. Bridges was there too. 

I don’t like Christmas to go by without sending 
you a greeting, though I have really nothing to say 

tetter to Mrs bey ond that. We spent our Christmas 
Bt^.MthDec. Day wdth the Congreves, shutting up 
our house, and taking our servant and 
Pug with us. And so we ate our turkey and plum- 
pudding in very social, joyous fashion with those 
charming friends. Mr. Bridges was there too. 

We are meditating flight to Italy when my pres- 
ent work is done, as our last bit of vagrancy for a 
long, long w’hile. We shall only stay two months, 
doing nothing but absorb. 

I don’t think I have anything else to tell, except 
that we, being very happy, wish all mortals to be 
in like condition, and especially the mortals w^e 
know in the flesh. Human happiness is a web with 
many threads of pain in it, — that is always stih 
auditum, — “ Twist ye, tvdne ye, even so,” &c. &c. 

I never before had so pleasant a New Year’s 
greeting as your letter containing a cheque for 


, £800, for which I have to thank you 
to-day. On every ground — including 
considerations that are not at all of a 
monetary kind — 1 am deeply obliged to you and 
to Major Blackwood for your liberal conduct in 
relation to “ Adam Bede.” 


As, owing to your generous concession of the 
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copyright of “ Adam Bede,” the three books will 
be henceforth on the same footing, we shall be 
delivered from further discussion as to terms. 

We are demurring about the title. Mr. Lewes 
is beginning to prefer The House of Tulliver; or, 
Life on the to our old notion of “ Sister 

Maggie.” The Tullivers; or. Life on the Floss, 
has the advantage of slipping easily off the lazy 
English tongue, but it is after too common a 
fashion (“ The Newcomes,” “ The Bertrams,” 
&c., &c. ) . Then there is The Tulliver Family; 
or. Life on the Floss. Pray meditate and give 
us your opinion. 

I am very anxious that the “ Scenes of Clerical 
Life ” should have every chance of impressing the 
public with its existence : first, because I think it 
of importance to the estimate of me as a writer 
that “Adam Bede” should not be counted as my 
only book; and secondly, because there are ideas 
presented in these stories about which I care a good 
deal, and am not sure that I can ever embodj'^ 
again. This latter reason is my private affair; but 
the other reason, if valid, is yours also. I must 
tell you that I had another cheering letter to-day 
besides yours: one from a person of mark in your 
Edinburgh University,^ full of the very strongest 
words of sympathy and encouragement, hoping 
that my life may long be spared “ to give pictures 
of the deeper life of this age.” So I sat down to 
my desk with a delicious confidence that my audi- 
ence is not made up of reviewers and literary clubs. 
If there is any truth in me that the world wants, 
nothing will hinder the world from drinking what 
it is athirst for. And if there is no needful truth 
in me, let me, howl as I may in the process, be 

^ Professor Blaekie. 
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Letter to 
Charles L. 
Lewes, 4th 
Jan. I860, 


hurled into the Domdaniel, where I wish all other 
futile writers to sink. 

Your description of the “ curling ” made me 
envy you the sight. 

The sun is shining with us too, and your pleas- 
ant letter made it seem to shine more brightly. I 
am not going to be expansive in this ap- 
pendix to your father’s chapter of love 
and news, for my head is tired with writ- 
ing this morning, — it is not so young as yours, 
you know, and, besides, is a feminine head, sup- 
ported by weaker muscles, and a weaker digestive 
apparatus than that of a young gentleman with a 
broad chest and hopeful whiskers. I don’t wonder 
at your being more conscious of your attachment to 
Hofwyl now the time of leaving is so near. I fear 
you will miss a great many things in exchanging 
Hofwyl, with its snowy mountains and glorious 
spaces, for a very moderate home in the neighbour- 
hood of London. You will have a less various, 
more arduous life; but the time of Entbeh'img or 
Entsagung must begin, you know, for every mor- 
tal of us. And let us hope that we shall all — 
father and mother and sons — help one another 
with love. 

What jolly times you have had lately ! It did us 
good to read of your merrymaking. 

“ The Mill on the Floss ” be it then! The only 
objections are, that the mill is not strictly on the 

tetter to John tributary, and 

Bia(^ood, that the title is of rather laborious utter- 

ance. But I think these objections do 
not deprive it of its advantage over “ The Tulli- 
vers ; or. Life on the Floss,” — the only alterna- 
tive, so far as we can see. Pray give the casting- 
vote. 
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Easter Monday, I see, is on the 8th April, and 
I wish to be out by the middle or end of March. 
Illness apart, I intend to have finished Vol. III. 
by the beginning of that month, and I hope no 
obstacle will impede the rapidity of the printing. 

Jan. 11. — I have had a very delightful letter of 
sympathy from Professor Blackie of Edinburgh, 
which came to me on New Year’s morn- 
ing, and a proposal from Blackwood joianai, i 860 
to publish a third edition of “ Clerical 
Scenes ” at J2s. George’s article in the “ Corn- 
hill Magazine ” — the first of a series of “ Studies 
in Animal Life ” — is much admired, and in other 


ways our New Year opens with happy omens. 

Thank you for letting me see the specimen 
advertisements ; they have helped us to , . . 

come to a decision, — namely, tor The Biacswood. 

.1 1-11 ,5 I2th Jan. 1860. 

Mill on the Floss.” 


I agree with you that it will be well not to prom- 
ise the book in March, — not because I do not 


desire and hope to be ready, but because I set my 
face against all pledges that I am not mre of being 
able to fulfil. The third volume is, I fancy, always 
more rapidly written than the rest. The third 
volume of “ Adam Bede ” w'as written in six iveeks, 


even with headaching interruptions, because it 
was written under a stress of emotion, which first 


volumes cannot be. I will send you the first vol- 
ume of “ The Mill ” at once. The second is ready, 


but I would rather keep it as long as I can. Be- 
sides the advantage to the book of being out by 
Easter, I have another reason for wishing to have 
done in time for that. We want to get aw^ay for 
two months to Italy, if possible, to feed my mind 
with fresh thoughts, and to assure ourselves of that 
fructifying holiday before the boys are about us, 
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making it difficult for us to leave home. But you 
may rely on it that no amount of horse-power 
would make mt hurry over my book, so as not to do 
my best. If it is written fast, it will be because I 
can’t help writing it fast. 

Jan. 16. — Finished my second volume this 
morning, and am going to send off the MS. of the 
, first volume to-morrow. We have de- 
’ ‘ cided that the title shall be “ The Mill 

on the Floss.” We have been reading “ Humphrey 
Clinker” in the evenings, and have been much 
disappointed in it, after the praise of Thackeray 
and Dickens. 

Jan. 26. — Mr. Pigott, Mr. Bedford, and Mr. 
F. Chapman dined with us, and we had a musical 
evening, — Mrs. Congreve and Miss Bury ^ join* 
ing us after dinner. 

Thanks for your letter of yesterday, with the 
tetter to joim ^-enevese enclosure. No promise, alas! 
BJacfewoa, of smallest watch expressing largest ad- 

28tb Jan. I860. ... , . j • n ° • 

miration, but a desire for permission 
to translate.” 

I have been invalided for the last week, and, of 
course, am a prisoner in the castle of Giant De- 
spair, who growls in my ear that “ The Mill on the 
Floss ” is detestable, and that the last volume will 
be the climax of that general detestableness. Such 
is the elation attendant on what a self -elected lady 
correspondent of mine from Scotland calls my 
“ exciting career ”! 

I have had a great pleasure this week. Dr. 
Inman of Liverpool has dedicated a new book 
(“ Foundation for a New Theory and Practice of 
Medicine ” ) “ to G. H. Lewes, as an acknowledg- 
ment of benefit received from noticing his close ob- 

^ Mrs, Congreve’s sister. 
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servation and clear inductive reasoning in ‘ Seaside 
Studies ’ and the ‘ Physiology of Common Life.’ ” 

That is really gratifying, coming from a physi- 
cian of some scientific mark, who is not a personal 
friend. 

Feh. 4. — Came this morning a letter from 
Blackwood announcing the despatch of the first 
eight sheets of proof of “ The Mill on 
the Floss,” and expressing his delight in 
it. To-night G. has read them, and says, “ Ganz 
famos!” Ebenezer! 

I must be satisfied to send a very brief an- 
swer to your kind letter received this , „ 

morning, that 1 may lose no time m 
giving you the authorisation which I ' 
enclose. 

I am deeply gratified by your consent to under- 
take the labour of translation, and I have more 
than a literary satisfaction in it. I have an affec- 
tionate pleasure in the thought that you and Ma- 
dame D’Albert will talk over some of my pages 
together. 

Mr. Lewes shares my feeling and my gratifica- 
tion as an author, that I can have so much confi- 
dence in my translator. In spite of your disbelief 
in the veracity of my descriptions, I shall persist 
in thinking he will not be disappointed if ever we 
have the pleasure of conversing in a quartet at 
Geneva. Your letters have already introduced 
you to him, apart from my descriptions. We are 
quite of your opinion as to the dialect in “ Adam 
Bede.” As simple. Biblical French as possible will 
be the best vehicle. And I think Mrs. Poyser’s 
epigrams will wed themselves very felicitously to 
the most epigrammatic of languages. 

Mr. Lewes begs me to express the pleasure he 
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feels in the revival of my correspondence with such 
valuable friends. 

_ Feb. 23. — Sir Edward Lytton called 
on US. Guy Darrell m propria persona. 

Sir Edward Lytton called on us yesterday. The 
conversation lapsed chiefly into monologue, from 

letter to John difficulty I found in making him 
Biac^oa, hear, but under all disadvantages I had 
an agreeable impi-ession ot his kindness 
and sincerity. He thinks the two defects of 
“Adam Bede” are the dialect and Adam’s mar- 
riage with Dinah; but, of course, I would have 
my teeth drawn rather than give up either. 

Jacobi told Jean Paul that unless he altered the 
denotiement of his Titan, he would withdraw his 
friendship fi’om him; and I am preparing myself 
for yoiir lasting enmity on the ground of the trag- 
edy in my third volume. But an unfortunate duck 
can only lay blue eggs, however much white ones 
may be in demand. 

Feb. 29. — G. has been in the town to-day, and 
has agreed for £300 for “ The Mill on the Floss ” 
, , from Harpers of New York. This 

evening, too, has come a letter from 
Williams & Norgate, saying that Tauchnitz will 
give £100 for the German, repi’int; also, that 
“ Bede Adam ” is translated into Hungarian. 

March 5. — Yesterday Mr. Lawrence, the por- 
trait painter, lunched with us, and expressed to G. 
his wish to take my portrait. 

March 9. — Yesterday a letter from Blackwood, 
expressing his strong delight in my third volume, 
which he had read to the beginning of “ Borne 
along by the Tide.” To-day young Blackwood 
called, and told us, among other things, that the 
last copies of “ Clerical Scenes ” had gone to-day. 
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— twelve for export. Letter came from Germany, 
announcing a translation of G.’s “ Biographical 
History of Philosophy.” 

March 11. — To-day the first volume of the Ger- 
man translation of “ Adam Bede ” came. It is 
done by Dr. Frese, the same man who translated 
the “ Life of Goethe.” 

March 20. — Professor Owen sent me his “ Pa- 
laeontology ” to-day. Have missed two days of 
work from headache, and so have not yet finished 
my book. 

March 21. — Finished this morning “ The Mill 
on the Floss,” writing from the moment when 
Maggie, carried out on the water, thinks of her 
mother and brother. We hope to start for Rome 
on Saturday, 24th. 

Magnificat anima meat 

The manuscript of “ The Mill on the Floss ” bears the 
following inscription: — 

“ To my beloved husband, George Henry Lewes, I 
give this MS. of my third book, written in the 
sixth year of our life together, at Holly Lodge, 
South Field, Wandsworth, and finished 21st 
March, 1860.” 

Your letter yesterday morning helped to inspire 
me for the last eleven pages, if they 
have any inspiration in them, ihey 
were written m a furor, but I daresay 
there is not a word different from what it would 
have been if I had written them at the slowest pace. 

We expect to start on Saturday morning, and to 
be in Rome by Palm Sunday, or else by the follow- 
ing Tuesday. Of course we shall write to you 
when we knW what will be our address in Rome. 
In the meantime news will gather. 
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I don’t mean to send “ The Mill on the Floss ” 
to any one, except to Dickens, who has behaved 
with a delicate kindness in a recent matter, which 
I wish to acknowledge. 

I am grateful and yet rather sad to have finished, 
— sad that I shall live with my people on the banks 
of the Floss no longer. But it is time that I should 
go and absorb some new life, and gather fresh 
ideas. 
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SUMMARY OF CHAPTER IX 


JANUAKT, 1859, TO MAKCH, 1860 

Looking for cases of immdatim in “Annual Eegister — New House — 
Holly Lodge, Wandsworth — Letter to John Blackwood — George Eliot 
fears she has not characteristics of “the popular author” —'Subscription 
to “Adam Bede” 730 copies — Appreciation by a c^binet'-nmker — - I)r. 
John Brown sends “Rab and his Friends ” with an inscription — Letter 
to Blackwood thereon — Tries to be hopeful — Letters to Miss Henneil — 
Description of Holly Lodge — Miss Nightingale — Thoughts on death — 
Scott — Mrs. Clarke writes — Mr. and Mrs. Congreve — Letter to Mrs. 
Bray on effects of anxiety — Mrs. Clarke dying — Letter to John Black- 
wood — Wishes Carl^^ie to read “Adam Bede” — “Life of Frederic” 
painful — Susceptibility to newspaper criticism — Edinburgh more en- 
couraging than London — ^tter to Blackwood to stop puffing notices — 
Letter from E. HaU, working-man, asking for cheap editions — Sale of 
“Adam Bede ” — Death of Mrs. Clarke — 1800 copies of “Adam Bede” 
sold — Letter to Blackwood — Awakening to fame — Letter to Fronde — 
Mrs. Toyser quoted in House of Commons by Mr. Charles Buxton — 
Opinions of Charles Reade, Shirle^^ Brooks, and John Murray — Letter 
to John Blackwood — Warwickshire correspondent insists that Liggins 
is author of “Adam Bede” — Not ffushed with success — Visit to Isle 
of Wight — Letter to Miss Henneil on rewriting, and pleasure in Mr. and 
Mrs. Congreve — Letter to “Times” denying that Liggins is the author 

— Letter to Blackwood — The Liggins mj^h — Letter from Bulwer — 
Finished “The Lifted Veil” — Writing “The TuUivers” — Mrs. Con- 
greve — Letter to Mrs. Congreve — Faith in her — Letter from^ Madame 
Bodichon — Reply breathing joy in sympathy — Letter to Major Black- 
wood — Mr. Anders’s apology for the Liggins business — “Adam Bede” 
worth writing — Dulwich gallery — Blackwood gives ^400 more in ac- 
knowledgment of “Adam Bede’s” success — Letter to Miss Henneil on 
Mrs. Congreve — On difficulty of getting chefip music in England — Pro- 
fessor Aytoim on “Adam Bede” — Letter to Major Blackwood — Liggins 

— Mrs. Gaskell — Letter to Mrs. Congreve — Dislike of Wandsworth — 
To Crystal Palace to hear “Messiah,” and reveals herself to Brays as au- 
thor of “Adam Bede” — Letter to Brays — Bad effect of talking of her 
books — Letter to Charles Bray — Melancholy that her writing does not 
produce effect intended — I^stter to Mrs. Congreve — To Switzerland by 
Paris — At Schweizerhof, Lucerne, with Congreves — Mr. Lewes goes to 
Hofwyl — Return to Richmond by Bale and Paris — Fourth edition of 
“Adam Bede” (5000) sold in a fortnight — Letter to Mrs. Bray on Mrs. 
Congreve — On the effect of her books and fame — Herbert Spencer on 
“Adam Bede” — Pamphlet to pjrove that Scott’s novels were written by 
Thomas Scott — Letter from Dickens on “Adam Bede” referred to — 
Letter to John Blackwood on “Pug” — Letter to Charles Lewes — “The 
Physiology of Common Life ” — American proposition for a story for .£1 200 

— Letter to Mme. Bodichon — Distance from experience artistically neces- 
sary — Letter to John Blackwood — Development of stories — Visit to 
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Penr;iacnniawr — Return by Lichfield to Weymouth — Sixth edition of 
“ Adam bede ” — Back to Richmond — Anxiety about new novel — Jour- 
ney to Gainsboro’, Lincohishire — ^ Letter to Miss Hennell-^ End of 
Liggins business — Letter to John Blackwood — A corresj^ondent suggests 
a sequel to “Adam Bede ” — Susceptibility to outside opinion — Seventh 
edition of “Adam Bede” — Letter to M. D’ Albert on her great success — 
Blackwood proposes to pay £800 beyond the bargain for success of “Adam 
Bede ” — Dickens dines at Holly Lodge — Letter to Miss Hennell — 
Quotes letter from Mrs. Gaskell — Miss Maidineau — -Dickens asks for 
story for “Ail the Year Round” — “Adam Bede, Junior” — Reading 
Darwin on “Origin of Species” — Bunyan — Letter to Mr. Bray — Ar- 
ticle, on “Adam Bede” in “Bentley” — In “Revue des Deux Mondes,” 
by Emile Montegut — Rewews generally — 16,000 of “Adam Bede” sold 
in year — Darwin’s book — Letter to Charles Lewes — Mentions fond- 
ness of algebra — Letter to Mme. Bodichon quoting Mrs. Gaskell’s letter 
— Rew^ards of the artist lie apart from ever^hing personal — ^Darwin’s 
book — Moliere — Letter to Miss Hennell — Likes to see Shakspeare 
acted — Hears from M. and Mme. D" Albert — “Cornhill Magazine ” — 
Letter to M. D’ Albert — Blackwood’s terms for “Mill on the Floss” — - 
Christmas Day wdth Congreves — Letter of sympathy from Professor 
Blackie — Third edition of “Clerical Scenes” — Letters to Blackwnod — 
Thanks for concession of copyright of “Adam Bede” — Title of new novel 
considered — Suggestion of the “Mill on the Floss” accepted — The third 
volume of “Adam Bede” written in six weeks — Depression with the 
“Mill” — Letter to M. D’ Albert — Sir Edward Lytton — “Adana Bede” 
translated into Hungarian and German — “Mill on the Floss” finished — 
Letter to Blackwood — Sad at finishing — Start for Italy^ 



CHAPTER X 


W E have finished om* journey to Italy,— 
the jom*ney I had looked forward to for 
years, rather with the hope of , 

, T • ITT* ■ Italy, I 860 . 

the new elements it would bring to my 
culture, than with the hope of immediate pleasure. 
Travelling can hardly be without a continual cur- 
rent of disappointment if the main object is not the 
enlargement of one’s general life, so as to make 
even weariness and annoyances enter into the sum 
of benefit. One great deduction to me from the ' 
delight of seeing world-famous objects is the fre- 
quent double consciousness which tells me that I 
am not enjoying the actual vision enough, and that 
when higher enjoyment comes with the reproduc- 
tion of the scenes in my imagination, I shall have 
lost some of the details, which impress me too 
feebly in the present because the faculties are not 
wrought up into energetic action. 

I have no other journal than the briefest record ' 
of what we did each day; so I shall put down my 
recollections whenever I happen to have leisure 
and inclination, — just for the sake of making 
clear to myself the impressions I have brought 
away from our three months’ travel. 

The first striking moment in our journey was 
w'hen we arrived, I think about eleven o’clock at 
night, at the point in the ascent of the Mont Cenis 
w'here we were to quit the diligences and take to 
the sledges. After a hasty drink of hot coffee in 
the road^side inn, our large party — the inmates 
of three diligences — turned out into the starlight 
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to await the signal for getting into the sledges. 
That signal seemed to be considerably on in the 
future, — to be arrived at through much confusion 
of luggage lifting, voices, and leading about of 
mules. The human bustle and confusion made a 
poetic contrast with the sublime stiHness of the 
star-lit heavens spread over the snowy table-land 
and suxTOunding heights. The keenness of the air 
contributed strongly to the sense of novelty: we 
had left our every-day conventional world quite 
behind us, and were on a visit to Nature in her 
private home. 

Once closely packed in our sledge, congratu- 
lating ourselves that after all we were no more 
squeezed than in om’ diligence, I gave myself up 
to as many naps as chose to take possession of me, 
and actually slept without very considerable inter- 
ruption till we were near the summit of the mighty 
pass. Already there was a faint hint of the morn- 
ing in the starlight which showed us the vast slop- 
ing snow-fields as we commenced the descent. I 
got a few glimpses of the pure far-stretching white- 
ness before the sharpening edge of cold foi'ced us 
to close the window. Then there was no more to 
be seen till it was time to get out of the sledge and 
ascend the diligence once more: not, however, with- 
out a preliminary struggle with the wind, which 
fairly blew me down on my slippery standing- 
ground. The rest of our descent showed us fine 
varied scenes of mountain and ravine tiU we got 
down at Susa, where breakfast and the railway 
came as a desirable variety after our long moun- 
tam journey and long fast. One of our compan- 
ions had been a gigantic French soldier, who had 
in charge a bag of Government money. He was 
my vis-a-vis for some time, and ci’amped my poor 
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legs not a little with his precious bag, which he 
would by no means part from. . 

The approach to Turin by the railway gave us a 
grand view of snowy mountains surrounding the 
city on three sides. A few hours of rest spent 
there could leave no very vivid impression. A 
handsome street well broken by architectural de- 
tails, with a glimpse of snowy mountains at the 
end of the vista, colonnades on each side, and flags 
waving their bright colom-s in sign of political joy, 
— is the image that usually rises before me at the 
mention of Turin. I fancy the said street is the 
principal one, but in our walk about the town we 
saw everywhere a similar character of prosperous 
well-lodged town existence, — only without the 
colonnades and without the balconies and other 
details, which make the principal street pictur- 
esque. This is the place that Alfieri lived in 
through many of his young follies, getting tired of 
it at last for the Piedmontese pettiness of which it 
was the centre. And now, eighty years later, it 
is the centre of a widening life which may at last 
become the life of resuscitated Italy. At the rail- 
way station, as we waited to take our departure 
for Genoa, we had a sight of the man whose name 
will always be connected with the story of that 
widening life, — Count Cavour, — “ imitant son 
portrait” which we had seen in the shops, with 
unusual closeness. A man pleasant to look upon, 
with a smile half kind, half caustic; giving you 
altogether the impression that he thinks of “ many 
matters,” but thanks heaven and makes no boast 
of them. He was there to meet the Prince de 
Carignan, who was going to Genoa on his way 
towards Florence by the same train as om*selves. 
The Prince is a notability with a thick waist, bound 
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in by a gold belt, and with a fat face, predomi- 
nated ovei’ by a large moustache, — -“Non ragio- 
nimn di luL” The railway journey from Turin was 
chiefly distinguished by dust; but I slept through 
the latter half, without prejudice, however, to the 
satisfaction with which I lay down in a comfort- 
able bedroom in the Hotel Feder. 

In Genoa again on a bright, warm, spring morn- 
ing! I was here eleven years ago, and the image 
that visit had left in my mind was surprisingly 
faithful, though fragmentary. The outlook from 
our hotel was nearly the same as before, — over a 
low building with a colonnade, at the masts of the 
abundant shipping. But there was a striking 
change in the interior of the hotel. It was, like 
the other, a palace adapted to the purposes of an 
inn, — but be-carpeted and be-furnished with an 
exaggeration of English fashion. 

We lost no time in turning out after breakfast 
into the morning sunshine. George was enchanted 
with the aspect of the place, as we drove or walked 
along the streets. It was his first vision of any- 
thing corresponding to his preconception of Italy. 
After the Adler gasse in Niirnberg, surely no 
streets can be more impressive than the Strada 
Nuova and Strada Nuovissima at Genoa. In 
street architecture I can rise to the highest point 
of the admiration given to the Palladian style. 
And here in these chief streets of Genoa the pal- 
aces have two advantages over those of Florence : 
they form a series, creating a general impression 
of grandeur of which each pai-ticular palace gets 
the benefit; and they have the open gateway, show- 
ing cortile within, sometimes containing 
grand stone staircases. And all this architectural 
splendour is accompanied with the signs of actual 
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prosperity. Genova la Superba is not a name of 
the past merely. 

We ascended the tower of S. Maria di Carig- 
nano to get a panoramic view of the city with its 
embosoming hills and bay, — saw the Cathedral 
with its banded black-and-white marble, — the 
Churches of the Annunziata and Sant’ Ambrogio, 
with their wealth of gilding and rich pink-brown 
marbles, — • the Palazzo Rosso, with its collection 
of eminently forgettable pictures, — and the pretty 
gardens of the Palazzo Doria, with their flourish- 
ing green close against the sea. 

A drive in the direction of the Campo Santo 
along the dry pebbly bed of the river showed us 
the terraced hills planted with olives, and many 
picturesque groups of the common people with 
mules or on carts; not to mention what gives 
beauty to every corner of the inhabited world,— 
the groups of children squatting against walls or 
trotting about by the side of their elders, or grin- 
ning together over their play. 

One of the personages we were pleased to en- 
counter in the streets here was a quack, — a Dul- 
camara, — mounted on his carriage and holding 
forth with much brio before proceeding to take 
out the tooth of a negro, already seated in 
preparation. 

We left Genoa on the second evening, — unhap- 
pily a little too long after sundown, so that we did 
not get a perfect view of the grand city from the 
sea. The pale starlight could bring out no colour. 
We had a prosperous passage to Leghorn. 

Leghorn on a brilliant warm morning, with five 
or six hours before us to fill as agreeably as pos- 
sible! Of course the first thought was to go to 
Pisa, but the train would not start till eleven ; so 
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in the meantime we took a drive about the pros- 
perous-looking town, and saw the great reservoir 
which receives the water brought from the distant 
mountains: a beautiful and interesting sight, — 
to look into the glassy depth and see columns and 
grand arches reflected as if in mockery and frus- 
tration of one’s desire to see the bottom. But in 
one corner the light fell so as to reveal that reality 
instead of the beautiful illusion. On our way back 
we passed the Hebrew synagogue, and were glad 
‘ of our coachman’s suggestion that we should enter, 
seeing it w^as the Jews’ Sabbath. 

At Pisa we took a carriage and drove at once to 
the cathedral, seeing as we went the well-looking 
lines of building on each side of the Arno. 

A wonderful sight is that first glimpse of the 
cathedral, with the leaning campanile on one side 
and the baptistery on the other, green turf below 
and a clear blue sky above! The structure of the 
campanile is exquisitely light and graceful, — tier 
above tier of small circular arches, supported by 
delicate round pillars narrowing gradually in cir- 
cumference, but very slightly, so that there is no 
striking difference of size between the base and 
summit. The campanile is all of white marble, 
but the cathedral has the bands of black and white, 
softened in effect by the yellowdng which time has 
given to the white. There is a family likeness 
among all these structures : they all have the deli- 
cate little colonnades and circular arches. But 
the baptistery has stronger traits of the Gothic 
style in the pinnacles that cro^vn the encircling 
colonnade. 

After some dusty delay outside the railway 
station, W’^e set off back again to Livorno, and 
forthwith got on board Our steamboat again, — to 
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awake next morning (being Palm Sunday) at 
Civita Vecchia. Much waiting before we were 
allowed to land; and again much waiting for the 
clumsy process of “ visiting ” our luggage. I was 
amused while sitting at the Dogana, where almost 
every one was cross and busy, to see a dog making 
his way quietly out with a bone in his mouth. 

Getting into our railway carriage, our vis-a-vis 

— a stout, amiable, intelligent Livornian, with his 
wife and son, named Dubi^eux — exclaimed, “ C’en 
est fini d’un peuple qui n’est pas capable de changer 
une betise comme 9a! ” George got into pleasant 
talk with him, and his son, about Edinburgh and 
the scientific men there, — the son having been 
there for some time in order to go through a course 
of practical science. The father was a naturalist, 

— an entomologist, I think. 

It was an interesting journey from Civita Vec- 
chia to Rome: at first a scene of I’ough, hilly 
character, then a vast plain, frequently marshy, 
crowded with^ asphodels, inhabited by buffaloes; 
here and there a falcon or other slow large-winged 
bird floating and alighting. 

At last we came in sight of Rome, but there was 
nothing imposing to be seen. The chief object 
was what I afterwards knew to be one of the aque- 
ducts, but which I then, in the vagueness of my 
conceptions, guessed to be the ruins of baths. The 
railway station where we alighted looked remote 
and counti’ified : only the omnibuses and one family 
carriage w'ere waiting, so that we wei-e obliged to 
take our chance in one of the omnibuses, — that is, 
the chance of finding no place left for us in the 
hotels. And so it was. Every one wanted to go 
to tlie Hotel d’Angleterre, and every one was dis- 
appointed. We, at last, by help of some fellow- 
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travellers, got a small room au troisieme at the 
Hotel d’Amerique; and as soon as that business 
was settled, we walked out to look at Rome, — not 
without a rather heavy load of disappointment on 
our minds from the vision we had of it from the 
omnibus windows. A weary length of dirty, xmin- 
teresting streets had brought us within sight of 
the dome of St. Peter’s, which was not impressive, 
seen in a peeping, makeshift manner, just rising 
above the houses; and the Castle of St. Angelo 
seemed but a shabby likeness of the engravings. 
Not one iota had I seen that corresponded with 
my preconceptions. 

Our hotel was in the Strada Babuino, which 
leads directly from the Piazza del Popolo to the 
Piazza di Spagna. We went to the latter for our 
first walk, and, arriving opposite the high broad 
flights of stone steps which lead up to the Trinita 
di Monte, stopped for the first time with a sense that 
here was something not quite common and ugly. 
But I think we got hardly any farther, that evening, 
than the tall column at the end of the Piazza, which 
celebrates the final settlement by Pius IX. of the 
Virgin’s Immaculate Conception. Oh, yes ; I think 
we wandered farther among narrow and ugly 
streets, and came into our hotel again still with 
some dejection at the probable relation our “ Rome 
visited ” was to bear to our “ Rome unvisited.” 

Discontented with our little room at an extrava- 
gant height of stairs and price, we found and took 
lodgings the next day in the Corso opposite San 
Carlo, with a well-mannered Frenchman named 
Peureux and his little dark Italian wife, — and so 
felt ourselves settled for a month. By this time 
we were in better spirits; for in the morning we 
had been to the Capitol (Campidoglio, the modem 
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variant for Capitolium) , had ascended the tower, 
and had driven to the Coliseum. The scene, look- 
ing along the Forum to the Arch of Titus, re- 
sembled strongly that mixture of ruined grandeur 
with modern life which I had always had in my 
imagination at the mention of Rome. The ap- 
proach to the Capitol from the opposite side is also 
impressive : on the right hand the broad steep flight 
of steps leading up to the Church and Monastery 
of Ara Coeli, placed, some say, on the site of the 
Arx; in the front a less steep flight of steps a 
cordon leading to that lower, flatter portion of the 
hill which was called the Intermontimn, and which 
now forms a sort of piazza, with the equestrian 
'statue of Marcus Aurelius in the centre, and on 
three sides buildings designed, or rather modified, 
by Michael Angelo, — on the left the Museum, on 
the right the Museo dei Conservatori, and, on the 
side opposite the steps, the building devoted to 
public ofiices (Palazzo dei Senatori) , in the centre 
of which stands the tower. On each hand at the 
summit of the steps ai’e the two Colossi, less cele- 
brated but hardly less imposing in their calm 
grandeur than the Colossi of the Quirinal. They 
are strangely streaked and disfigured by the black- 
ening weather; but their large-eyed, mild might 
gives one a thrill of awe, half like what might 
have been felt by the men of old who sa^w the 
divine twins watering their steeds when they 
brought the news of victory. 

Perhaps the world can hardly offer a more in- 
teresting outlook than that from the tower of the 
Capitol. The eye leaps first to the mountains that 
bound the Campagna, — the Sabine and Alban 
hills and the solitary Soracte farther on to the left. 
Then wandering back across the Campagna, it 
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seai'ches for the Sister hills, hardly distinguishable 
now as hills. The Palatine is conspicuous enough, 
marked by the ruins of the Palace of the Csesars, 
and rising up beyond the extremity of the Forum, 
And now, once resting on the Forum, the eye will 
not readily quit the long area that begins with the 
Clivus Capitolinus and extends to the Coliseum, — - 
an area that was once the very focus of the world. 
The Campo Vaccino, the site probably of the Comi- 
tium, was this first morning covered with carts and 
animals, mingling a simple form of actual life with 
those signs of the highly artificial life that had 
been crowded here in ages gone by: the three 
Corinthian pillars at the extremity of the Forum, 
said to have belonged to the Temple of Jupiter 
Stator; the grand temple of Antoninus and Faus- 
tina; the white Arch of Titus; the Basilica of 
Constantine; the temple built by Adrian, with its 
great' broken granite columns scattered around on 
the green rising ground; the huge arc of the Coli- 
seum and the Ai'ch of Constantine, 

The scene of these great relics remamed our 
favourite haunt during our stay at Rome; and one 
day near the end of it we entered the enclosure of 
the Clivus Capitolinus and the excavated space of 
the Forum. The ruins on the Clivus — the fa9ade 
of massive columns on the right, called the Temple 
of Vespasian; the two Corinthian columns, called 
the Temple of Saturn, in the centre, and the Arch 
of Septimius Severus on the left — have their rich 
colour set off by the luxuriant green, clothing the 
lower masonry, which formed the foundations of 
the crowded buildings on this narrow space, and 
as a background to them all, the rough solidity of 
the ancient wall forming the back of the central 
building on the Intenfipritium, and regarded as 
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one of the few remains of Republican construc- 
tions. On either hand, at another angle from the 
arch, the ancient road forming the double ascent 
of the Clivus is seen firm and level vith its gi-eat 
blocks of pavement. The Arch of Septimius Sev- 
erus is particularly rich in colour ; and the poorty ex- 
ecuted bas-reliefs of military groups still look out in 
grotesque completeness of attitude and expression, 
even on the sides exposed to the weather. From the 
Clivus, a passage, underneath the present road, 
leads into the F orum, whose immense, pinkish gran- 
ite columns lie on the weather-worn white marble 
pavement. The Column of Phocas, with its base 
no longer “ buried,” stands at the extreme corner 
nearest the Clivus; and the three elegant columns 
of the Temple (say some) of Jupiter Stator mark 
the opposite extremity: between lie traces, utterly 
confused to all but erudite eyes, of marble steps 
and of pedestals stripped of their marble. 

Let me see what I most delighted in, in Rome. 
Certainly this drive from the Clivus to the Coli- 
seum was, from first to last, one of the chief things ; 
but there are many objects and many impressions 
of various kinds which I can reckon up as of al- 
most equal interest: the Coliseum itself, with the 
view from it; the drive along the Appian Way to 
the tomb of Cecilia Metella, and the view from 
thence of the Campagna bridged by the aqueduct : 
the Baths of Titus, with the remnants of their 
arabesques, seen by the light of torches, in‘the now 
damp and gloomy spaces; the glimpse of the Tar- 
peian rock, with its growth of cactus and rough 
herbage; the grand bare arch brickwork of the 
Palace of the Csesars rising in huge masses on the 
Palatine; the Theatre of Marcellus bursting sud- 
denly into view from among the crowded mean 
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houses of the modern city, and still more the 
Temple of Minerva and Temple of Nerva, also set 
in the crowded city of the present; and the exterior 
of the Pantheon, if it were not marred by the Papal 
belfries, — these are the traces of ancient Rome 
that have left the strongest image of themselves in 
my mind. I ought not to leave out Trajan’s Col- 
imin, and the foi’um in which it stands ; though the 
severe cold tint of the grey gi’anite columns, or 
fragments of columns, gave this forum rather a 
dreary effect to me. For vastness there is perhaps 
nothing more impressive in Rome than the Baths 
of Caracalla, except the Coliseum; and I remem- 
ber that it was amongst them that I first noticed 
the lovely effect of the giant fennel, luxuriant 
among the crumbling bricWork. 

Among the ancient sculptures, I think I must 
place on a level the Apollo, the Dying Gladiator, 
and the Lateran Antinous: they affected me 
equally in different ways. After these I delighted 
in the Venus of the Capitol, and the Kissing Chil- 
dren in the same room; the Sophocles at the Lat- 
eran Museum; the Nile; the black laughing Cen- 
taur at the Capitol; the Laughing Faun in the 
Vatican; and the SauroMonos, or Boy with the 
Lizard, and the sitting statue called Menander. 
The Faun of Praxiteles, and the old Faun with the 
infant Bacchus, I had already seen at Munich, el§ie 
I should have mentioned them among my first 
favourites. Perhaps the greatest treat we had at 
the Vatican was the sight of a few statues, includ- 
ing the Apollo, by torchlight, — all the more im- 
pressive because it was our first sight of the Vati- 
can. Even the mere hurrying along the vast halls, 
with the fitful torchlight, falling on the innumer- 
able statues and busts and bas-reliefs and sar- 
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cophagi, would have left a sense of awe at these 
crowded silent forms which have the solemnity of 
suddenly arrested life. Wonderfully grand these 
halls of the Vatican are; and there is but one com- 
plaint to be made against the home provided for 
this richest collection of antiquities, — it is, that 
there is no historical arrangement of them, and no 
catalogue. The system of classification is based 
on the history of their collection by the different 
Popes, so that for every other purpose but that of 
securing to each Pope his share of glory, it is a 
system of helter-skelter. 

Of Christian Rome, St. Peter’s is, of course, the 
supreme wonder. The piazza, with Bernini’s col- 
onnades, and the gradual slope upward to the 
mighty temple, gave me always a sense of having 
entered some millennial new Jerusalem, where all 
small and shabby things were unknown. But the 
exterior of the cathedral itself is even ugly; it 
causes a constant irritation by its partial conceal- 
ment of the dome. The first impression from the 
interior was perhaps at a higher pitch than any 
subsequent impression either of its beauty or vast- 
ness; but then, on later visits, the lovely marble, 
which has a tone at once subdued and warm, was 
half covered with hideous red drapery. There is 
hardly any detail one cares to dwell on in St. 
Peter’s. It is interesting, for once, to look at the 
mosaic altarpieces, some of which render with 
marvellous success such famous pictures as the 
Transfiguration, the Communion of St. Jerome, 
and the Entombment or Disentombment of St. Pet- 
ronilla. And some of the monuments are worth 
looking at more than once, the chief glory of that 
kind being Canova’s Lions, I was pleased one day 
to watch a group of poor people looking with an 
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admiration that had a half -childish terror in it at 
the sleeping lion, and with a sort of daring air 
thrusting their fingers against the teeth of the 
waking “ mane-bearer.” 

We ascended the dome near the end of our stay, 
but the cloudy horizon was not friendly to our dis- 
tant view, and Rome itself is ugly to a bird’s-eye 
contemplation. The chief interest of the ascent 
was the vivid realisation it gave of the building’s 
enormous size, and after that the sight of the inner 
courts and garden of the Vatican. 

Our most beautiful view of Rome and the Cam- 
pagna was one we had much earlier in our stay, 
before the snow had vanished from the mountains ; 
it was from the terrace of the Villa Pamfili Doria. 

Of smaller churches, I remember especially 
Santa Maria degli Angeli, a church formed by 
Michael Angelo, by additions to the grand hall in 
the Baths of Diocletian, — the only remaining 
hall of ancient Rome; and the Church of San 
Clemente, where there is a chapel painted by Ma- 
saccio, as well as a perfect specimen of the ancient 
enclosure near the tribune, called the presbytery, 
with the amhones or pulpits from which the lessons 
and gospel were read. Santa Maria Maggiore is 
an exquisitely beautiful basilica, I’ich in marbles 
from a pagan temple; and the reconstructed San 
Paolo fuori le Mura is a wonder of wealth and 
beauty, with its lines of white marble columns, — 
if one could possibly look with pleasure at such a 
perverted appliance of money and labour as a 
church built in an unhealthy solitude. After St. 
Peter’s, however, the next great monument of 
Christian art is the Sistine Chapel; but since I 
care for the chapel solely for the sake of its ceiling, 
I ought rather to number it among my favourite 
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paintings than among the most memorable build- 
ings. Certainly this ceiling of Michael Angelo’s 
is the most wonderful fresco in the world. After 
it come Raphael’s “ School of Athens ” and “ Tri- 
umph of Galatea,” so far as Rome is concerned. 
Among _ oil-paintings there, I like best the Ma- 
donna di Foligno, for the sake of the cherub who 
is standing and looking upward; the Perugino 
also, in the Vatican, and the pretty Sassoferrato, 
with the clouds budding angels; at the Barberini 
Palace, Beatrice Cenci, and Una Schiava, by 
Titian; at the Sciarra Palace, the Joueur de Vio- 
lon, by Raphael, another of Titian’s golden-haired 
women, and a sweet Madonna and Child with a 
bird, by Fra Bartolomeo; at the Borghese Palace, 
Domenichino’s Chase, the Entombment, by Ra- 
phael, and the Three Ages, — a copy of Titian, by 
Sassoferrato. 

We should have regretted entirely om’ efforts 
to get to Rome during the Holy Week, instead of 
making Florence our first resting-place, if we had 
not had the compensation for wearisome, empty 
ceremonies and closed museums in the wonderful 
spectacle of the illumination of St. Peter’s. That, 
really, is a thing so wondrous, so magically beau- 
tiful, that one can’t find in one’s heart to say it 
is not worth doing. I remember well the first 
glimpse we had, as we drove out towards it, of the 
outline of the dome like a new constellation on the 
black sky. I thought that was the final illumina- 
tion, and was regretting our tardy arrival from the 
detour we had to make, when, as our carriage 
stopped in front of the cathedral, the great bell 
sounded, and in an instant the grand illumination 
flashed out and turned the outline of stars into a 
palace of gold. Venus looked on palely. 
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One of the finest positions in Rome is the Monte 
Cavallo (the Quirinal), the site of the Pope’s pal- 
ace and of the fountain against which are placed 
the two Colossi, — the Castor and Pollux, ascribed, 
after a lax method of affiliation, to Phidias and 
Praxiteles. Standing near this fountain, one has 
a real sense of being on a hill, — city and distant 
ridge stretching below. Close by is the Palazzo 
Rospigliosi, where we went to see Guido’s Aurora. 

Another spot where I was struck with the view 
of modern Rome (and happened rarely) was 
at San Pietro in Vincoli, on the Esquiline, where 
we went to see Michael Angelo’s Moses. Turning 
round before one enters the church, a palm-tree in 
the high foreground relieves very picturesquely the 
view of the lower distance. The Moses did not 
affect me agreeably: both the attitude and the 
expression of the face seemed to me, in that one 
visit, to have an exaggeration that strained after 
effect without reaching it. The failure seemed to 
me of this kind: Moses was an angry man trying 
to frighten the people by his mien, instead of being 
rapt by his anger, and terrible without self-con- 
sciousness. To look at the statue of Christ, after 
the other works of Michael Angelo at Rome, was 
a surprise ; in this the fault seems to incline slightly 
to the namby-pamby. The Pieta in St. Peter’s has 
real tenderness in it. 

The visit to the Farnesina was one of the most 
interesting among our visits to Roman palaces. It 
is here that ^Raphael painted the “ Triumph of 
Galatea,” and here this wonderful fresco is still 
bright upon the wall. In the same room is a co- 
lossal head, drawn by Michael Angelo with a bit 
of charcoal, by way of carte-de-visite, one day that 
he called on Daniele di Volterra, who was painting 
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detestably in this room, and happened to be absent. 
In the entrance-hall, pi*eceding the Galatea room, 
are the frescos by Raphael representing the story 
of Cupid and Psyche ; but we did not linger long 
to look at them, as they disappointed us. 

We visited only four artists’ studios in Rome: 
Gibson’s, the sculptor; Frey’s, the landscape 
painter; Riedel’s, genre painter; and Overbeck’s. 
Gibson’s was entirely disappointing to me, so far 
as his own sculptures are concerned : except the 
Cacciatore, which he sent to the Great Exliibition, 
I could see nothing but feeble imitations of the 
antique, — no spontaneity and no vigour. Miss 
Hosmer’s Beatrice Cenci is a pleasing and new 
conception; and her little Puck, a bit of humour 
that one would like to have if one were a grand 
seigneur. 

Frey is a very meritorious landscape painter, — 
finished in execution and poetic in feeling. His 
Egyptian scenes — the Simoom, the Pair in the 
Light of Sunset, and the Island of Philae — are 
memorable pictures; so is the View of Athens, with 
its blue island -studded sea. Riedel interested us 
greatly with his account of the coincidence between 
the views of light and colours at which he had ar- 
rived through his artistic experience, and Goethe’s 
theory of colours, with which he became acquainted 
only after he had thought of putting his own 
ideas into shape for publication. He says the 
majority of painters continue their work when the 
sun shines from the north, they paint with blue 
light. 

But it was our visit to Overbeck that we were 
most pleased not to have missed. .The man him- 
self is more interesting than his pictures : a benev- 
olent, calm, and quiet conviction breathes from his 
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person and manners. He has a thin, rather high- 
nosed face, with long grey hair, set off by a ma- 
roon velvet cap, and a grey scarf over his shoulders. 
Some of his cartoons pleased me: one large one 
of our Saviour passing from the midst of the 
throng, who were going to cast Him from the 
brow of the hill at Nazareth, — - one foot resting on 
a cloud borne up by cherubs ; and some smaller 
round cartoons representing the Parable of the 
Ten Virgins, and applying it to the function of 
the artist. 

We drove about a great deal in Rome, but were 
rather afflicted in our drives by the unending walls 
that enclose everything like a garden, even outside 
the city gates. First among our charming drives 
was that to the Villa Pamfili Doria, — a place 
which has the beauties of an English park and gar- 
dens, with views such as no English park can show; 
not to speak of the Columbarium or ancient Roman 
burying-place, which has been disinterred in the 
grounds. The compactest of all burying-places 
must these Columbaria be : little pigeon-holes, tier 
above tier, for the small urns containing the ashes 
of the dead. In this one, traces of peacocks and 
other figures in fresco, ornamenting the divisions 
between the rows, are still visible. We sat down 
in the sunshine by the side of the water, which is 
made to fall in a cascade in the grounds fronting 
the house, and then spreads out into a considerable 
breadth of mirror for the plantation on the slope 
which runs along one side of it. On the opposite 
side is a broad grassy walk, and here we sat on 
some blocks of stone, watching the little green 
lizards. Then we walked on up the slope on the 
other side, and through a grove of weird ilexes, and 
across a plantation of tall pines, where he saw the 



1860] 


JOURNEY TO FRASCATI 


145 


mountains in the far distance. A beautiful spot! 
We ought to have gone there again. 

Amother drive was to the Villa Albani, where, 
again, the view is grand. The precious sculptures 
once there are all at Munich now; and the most 
remarkable remnants of the collection are the bas- 
relief of Antinous, and the AEsop. The Antinous 
is the least beautiful of all the representations of 
that sad loveliness that I have seen, — - he it said 
in spite of Winckelmann: attitude and face are 
strongly Egyptian. In an outside pavilion in the 
garden were some interesting examples of Greek 
masks. 

Our journey to Frascati by railway was fortu- 
nate. The day was fine, except, indeed, for the 
half-hour that we were on the heights of Tusculum, 
and longed for a clear horizon. But the weather 
was so generally gloomy during our stay in Rome, 
that we were “ thankful for small mercies ” in the 
way of sunshine. I enjoyed greatly our excursion 
up the hill on donkey-back to the ruins of Tuscu- 
lum — in spite of our loquacious guide, who exas- 
perated George. The sight of the Campagna on 
one side, and of Mount Algidus, with its snow- 
capped fellows, and Mount Albano, with Rocca di 
Papa on its side, and Castel Gandolfo below on 
the other side, was worth the trouble ; to say noth- 
ing of the little theatre, which w'as the most per- 
fect example of an ancient theatre I had then seen 
in that pre-Pompeian period of my travels. After 
lunching at Frascati, we strolled out to the Villa 
Aldobrandini, and enjoyed a brighter view of the 
Campagna in the afternoon sunlight. Then we 
lingered in a little croft enclosed by plantations, 
and enjoyed this familiar-looldng bit of grass with 
wild-flowers perhaps more, even, than the greatest 

VOL. XIX — 10 
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novelties. There are fine plantations on the hill 
behind the villa, and there we wandered till it was 
time to go hack to the railway. A literally gro- 
tesque thing in these plantations is the opening of 
a grotto in the hillside, cut in the form of a huge 
Greek comic mask. It was a lovely walk from the 
town downward to the railway station, — between 
the olive-clad slopes looking toward the illimitable 
plain. Our best view of the aqueducts was on this 
journey, but it was the tantalising sort of view one 
gets from a railway carriage. 

Our excursion to Tivoli, reserved till nearly the 
end of our stay, happened on one of those cruel 
seductive days that smile upon you at five o’clock 
in the morning, to become cold and cloudy at eight, 
and resolutely rainy at ten. And so we ascended 
the hill through the vast venerable olive grove, 
thinking what would be the effect of sunshine 
among those grey fantastically twisted trunks and 
boughs; and paddled along the wet streets under 
umbrellas to look at the Temple of the Sibyl, and 
to descend the ravine of the waterfalls. Yet it 
was enjoyable; for the rain was not dense enough 
to shroud the near view of rock and foliage. We 
looked for the first time at a rock of travertine, 
with its curious petrified vegetable forms; and 
lower down at a mighty cavern, under which the 
smaller cascade rushes, — an awful hollow in the 
midst of huge rocky masses. But — rain, rain, 
rain! No possibility of seeing the Villa of Ha- 
drian, chief wonder of Tivoli: and so we had our 
carriage covez-ed up, and turned homeward in 
despair. 

The last week of our stay we went for the first 
time to the picture-gallery of the Capitol, where 
we saw the famous Guereino, — the “ Entomb- 
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ment of Petronilla ” — which we had already seen 
in mosaic at St. Peter’s. It is a stupendous piece 
of painting, about which one’s only feeling is, that 
it might as well have been left undone. More in- 
teresting is the portrait of Michael Angelo by him- 
self, — ^a deeply melancholy face. And there is 
also a picture of a Bishop by Giovanni Bellini, 
which arrested us a long while. After these, I re- 
member most distinctly Veronese’s Europa, supe- 
rior to that we afterwards saw at Venice; a deli- 
cious mythological Poussin, all light and joy; and 
a Sebastian by Guido, exceptionally beautiful 
among the many detestable things of his in this 
gallery. 

The Lateran Museum, also, was a sight we had 
neglected till this last week, though it turned out 
to be one of the most memorable. In the classical 
museum are the great Antinous, a Bacchus, and 
the Sophocles ; besides a ntunber of other remains 
of high interest, especially in the department of 
architectural decoration. In the museum of Chris- 
tian antiquities, there are, besides sculptures, copies 
of the frescos in the Catacombs, — invaluable as a 
record of those perishable remains. If we ever 
go to Rome again, the Lateran Museum will be 
one of the first places I shall wish to revisit. 

We saw the Catacombs of St. Calixtus on the 
Appian Way, — the long dark passages, with 
great oblong hollows in the rock for the bodies long 
since crumbled, and the one or two openings out of 
the passages into a rather wider space, called chap- 
els, but no indication of paintings or other detail, 
— our monkish guide being an old man, who spoke 
with an indistinct grunt that would not have en- 
lightened us if we had asked any questions. In 
the church through which we entered there is a 
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strangely barbarous reclining statue of St. Sebas- 
tian, with arrows sticking all over it. 

A spot that touched me deeply was Shelley’s 
grave. The English cemetery in which he lies is 
the most attractive burying-place I have seen. It 
lies against the old city walls, close to the Porta 
San Paolo and the pyramid of Caius Cestius, — 
one of the quietest spots of old Rome. Ajnd there, 
under the shadow of the old walls on one side, and 
cypresses on the other, lies the Cor cordium, for- 
ever at rest from the Unloving cavillers of this 
world, whether or not he may have entered on other 
purifying struggles in some world unseen by us. 
The grave of Keats lies far off from Shelley’s, un- 
shaded by wall or trees. It is painful to look upon, 
because of the inscription on the stone, which seems 
to make him still speak in bitterness from his grave.^ 

A wet day for the first time since we left Paris ! 
That assists our consciences considerably in urging 
, ns to vTite our letters on this fourth dav 
<>nCTeve,4ti at Rome, for I will not pretend that 
writing a letter, even to you, can be any- 
thing more alluring than a duty when there is a 
blue sky over the Coliseum and the Arch of Con- 
stantine, and all the other marvels of this marvel- 
lous place. Since our arrival in the middle of 
Sunday, I have been gradually rising from the 
depth of disappointment to an intoxication of de- 
light; and that makes me wish to do for you what 
no one ever did for me, — warn you that you must 
expect no grand impression on your first entrance 
into Rome, at least if you enter it from Civita 
Vecchia. My heart sank, as it would if you be- 
haved shabbily to me, when I looked through the 
windows of the omnibus as it passed through street 

^ “Here lies one wlaose name was writ in water*” 
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after street of ugly modern Rome, and in that 
mood the dome of St. Peter’s and the Castle of St. 
Aggelo — the only grand objects on our way— - 
could only look disappointing to me. I believe the 
impression on entering from the Naples side is 
quite different: there, one must get a glimpse 
of the broken grandeur and Renaissance splendour 
that one associates with the word “Rome.” So 
keep up your spirits in the omnibus when your 
turn comes, and believe that you will mount the 
Capitol the next morning, as we did, and look out 
on the Forum and the Coliseum, far on to the 
Alban mountains, with snowy Apennines behind 
them, and feel — what I leave you to imagine, be- 
cause the rain has left off, and my husband com- 
mands me to put on my bonnet. (Two hours 
later.) Can you believe that I have not had a 
headache since we set out? But I would willingly 
have endured more than one to be less anxious 
than I am about Mr. Lewes’s health. Now that 
we are just come in from our walk to the Pantheon, 
he is obliged to lie down with terrible oppression 
of the head; and since we have been in Rome he 
has been nearly deaf on one side. That is the dark 
“ crow that flies in heaven’s sweetest air ” just 
now: everything else in our circumstances here is 
perfect. We are glad to have been didven into 
apartments, instead of remaining at the hotel as 
we had intended; for we enjoy the abundance of 
room and the quiet that belong to this mode of life, 
and we get our cooking and all other comforts in 
perfection at little more than a third of the hotel 
prices. Most of the visitors to Rome this season 
seem to come only for a short stay, and as apart- 
ments can’t be taken for less than a month, the 
hotels are full and the lodgings are empty. Ex- 
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tremely unpleasant for the people who have lodg- 
ings to let, but very convenient for us, since we get 
excellent rooms in a good situation for a moderate 
price. We have a good little landlady, who can 
speak nothing hut Italian, so that she serves as a 
parlatrice for us, and awakens our memory of Ital- 
ian dialogue, — a memory which consists chiefly of 
recollecting Italian words without knowing their 
meaning, and English words without knowing the 
Italian for them. 

I shall teU you nothing of what we have seen. 
Have you not a husband who has seen it all, and 
can tell you much better? Except, perhaps, one 
sight which might have had some interest for him, 
namely, Count Cavour, who was waiting with other 
eminences at the Turin station to receive the Prince 
de Carignan, the new Viceroy of Tuscany. A 
really pleasant sight, — not the Prince, who is 
a large stout “ moustache,” squeezed in at the 
waist with a gold belt, looking like one of those 
dressed-up personages who are among the chess- 
men that the Cavours of the world play their game 
with. The pleasant sight w^as Count Cavour in 
plainest dress, with a head full of power, mingled 
with bonhomie. We had several fellow-travellers 
who belonged to Savoy, and were full of chagrin 
at the prospect of the French annexation. Our 
most agreeable companion was a Baron de Magli- 
ano, a Neapolitan who has married a French wife 
with a large fortune, and has been living in France 
for years, but has now left his wife and children 
behind for the sake of entering the Sardinian army, 
andj if possible, helping to turn out the Neapolitan 
Bourbons. I feel some stirrings of the insurrec- 
tionary spirit myself when I see the red pantaloons 
at every turn in the streets of Rome. I suppose 
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Mrs. Bro'vraing could explain to me that tins is part 
of the great idea nourished in the soul of the mod- 
ern saviour Louis Napoleon, and that for the 
French to impose a hateful government on the 
Romans is the only proper sequence to the story of 
the French Revolution. 

Oh, the beautiful men and women and children 
here! Such wonderful babies with wise eyes! — 
such grand-featured mothers nursing them! As 
one drives along the streets sometimes, one sees a 
madorma and child at every third or fourth upper 
window; and on Monday a little crippled girl 
seated at the door of a church looked up at us with 
a face full of such pathetic sweetness and beauty, 
that I think it can hardly leave me again. Yes- 
terday we went to see dear Shelley’s tomb, and it 
was like a personal consolation to me to see that 
simple outward sign that he is at rest, where no 
hatred can ever reach him again. Poor Keats’s 
tombstone, with that despairing bitter inscription, 
is almost as painful to think of as Swift’s. 

And what have you been doing, being, or suffer- 
ing in these long twelve days? While we were 
standing with weary impatience in the custom- 
house at Civita Vecchia, Mr. Congreve w'as deliver- 
ing his third lecture, and you were listening. And 
what else? Friday. Since I w^rote my letter we 
have not been able to get near the post-office. 
Yesterday w^-as taken up with seeing ceremonies, 
or rather with waiting for them. I knelt down to 
receive the Pope’s blessing, remembering w'hat 
Pius VII. said to the soldier, — that he w'ould 
never be the worse for the blessing of an old man. 
But altogether, these ceremonies are a melancholy, 
hollow business, and we regret bitterly that the 
Holy Week has taken up our time from better 
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things. I have a cold and headache this morning, 
and in other ways am not conscious of improve- 
ment from the Pope’s blessing. I may comfort 
myself with thinking that the King of Sardinians 
none the worse for the Pope’s curse. It is farcical 
enough that the excommunication is posted up at 
the Church of St. John Lateran, out of everybody’s 
way, and yet there are police to guard it. 

I think you have made rapid progress with the 
translation, seeing that you can only use fringes of 

letter to M time for it. It is a very sweet thought 

B’Ai6ert i 7 tii to me that the work may be a source of 
some pleasure to you and Maman (1 
am veiy glad to be assured that I may still say 
“ Maman,” for that is the name by which she has 
always gone in my silent memory). It will in- 
terest you, perhaps, to know that it {i. e., “ Adam 
Bede ”) is translated into Hungarian, and the first 
volume is fairly rendered into German, — possibly 
the second also by this time. 

You see I am counting on your and Maman’s 
interest in everything that belongs to me. I do 
not write about Rome : you have read much better 
things on that subject than I can tell you. But 
no one can tell you about myself, unless I take 
upon me that agreeable labour. 

What a delight it would be to take the old walks 
in Geneva once more! But I fear there are many 
changes that would check the current of my mem- 
ory. And the change frpm the old to the new is 
always painful to us who are getting old and living 
more and more in the past. Tell Maman I enter 
now into her conservative feelings, which I used 
inwardly to disapprove in my revolutionary mood, 
the mood I was in when you knew me. 

You will forgive me for writing hastily and 
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briefly, and will understand that temporary preoc- 
cupation with the wonderful place I am in is not 
indifference to other things. With affectionate re- 
gards to Maman, I am always yours, with sincere 
and faithful friendship. 

How much more I have to write about Rome! 
How I should like to linger over everj’’ particular 
object that has left an image in my 
memory! But here I am only to give a 
hasty sketch of what we saw and did at each place 
at which we paused in our three months’ life in Italy. 

It W'as on the 29th of April that we left Rome, 
and on the morning of the 30th we arrived at 
Naples, — under a rainy sky, alas! but not so 
rainy as to prevent our feeling the beauty of the 
city and bay, and declaring it to surpass all places 
we had seen before. The weather cleared up soon 
after our arrival at the Hotel des 'fitrangers, and 
after a few days it became brilliant, showing us 
the blue sea, the purple mountains, and bright 
city, in which we had almost disbelieved as we 
saw them in the pictures. Hardly anything can 
be more lovely than Naples seen from Posilipo 
under a blue sky, — the irregular outline with 
which the town meets the sea, jutting out in pic- 
turesque masses, then lifted on high on a basis of 
rock, with the grand castle of St. Elmo and the 
monastery on the central height crowning all the 
rest; the graceful outline of purple Vesuvius ris- 
ing beyond the Molo, and the line of deeply in- 
dented mountains carrying the eye along to the 
Cape of Sorrento ; and last of all, Capri sleeping 
between sea and sky in the distance. Crossing the 
promontory of Posilipo, another wonderful scene 
presents itself: white Nisida on its island rock; 
the sweep of bay towards Pozzuoli; beyond that, 
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in fainter colours of farther distance, the Cape of 
Miseno, and the peaks of Ischia, 

Our first expedition was to Pozzuoli and Miseno, 
on a bright warm day, with a slip-shod Neapolitan 
driver whom I christened Baboon, and who acted 
as our charioteer throughout our stay at Naples. 
Beyond picturesque Pozzuoli, jutting out with pre- 
cipitous piles of building into the sea, lies Bai®. 
Here we halted to look at a great circular temple, 
where there was a wonderful echo that made whis- 
pers circulate and become loud on the opposite side 
to that on which they were uttered. Here, for our 
amusement, a young maiden and a little old man 
danced to the sound of a tambourine and fife. On 
our way to Baiae we had stopped to see the Lake 
Avernus, no longer terrible to behold, and the am- 
phitheatre of Cumse, now grown over with green- 
sward, and fringed with garden stuff. 

From Baiae we went to Miseno, — the Misenum 
where Pliny was stationed with the fleet, — and 
looked out from the promontory on the lovely isles 
of Ischia and Procida, On the approach to this 
promontory lies the Piscina Mirabilis, one of the 
most striking remains of Roman building. It is a 
great reservoir, into which one may now descend 
dry-shod and look up at the lofty arches festooned 
with delicate plants, while the sunlight shoots 
aslant through the openings above. It was on this 
drive coming back towards Pozzuoli that we saw 
the Mesembryanthemum in its greatest luxuriance, 
— a star of amethyst with its golden tassel in the 
centre. The amphitheatre at Pozzuoli is the most 
interesting in Italy after the Coliseum. The seats 
are in excellent preservation, and the subterranean 
structures for water and for the introduction of 
wild beasts are unique. The temple of Jupiter 
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Serapis is anothei' remarkable ruin, made more 
peculiar by the intrusion of the water, which makes 
the central structure, with its great columns, an 
island to be approached by a plank bridge. 

In the views from Capo di Monte — the king’s 
summer residence — and from St. Elmo, one en- 
joys not only the view towards the sea, but the 
wide green plain sprinkled with houses and studded 
with small towns or villages, bounded on the one 
hand by Vesuvius, and shut in, in every other direc- 
tion, by the nearer heights close upon Naples, or 
by the sublimer heights of the distant Apennines. 
We had the view from St. Elmo on a clear, breezy 
afternoon, in company with a Frenchman and his 
wife, come from Rome with his family after a two 
years’ residence there, — worth remembering for 
the pretty bondage the brusque, stern, thin father 
was under to the tiny, sickly-looking boy. 

It was a grand drive up to Capo di Monte, — 
between rich plantations, with glimpses, as we went 
up, of the city lying in picturesque irregularity 
below; and as we went down in the other direc- 
tion, views of distant mountain rising above some 
pretty accident of roof or groups of trees in the 
foreground. 

One day we went, from this drive, along the 
Poggio Reale to the cemetery, — the most ambi- 
tious burying-place I ever saw, with building after 
building of elaboi'ate architecture, serving as tombs 
to various Ai'ci-confraternita, as well as to private 
families, all set in the midst of well-kept gardens. 
The humblest kind of tombs there, were long 
niches for cofBns in a wall bordering the carriage- 
road, which are simply built up when the coffin is 
once in, — the inscription being added on this final 
bit of masonry. The lines of lofty sepulchres sug- 
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gested to one very vividly the probable appearance 
of the Appian Way when the old Roman tombs 
were in all their gloiy. 

Our first visit to the Museo Borbonico was de- 
voted to the sculpture, of which there is a precious 
collection. Of the famous Balbi family found 
at Herculaneum, the mother, in grand drapery, 
wound round her head and body, is the most un- 
forgettable, — a really grand woman of fifty, with 
firm mouth and knitted brow, yet not unbenignant. 
Farther on in this transverse hall is a Young Faun 
with the infant Bacchus, — a different conception 
altogether from the fine Munich statue, but deli- 
cious for humour and geniality. Then there is 
the Aristides, — more real and speaking and easy 
in attitude even than the Sophocles at Rome. Op- 
posite is a lovely Antinous, in no mythological 
character, but in simple, melancholy beauty. In 
the centre of the deep recess, in front of which 
these statues are placed, is the colossal Flora, who 
holds up her thin dress in too finicking a style for 
a colossal goddess ; and on the floor — to be seen 
by ascending a platfoi’m — is the precious, great 
mosaic representing the Battle of the Issus, found 
at Pompeii. It is full of spirit; the ordonnance 
of the figures is very much after the same style 
as in the ancient bas-reliefs, and the colours are 
still vivid enough for us to have a just idea of the 
effect. In the halls on each side of this central 
one there are various Bacchuses and Apollos, Atlas 
groaning under the weight of the Globe, the Fai’- 
nese Hercules, the Toro Farnese, and amongst 
other things less memorable, a glorious Head of 
Jupiter. 

The bronzes here are even more interesting than 
the marbles. Among them there is Mercury Rest- 
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ing, the Sleeping Faun, the little Dancing Faun, 
and the Drunken Faun snapping his fingers, of 
which there is a marble copy at Munich, with the 
two remarkable Heads of Plato and Seneca. 

But our greatest ti'eat at the Museo Borbonico 
could only be enjoyed after our visit to Pompeii, 
where we went, unhappily, in the company of 
some Russians whose acquaintance G. had made at 
the table d’hote. I hope I shall never forget the 
solemnity of om' first entrance into that silent city, 
and the walk along the street of tombs. After 
seeing the principal houses, w’e went, as a proper 
climax, to the Forum, where, amongst the lines of 
pedestals and the ruins of temples and tribunal, 
we could see Vesuvius overlooking us; then to the 
two theatres, and finally to the amphitheatre. 

This visit prepared us to enjoy the collection of 
piecoli bronzi, of paintings and mosaics, at the 
Museo. Several of the paintings have consider- 
able positive merit. I remember particularly a 
large one of Orestes and Pylades, which in compo- 
sition and general conception might have been a 
picture of yesterday. But the most impressive 
collection of remains found at Pompeii and Her- 
culaneum is that of the ornaments, articles of food 
and domestic utensils, pieces of bread, loaves with 
the bakei's’ names on them, fruits, corn, various 
seeds., paste in the vessel, imperfectly mixed, linen 
just wrung in washing, eggs, oil consolidated in 
a glass bottle, wine mixed with the lava, and a piece 
of asbestos ; gold lace, a lens, a lanthorn with sides 
of talc, gold ornaments of Etruscan character, 
patty-pans (!), moulds for cakes; ingenious port- 
able cooking apparatus, urn for hot water, portable 
candelabrum, to be raised or lowered at will, bells, 
dice, theatre-checks, and endless objects that tell 
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of our close kinship with those old Pompeians. 
In one of the rooms of this collection there are the 
Farnese cameos and engraved gems, some of them 
— especially of the latter — mai’vellously beauti- 
ful, complicated, and exquisitely minute in work- 
manship. I remember particularly one splendid 
yellow stone engraved with an elaborate composi- 
tion of Apollo and his chariot and horses, — a 
masterpiece of dehcate form. 

We left Rome a week ago, almost longing, at 
last, to come southward in search of sunshine. 

letter to Mrs likes to boast of peculiar ex- 

cjngreve, sti pericnce, and we can boast of having 
gone to Rome m the very worst spring 
that has been known for the last twenty years. 
Here, at Naples, we have had some brilliant days, 
though the wind is still cold, and rain has often 
fallen heavily in the night. It is the very best 
change for us after Rome : there is comparatively 
little art to see, and there is nature in transcendent 
beauty. W e both think it the most beautiful place 
in the world, and are sceptical about Constan- 
tinople, which has not had the advantage of having 
been seen by us. That is the fashion of travellers, 
as you know; for you must have been bored many 
times in your life by people who have insisted on 
it that you must go and see the thing they have 
seen, — there is nothing like it. We shall bore 
you in that way, I daresay, — so prepare yourself. 
Our plan at present is to spend the next week in 
seeing Passtum, Amalfi, Castellamare, and Sor- 
rento, and drinking in as much of this Southern 
beauty, in a quiet way, as our souls are capable 
of absorbing. 

The calm blue sea, and the mountains sleeping 
in the afternoon light, as we have seen them to-day 
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from the height of St. Elmo, make one feel ¥617 
passive and contemplative, and disinclined to bustle 
about in search of meaner sights. Yet I confess 
Pompeii, and the remains of Pompeian art and 
life in the Museum, have been impressive enough 
to rival the sea and sky. It is a thing never to be 
forgotten, — that ivalk through the silent city of 
the past, and then the sight of utensils, and eat- 
ables, and ornaments, and half-washed linen, and 
hundreds of other traces of life so startlingly like 
our own in its minutest details, suddenly arrested 
by the fiery deluge. AU that you will see some 
day, and with the advantage of younger eyes than 
mine. 

We expect to reach Florence (by steamboat, 
alas!) on the 17th, so that if you have the charity 
to write to me again, address to me there. 

We thought the advance to eighteen in the num- 
ber of hearers was very satisfactory, and rejoiced 
over it. The most solid comfort one can fall back 
upon is the thought that the business of one’s life 
— the work at home after the holiday is done — 
is to help in some small nibbling way to reduce 
the sum of ignorance, degradation, and misery on 
the face of this beautiful earth. I am writing at 
night, — Mr. Lewes is already asleep, else he 
would say, “ Send my kind regards to them all.” 
We have often talked of you, and the thought of 
seeing you again makes the South Fields look 
brighter in our imagination than they could have 
looked from the dreariest part of the world if you 
had not been living in them. 

The pictures at Naples are worth little: the 
Marriage of St. Catherine, a small 
picture by Cori’eggio ; a Holy Family 
by Raphael, with a singularly fine St. Ann, and 
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Titian’s Paul the Third, are the only paintings I 
have registered very distinctly in all the large col- 
lection. The much praised frescos of the dome in 
a chapel of the Cathedral, and the oil-paintings 
over the altars, by Domenichino and Spagnoletto, 
produced no effect on me. Worth more than all 
these, are Giotto’s frescos in the choir of the little 
old Church of I’lncoronata, though these are not, 
I think, in Giotto’s ripest manner, for they are 
inferior to his frescos in the Santa Groce at Flor- 
ence, — more uniform in the type of face. 

We went to a Sunday morning service at the 
Cathedral, and saw a detachment of silver busts of 
saints I’anged around the tribune, — Naples being 
famous for gold and silver sanctities. 

When we had been a week at Naples, we set off 
in our carriage with Baboon on an expedition to 
Psestum, arriving the first evening at Salerno, — 
beautiful Salerno, with a bay as lovely, though in 
a different way, as the bay of Naples. It has a 
larger sweep, grander piles of rocky mountain on 
the north and northeast, — then a stretch of low 
plain, thte mountains receding, — and finally, on 
the south, another line of mountain coast extend- 
ixig to the promontory of Licosa. 

From Salerno we started early in the morning 
for Psestum, with no alloy to the pleasure of the 
journey but the dust, which was capable of making 
a simoom under a high wind. For a long way we 
passed through a well-cultivated plain, the moun- 
tains on our left, and the sea on our right; but 
farther on came a swampy unenclosed space of 
great extent, inhabited by buffaloes, who lay in 
groups, comfortably wallowing in the muddy 
water, with their grand stupid heads protruding 
horizontally. 
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On approaching Paestum, the first thing one 
catches sight of is the Temple of Vesta, which is 
not beautiful either for form or colour, so that we 
began to tremble lest disappointment were to be 
the harvest of our dusty journey. But the fear 
was soon displaced by almost I’apturous admira- 
tion at the sight of the great Temple of IsTeptune, 

— the finest thing, I veidly believe, that we had 
yet seen in Italy. It has all the requisites to make 
a building impressive. First, form. What per- 
fect satisfaction and repose for the eye in the calm 
repetition of those columns, — in the proportions 
of height and length, of front and sides: the I’ight 
thing is found, — - it is not being sought after in 
uneasy labour of detail or exaggeration. Next, 
colour. It is built of travertine, like the other two 
temples; but while they have remained, for the 
most part, a cold grey, this Temple of Neptune 
has a rich, warm, pinkish brown, that seems to 
glow and deepen under one’s eyes. Lastly, posi- 
tion. It stands on the rich plain, covered with 
long grass and flowers, in sight of the sea on one 
hand, and the sublime blue mountains on the other. 
Many plants caress the ruins : the acanthus is there, 
and I saw it in green life for the first time; but 
the majority of the plants on the floor, or bossing 
the architrave, are familiar to me as home flowers, 

— purple mallows, snapdragons, pink haw'kweeds, 
&c. On our way back yve saw a herd of buffaloes 
clustered near a pond, and one of them was rolling 
himself in the water like a gentleman enjoying his 
bath. 

The next day we went in the morning from 
Salerno to Am alfi. It is an unspeakably grand 
drive round the mighty rocks with the sea below; 
and Amalfi itself surpasses all imagination of a 

VOL* XIX — 11 
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romantic site for a city that once made itself 
famous in the world. We stupidly neglected see- 
ing the Cathedral, but we saw a macaroni mill and 
a paper mill from among the many that are turned 
by the rushing stream, which, with its precipitous 
course down the ravine*, creates an immense water 
power; and we climbed up endless steps to the 
Capuchin Monastery, to see nothing but a cavern 
where there are barbarous images, and a small 
cloister with double Gothic arches. 

Our way back to La Cava gave us a repetition 
of the grand drive we had had in the morning by 
the coast, and beyond that an inland di’ive of much 
loveliness, through Claude-like scenes of mountain, 
trees, and meadows, with picturesque accidents of 
building, such as single, round towers on the 
heights. The valley beyond La Cava, in which 
our hotel lay, is of quite paradisaic beauty: a rich 
cultivated spot, with mountains behind and before, 
— those in front varied by ancient buildings that 
a painter would have chosen to place there; and 
one of pyramidal shape, steep as an obelisk, is 
crowned % a monastery, famous for its library of 
precious MSS. and its archives. We arrived too 
late for everything except to see the shroud of mist 
gather and gradually envelop the mountains. 

In the morning we set off, again in brightest 
weather, to Sorrento, coasting the opposite side of 
the promontory to that which we had passed along 
the day before, and having on our right hand 
Naples and the distant Posilipo. The coast on 
this side is less grand than on the Amalfi side ; but 
it is more friendly as a place for residence. The 
most charming spot on the way to Sorrento, to my 
thinking, is Vico, which I should even prefer to 
Sorrento, because there is no town to be traversed 
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before entering the ravine and climbing the moun- 
tain in the background. But I will not undervalue 
Sorrento, with its orange gloves embalming the 
air, its glorious sunsets over the sea, setting the 
grey olives aglow on the hills above us, its walks 
among the groves and vineyards out to the solitary 
coast. One day of our stay there we took donkeys 
and crossed the mountains to the opposite side of 
the promontory, and saw the Syren Isles, — very 
palpable unmysterious bits of barren rock now. A 
great delight to me in all the excursions round 
about Naples was the high cultivation of the soil, 
and the sight of the vines, trained from ehn to 
elm, above some other precious crop, carpeting the 
ground below. On our way back to Naples we 
visited the silent Pompeii again. That place had 
such a peculiar influence over me, that I could not 
even look toward the point where it lay on the 
plain below Vesuvius without a certain thrill. 

Amidst much dust we arrived at Naples again 
on Sunday morning, to start by the steamboat for 
Leghorn on the following Tuesday. But before 
I quit Naples, I must remember the Grotto of 
Posilipo, a wonderful monument of ancient labour; 
Virgil’s tomb, which repaid us for a steep ascent 
only by the view of the city and bay; and a villa 
on the way to Posilipo, with gardens gi-adually 
descending to the margin of the sea, where thei’e is 
a collection of animals both stuffed and alive. It 
was there we saw the flying fish with their lovely 
blue fins. 

One day and night voyage to Civita Vecchia, 
and another day and night to Leghorn, — weari- 
some to the flesh that suffers from nausea even on 
the summer sea! We had another look at dear 
Pisa under the blue sky, and then on to Florence, 
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which, unlike Rome, looks inviting as one catches 
sight from the railway of its cupolas and towers 
and its embosoming 4iills, — the greenest of hills, 
sprinkled everywhere with white villas. We took 
up our quarters at the Pension Suisse, and on the 
first evening we took the most agreeable drive to 
be had round Florence, — the drive to Fiesole. It 
is in this view that the eye takes in the greatest 
extent of green billowy hills, besprinkled with 
white houses looking almost like flocks of sheep: 
the great silent uninhabited mountains lie chiefly 
behind; the plain of the Arno stretches far to the 
right. I think the view from Fiesole the most 
beautiful of all; but that from San Miniato, where 
we went the next evening, has an interest of an- 
other kind, because here Florence lies much nearer 
below, and one can distinguish the various build- 
ings more completely. It is the same with Bellos- 
guardo in a still more marked degree. What a 
relief to the eye and the thought among the huddled 
roofs of a distant town to see towers and cupolas 
rising in abundant variety as they do at Florence! 
There is Brunelleschi’s mighty dome, and close by 
it, with its lovely colours not entirely absorbed by 
distance, Giotto’s incomparable campanile, beauti- 
ful as a jewel. Farther on, to the right, is the 
majestic tower of the Palazzo Vecchio, with the 
flag waving above it; then the elegant Badia and 
the Bargello close by; nearer to us the grand cam- 
panile of Santo Spirito, and that of Santa Croce; 
far away on the left, the cupola of San Lorenzo, 
and the tower of Santa Maria Novella; and scat- 
tered far and near other cupolas and campaniles 
of more insignificant shape and history. 

Even apart from its venerable historical glory, 
the exterior of the Duomo is pleasant to behold 
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when the wretched unfinished facade is quite hid- 
den. The soaring pinnacles over the doors are 
exquisite : so are the forms of the windows in the 
great semi-circle of the apsis; and on the side 
where Giotto’s campanile is placed, especially, the 
white marble has taken on so rich and deep a yel- 
low that the black bands cease to be felt as a fault. 
The entire view on this side, closed in by Giotto’s 
tower, with its delicate pinkish marble, its deli- 
cate Gothic window^s with twisted columns, and 
its tall lightness carrying the eye upward, in con- 
trast with the mighty breadth of the dome, is a 
thing not easily to be forgotten. The Baptistery, 
with its paradisaic gates, is close by; but except 
in those gates, it has no exterior beauty. The in- 
terior is almost awful with its great dome cov- 
ered with gigantic early mosaics, — the pale large- 
eyed Christ surrounded by images of Paradise and 
Perdition. The interior of the Cathedral is com- 
paratively poor and bare; but it has one great 
beauty, — its coloui'ed lanceolate windows. Be- 
hind the high altar is a piece of sculpture, — the 
last under Michael Angelo’s hand, intended for his 
own tomb, and left unfinished. It represents 
Joseph of Arimathea holding the body of Jesus, 
with Mary, his mother, on one side, and an appar- 
ently angelic form on the other. Joseph is a strik- 
ing and real figure, with a hood over the head. 

For external architecture it is the palaces, the 
old palaces of the fifteenth century, that one must 
look at in the streets of Florence. One of the 
finest was just opposite our hotel, — the Palazzo 
Strozzi, built by Cronaca; perfect in its massive- 
ness, with its iron cressets and rings, as if it had 
been built only last year. This is the palace that 
the Pitti was built to outvie (so tradition falsely 
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pretends), and to have an inner court that would 
contain it. A wonderful union is that Pitti Palace, 
of Cyclopean massiveness, with stately regularity. 
Next to the Pitti, I think, comes the Palazzo Ric- 
cardi — the house of the Medici — for size and 
splendour. Then that unique Laurentian Library, 
designed by Michael Angelo: the books ranged 
on desks in front of seats, so that the appearance 
of the library resembles that of a chapel with open 
pews of dark wood. The precious books are all 
chained to the desk ; and here we saw old manu- 
scripts of exquisite neatness, culminating in the 
Virgil of the fourth century and the Pandects, 
said to have been recovered from oblivion at 
Amalfi, but falsely so said, according to those who 
are more learned than tradition. Here, too, is a 
httle chapel covered with remarkable frescos by 
Benozzo Gozzoli. 

Grander still, in another style, is the Palazzo 
Vecchio, with its unique cortile, where the pillars 
are embossed with arabesque and floral tracery, 
making a contrast in elaborate ornament with the 
large simplicity of the exterior building. Plere 
there are precious little works in ivory by Ben- 
venuto Cellini, and other small treasures of art 
and jewellery, preserved in cabinets in one of the 
great upper chambers, which are painted all over 
with frescos, and have curious inlaid doors show- 
ing buildings or figures in wooden mosaic, such as 
is often seen in great beauty in the stalls of the 
churches. The great Council Chamber is ugly in 
its ornaments, ■ — frescos and statues in bad taste 
all round it. 

Orcagna’s Loggia de’ Lanzi is disappointing at 
the first glance, from its sombre, dirty colour; but 
its beauty grew upon me with longer contempla- 
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tion. The pillars and groins are very graceful and 
chaste in ornamentation. Among the statues that 
are placed under it there is not one I could admire, 
unless it were the dead body of Ajax with the 
Greek soldier supporting it. Gellini’s Perseus is 
fantastic. The Bargello, where we went to see 
Giotto’s frescos (in lamentable condition), was 
under repaii', but I got glimpses of a wonderful 
inner court, with heraldic carvings and stone stairs 
and gallery. 

Most of the churches in Florence are hideous on 
the outside,- — piles of ribbed brickwork awaiting 
a coat of stone or stucco,- — looking like skinned 
animals. The most remarkable exception is Santa 
Maria Novella, which has an elaborate facing of 
black and white marble. Both this church and 
San Lorenzo were under repair in the interior, 
unfortunately for us; but we could enter Santa 
Maria so far as to see Orcagna’s frescos of Para- 
dise and Hell. The Hell has been repainted, but 
the Paradise has not been maltreated in this way; 
and it is a splendid example of Orcagna’s powers, 
— far superior to his frescos in the Campo Santo 
at Pisa. Some of the female foi'ms on the lowest 
range are of exquisite grace. The splendid chapel 
in San Lorenzo, containing the tombs of the 
Medici, is ugly and heavy with all its precious 
marbles; and the world-famous statues of Michael 
Angelo on the tombs in another smaller chapel — 
the Notte, the Giorno, and the Crepuscolo — re- 
mained to us as affected and exaggerated in the 
original as in copies and casts. 

The two churches we frequented most m Flor- 
ence were Santa Croce and the Carmine. In this 
last are the great frescos of Masaccio, — chief 
among them the “ Raising of the Dead Y outh.” In 
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the other are Giotto’s frescos revealed from under 
the whitewash by which they were long covered, like 
those in the Bargello. Of these the best are the 
“ Challenge to pass through the Fire ” in the series 
representing the history of St. Francis, and the 
rising of some saint (unknown to me) from his 
tomb, while Christ extends His arms to receive 
him above, and wondering venerators look on, on 
each side. There are large frescos here of Taddeo 
Gaddi’s also, but they are not good: one sees in 
him a pupil of Giotto, and nothing more. Besides 
the frescos, Santa Croce has its tombs to attract 
a repeated visit: the tombs of Michael Angelo, 
Dante, Alfieri, and Macchiavelli. Even those 
tombs of the unknown dead under our feet, with 
their effigies quite worn down to a mere outline, 
were not without their interest. I used to feel 
my heart swell a little at the sight of the in- 
scription on Dante’s tomb, — “ Onorate Valtis- 
simo poeta” 

In the Church of the Trinita also there are valu- 
uable frescos by the excellent Domenico Ghir- 
landajo, the master of Michael Angelo. They rep- 
resent the history of St. Francis, and happily the 
best of them is in the best light: it is the death 
of St. Francis, and is full of natural feeling, with 
well-marked gradations from deepest sorrow to 
indifferent spectatorship. 

The frescos I cared for most in all Florence 
were the few of Fra Angelico’s that a donna was 
allowed to see in the Convent of San Marco. In 
the Chapter-house, now used as a guard-room, is 
a large Crucifixion, with the inimitable group of 
the fainting mother, upheld by St. John and the 
younger Mary, and clasped round by the kneel- 
ing Magdalene. The group of adoring, sorrowing 
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saints on the right hand are admirable for earnest 
truthfulness of representation. The Christ in this 
fresco is not good, but there is a deeply impressive 
original crucified Christ outside in the cloisters: 
St. Dominic is clasping the cross, and looking up- 
ward at the agonised Saviour, whose real, pale, 
calmly enduring face is quite unlike any other 
Christ I have seen. 

I forgot to mention, at Santa Maria Novella, 
the chapel, which is painted with very remarkable 
frescos by Simone Memmi and Taddeo Gaddi. 
The best of these frescos is the one in which the 
Dominicans are represented by black and white 
dogs , — Domini canes. The human groups have 
high merit for conception and lifelikeness; and 
they are admirable studies of costume. At this 
church, too, in the sacristy, is the “ Madonna della 
Stella,” ^ with an altar-step by Fra Angelico, — 
specimens of his minuter painting in oil. The 
inner part of the frame is surrouded with his lovely 
angels, with their seraphic joy and flower-garden 
colouring. 

Last of all the churches, we visited San Michele, 
which had been one of the most familiar to us on 
the outside, with its statues in niches, and its elab- 
orate Gothic windows, designed by the genius of 
Orcagna. The great wonder of the interior is 
the shrine of white marble made to receive the 
miracle-working image which fii’st caused the con- 
secration of this mundane building, originally a 
corn-market. Surely this shrine is the most won- 
derful of all Orcagna’s productions : for the beauty 
of the reliefs he deserves to be placed along with 
Nicolo Pisano, and for the exquisite Gothic design 
of the whole he is a compeer of Giotto. 

^ Now in cell No. 33 in the Museo di San Marco. 
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For variety of treasures the Uffizi Gallery is pre- 
eminent among all public sights in Florence; but 
the variety is in some degree a cause of compara- 
tive unimpressiveness, pictures and statues being 
crowded together and destroying each other’s ef- 
fect. In statuary, it has the great Niobe group; 
the Venus de Medici; the Wrestlers; the admir- 
able statue of the Knife- Sharpener, supposed to 
represent the flayer of Marsyas ; the ApoUino, and 
the Boy taking a Thorn out of his Foot; with nu- 
merous less remarkable antiques. And besides 
these, it has what the Vatican has not, — a collec- 
tion of early Italian sculpture, supreme among 
which is Giovanni di Bologna’s Mercury.^ Then 
there is a collection of precious drawings; and 
there is the cabinet of gems, quite alone in its fan- 
tastic, elaborate minuteness of workmanship in 
rarest materials ; and there is another cabinet con- 
taining ivory sculptures, cameos, intaglios, and a 
superlatively fine Niello, as well as Raffaelle por- 
celain. The pictures here are multitudinous, and 
among them there is a generous proportion of 
utterly bad ones. In the entrance gallery, where 
the early paintings are, is a great Fra Angelico, — 
a Madonna and Child, — a triptych, the two side 
compartments containing very fine figures of 
saints, and the inner part of the central frame a 
series of unspeakably lovely angels.^ Here I al- 
ways paused with longing, trying to believe that 
a copyist there could make an imitation angel good 
enough to be worth buying. Among the other 
paintings that remain with me, after my visit to 
the Ufiizi, are the portrait of Leonardo da Vinci, 
by himself; the portrait of Dante, by Filippino 

* Now in the Museo Nazionale. 

® Now in Sala Lorenzo Monaco, Uffizi. 
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Lippi U the Herodias of Luini; Titian’s Venus, 
in the Tribune; Raphael’s Madonna and Child 
with the Bird; and the portrait falsely called the 
Fornarina; the two remarkable pictures by Ri- 
dolfo Ghirlandajo, and the Salutation by Albert- 
inelli, which hangs opposite; the little piince in 
pink dress, with two recent teeth, in the next room, 
by Angelo Bronzino (No. 1155) ; the small picture 
of Christ in the Garden, by Lorenzo Credi ; Titian’s 
Woman with the Golden Hair, in the Venetian 
room; Leonardo’s Medusa head ; and Michael An- 
gelo’s ugly Holy Family, — these, at least, rise 
up on a rapid retrospect. Others are in the back- 
ground; for example, Correggio’s Madonna ador- 
ing the infant Christ in the Tribune. 

F or pictures, however, the Pitti Palace surpasses 
the Uffizi. Here the paintings are more choice 
and not less numerous. The “ Madonna della 
Sedia ” leaves me, with all its beauty, impressed 
only by the grave gaze of the Infant; but besides 
this there is another Madonna of Raphael, — per- 
haps the most beautiful of all his earlier ones, — 
the “ Madonna del Granduca,” which has the 
sweet grace and gentleness of its sisters without 
their sheep-like look. Andrea del Sarto is seen here 
in his Mghest glory of oil-painting. Thei’e are 
numerous lai'ge pictures of his, — Assumptions 
and the like, — of great technical merit; but better 
than all these I remember a Floly Family with a 
very fine St. Ann, and the portraits of hunself and 
his fatal auburn-haired wife. Of Fra Bartolom- 
meo there is a Pieta of memorable expression,^ a 

^ The only portraits of Dante in tlie Uffizi are No. 120*7, in the room 
0 }>eninff out of the Ti*ibinie, — by an unknown painter (Seuola Toscana) ; 
and No. 553, in the passage to the Pitti, —also by an unknown 
painter. 

2 No. 81. Pitti Gallery, 
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Madonna enthroned with saints, and his great St. 
Mark. Of Titian, a Marriage of St. Catherine of 
supreme beauty; a Magdalen, failing in expres- 
sion; and an exquisite portrait of the same 
woman, who is represented as Venus at the Uffizi. 
There is a remarkable group of portraits by Ru- 
bens, — himself, his brother, Lipsius, and Grotius, 

— and a large landscape by him. The only pic- 
ture of Veronese’s that I remember here is a por- 
trait of his wife when her beauty was gone. There 
is a remarkably fine sea piece by Salvator Rosa; a 
striking portrait of Aretino, and a portrait of Ve- 
salius, by Titian; one of Inghirami by Raphael; 
a delicious rosy baby, — future cardinal, — lying 
in a silken bed ; ^ a placid, contemplative young 
woman, with her finger between the leaves of a 
book, by Leonardo da Vinci ; ^ a memorable por- 
trait of Philip II. by Titian; a splendid Judith 
by Bronzino ; a portrait of Rembrandt by himself, 
&c., &c. 

Andrea del Sarto is seen to advantage at the 
Pitti Palace; but his chef-ffceuvre is a fresco, un- 
happily much worn, — the “ Madonna del Sacco,” 

— in the cloister of the Annunziata. 

For early Florentine paintings, the most inter- 
esting collection is that of the Accademia. Here 
we saw a Cimabue, which gave us the best idea of 
his superiority over the painters who went before 
him: it is a colossal Madonna enthroned. And on 
the same wall there is a colossal Madonna by 
Giotto, which is not only a demonstration that he 
surpassed his master, but that he had a clear vision 
of the noble in art. A delightful picture — very 
much restored, I fear — of the Adoration of the 

^ No, 49» by Tiberio Titti. Pitti Gallery, 

2 No. 140, Pitti Gallery, 
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Magi made me acquainted with Gentile da Fabri- 
ano. The head of J oseph in this picture is masterly 
in the delicate rendering of the expression; the 
three kings are very beautiful in conception; and 
the attendant group, or rather crowd, shows a re- 
markable combination of realism with love of the 
beautiful and splendid. 

There is a fine Domenico Ghirlandajo, — the 
“ Adoration of the Shepherds ; ” a fine Lippo 
Lippi; and an Assumption by Perugino, which I 
like well for its cherubs and angels, and for some 
of the adoring figures below. In the smaller room 
there is a lovely Pieta by Fra Amgelico; and there 
is a portrait of Fra Angelico himself by another 
artist. 

One of our drives at Florence, which I have not 
mentioned, was that to Galileo’s Tower, which 
stands conspicuous on one of the hills close about 
the town. We ascended it for the sake of looking 
out over the plain from the same spot as the great 
man looked from, moi’e than two centuries ago. 
His portrait is in the Pitti Palace, — a grave man 
with an abbreviated nose, not unlike Mr. Thomas 
Adolphus Trollope. 

One fine day near the end of our stay we made 
an expedition to Siena, — that fine old town built 
on an abrupt height overlooking a wide, wide plain. 
We drove about a couple of hours or more, and saw 
well the exterior of the place, — the peculiar piazza 
or campo in the shape of a scallop-shell, with its 
large old Palazzo publico, the Porta Ovile and 
Porta Romana, the archbishop’s palace, and the 
cemetery. Of the churches we saw only the Cathe- 
dral, the Chapel of John the Baptist, and San 
Domenico. The cathedral has a highly elaborate 
Gothic facade, but the details of the upper part are 
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unsatisfactory, — a square window in the centre 
shocks the eye, and the gables are not slim and as- 
piring enough. The interior is full of interest: 
there is the unique pavement in a sort of marble 
Niello, presenting Raffaelesque designs by Becca- 
furai, carrying out the example of the older por- 
tions, which are very quaint in their drawing; 
there is a picture of high interest in the history of 
early art, — a picture by Guido of Siena, who was 
rather earlier than Cimabue; fine carved stalls and 
screens in dark wood; and in an adjoining chapel 
a series of frescos by Pinturicchio, to which Ra- 
phael is said to have contributed designs and work- 
manship, and wonderfully illuminated old choir- 
books. The Chapel of St. John the Baptist has a 
remai'kable Gothic faqade, and a baptismal font 
inside, with reliefs ^rrought by Ghiberti and an- 
other Florentine artist. To San Domenico we 
went for the sake of seeing the famous Madonna 
by Guido da Siena: I think we held it superior to 
any Cimabue we had seen. There is a considerable 
collection of the Siennese artists at the Accademia, 
but the school had no great genius equal to Giotto 
to lead it. The Three Graces — an antique to 
which Canova’s modern triad bears a strong re- 
semblance in attitude and style — are also at the 
Accademia. 

An interesting wsit we made at Florence was to 
j^Iichael Angelo’s house, — Casa Buonarotti, — 
in the Via GhibeUina. This street is striking and 
characteristic: the houses are all old, with broad 
eaves, and in some cases with an open upper story, 
so that the roof forms a sort of pavilion supported 
on pillars. This is a feature one sees in many parts 
of Florence. Michael Angelo’s house is preserved 
with great care by his descendants, — only one 
could wish their care had not been showm in fflving 
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it entirely new furniture. However, the rooms are 
the same as those he occupied, and there are man? 
relics of his presence there, — his stick, his sword, 
and many of his drawings. In one room there is a 
very fine Titian of small size, — the principal fig- 
ure a woman fainting. 

The Last Supper — a fresco believed to be by 
Raphael — is in a room at the Egyptian Mu- 
seum.^ The figure of Peter — of which, appar- 
ently, there exist various sketches by Rajihaei’s 
hand — - is memorable. 

Things really look so threatening in the Nea- 
politan kingdom, that we begin to think ourselves 
fortunate in having got our visit done, 

Tuscany is in the highest political spirits 
lor the moment, and of course Victor 
Emanuel stares at us at every turn here, with the 
most loyal exaggeration of moustache and intelli- 
gent meaning. But we are selfishly careless about 
d5masties just now, caring more for the doings of 
Giotto and Brunelleschi than for those of Count 
Cavour. On a first journey to the greatest centres 
of art, one must be excused for letting one’s public 
spirit go to sleep a little. As for me, I am thrown 
into a state of humiliating passivity by the sight of 
the great things done in the far past: it seems as 
if life were not long enough to learn, and as if my 
own activity were so completely dwarfed by com- 
parison that I should never have courage for more 
creation of my own. There is only one thing that 
has an opposite and stimulating effect: it is the 
comparative rarity, even here, of great and truthful 
art, and the abundance of wretched imitation and 
falsity. Every hand is wanted in the world that 
can do a little genuine sincere work. 

^ No. 56 Via de Faenza, Capella di Foligno, 
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We are at the quietest hotel in Florence, having 
sought it out for the sake of getting’ clear of the 
stream of English and Americans, in which one 
finds one’s self in all the main tracks of travel, so 
that one seems at last to be in a perpetual noisy 
picnic, obliged to be civil, though with a strong 
inclination to be sullen. My i)hilanthropy rises 
several degrees as soon as we are alone. 

I am much obliged to you for writing at once, 
and so scattei'ing some clouds which had gathered 

over my mind in consequence of an indi- 

cation or two in Mr. John Blackwood’s 
2 ?tiMay,i 86 a “ Timcs ” article 

arrived on Sunday. It is written in a generous 
spirit, and with so high a degree of intelligence 
that I am rather alarmed lest the misapprehensions 
it exhibits should be due to my defective presenta- 
tion rather than to any failure on the part of the 
critic. I have certainly fulfilled my intention very 
badly if I have made the Dodson honesty appear 
“ mean and uninteresting,” or made the payment 
of one’s debts appear a contemptible virtue in com- 
parison with any sort of “ Bohemian ” qualities. 
So far as my own feeling and intention are con- 
cerned, no one class of persons or form of character 
is held up to reprobation or to exclusive admira- 
tion. Tom is painted with as much love and pity 
as JMaggie; and I am so far from hating the Dod- 
sons myself that I am rather aghast to find them 
ticketed with such very ugly ad j ectives. W e intend 
to leave this place on Friday (3d) , and in four days 
after that we shall be at Venice, — in a few days 
from that time at Milan, — and then, by a route at 
present uncertain, at Berne, where we take up Mr. 
Lewes’s eldest boy, to bring him home with us. 

We ai-e particularly happy in our weathei*, which 
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is unvaryingly fine without excessive heat. There 
has been a crescendo of enjoyment in our travels; 
for Florence, from its relation to the history of 
Modern Art, has roused a keener interest in us 
even than Rome, and has stimulated me to enter- 
tain rather an ambitious project, which I mean to 
be a secret from every one but you and Mr. John 
Blackwood. 

Any news of “ Clerical Scenes ” in its third edi- 
tion? Or has its appearance been deferred? The 
smallest details are acceptable to ignorant travel- 
lers. We are wondering what was the last good 
article in “ Blackwood,” and whether Thackeray 
has gathered up his slack reins in the “ CornhilL” 
Literature travels slowly even to this Italian 
Athens. Hawthorne’s book is not to be found here 
yet in the Tauehnitz edition. 

We left Florence on the evening of the first of 
June, by diligence, travelling all night and until 
eleven the next morning to get to Bo- 
logna. I wish we could have made that * 
journey across the Apennines by daylight, though 
in that case I should have missed certain grand 
startling effects that came to me in my occasional 
wakings. Wonderful heights and depths I saw on 
each side of us by the fading light of the evening. 
Then in the middle of the night, while the lightning 
w'as flashing and the sky was heavy with threaten- 
ing storm-clouds, I waked to find the six horses 
resolutely refusing or unable to move the diligence, 
— till at last two meek oxen were tied to the axle, 
and their added strength dragged us up the hill. 
But one of the strangest effects I ever saw was 
just before dawn, when we seemed to be high up 
on mi ghty mountains, whidi fell precipitously and 
showed us the awful pale horizon, far, far below, 

you xix — 
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The first thing we did at Bologna was to go to 
the Aceademia, where I confirmed myself in my 
utter dislike of the Bolognese school, — the Car- 
aceis and Domenichino et id gemis om ne, — and 
felt some disappointment in Raphael’s St. Cecilia. 
The pictures of Francia here, to which I had looked 
forwaixl as likely to give me a fuller and higher 
idea of him, were less pleasing to me than the 
smaller specimens of him that I had seen in the 
Dresden and other galleries. He seems to me to be 
more limited even than Perugino: but he is a faith- 
ful, painstaking painter, with a religious spirit. 
Agostino Caracci’s Communion of St. Jerome is a 
remarkable picture, with real feeling in it, — ■ an ex- 
ception among all the great pieces of canvas that 
hang beside it. Domenichino’s figure of St. J erome 
is a direct plagiarism from that of Agostino: but 
in other points the two pictures are quite diverse. 

The following morning we took a carriage, and 
were diligent in visiting the churches. San Pe- 
tronio has the melancholy distinction of an exqui- 
site Gothic fa^'ade, which is carried up only a little 
way above the arches of the doorways: the sculp- 
tures on these arches are of wonderful beauty. The 
interior is of lofty, airy, simple Gothic, and it con- 
tains some curious old paintings in the various side- 
chapels, — pre-eminent among which are the great 
frescos by the so-called Buffalmacco. The Para- 
dise is distinguished in my memory by the fact that 
the blessed are ranged in seats like the benches of 
a church or chapel. At Santa Cecilia — now used 
as a barrack or guard-room — there are two fres- 
cos by Francia, the Marriage and Burial of St. 
Cecilia, characteristic but miserably injured. At 
the great Church of San Domenico the object of 
chief interest is the tomb of the said saint by the 
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ever-to-be-honoured Niccolb Pisano. I be]ie^'e 
this tomb was his first gi’eat work, and very re- 
markable it is ; but there is nothing on it equal to 
the Nativity on the pulpit at Pisa. On this tomb 
stands a lovely angel by Michael Angelo. It is 
small in size, holding a small candlestick, and is a 
work of his youth: it shows clearly enough how 
the feeling for grace and beauty was strong in him, 
only not strong enough to wrestle with his love of 
the grandiose and powerful. 

The ugly, painful, leaning towers of Bologna 
made me desire not to look at them a second time; 
but there are fine bits of massive palatial building 
here and there in the colonnaded streets. We trod 
the court of the once famous university, where the 
arms of the various scholars ornament the walls 
above and below an interior gallery. This build- 
ing is now, as far as I could understand, a com- 
munal school, and the university is transported to 
another part of the town. 

We left Bologna in the afternoon, rested at Fer- 
rara for the night, and passed the Euganean 
Mountains on our left hand as we approached 
Padua in the middle of the next day.» 

After dinner and rest from our dusty journey- 
ing, we took a carriage and went out to see the 
town, desiring most of all to see Giotto’s Chapel. 
We paused first, how'ever, at the great Church of 
Sant’ Antonio, which is remarkable both exter- 
nally and internally. There are two side chapels 
opposite each other, which are quite unique for 
contrasted elfect. On the one hand is a chapel of 
oblong form, covered entirely with white marble 
relievi, golden lamps hanging from the roof ; while 
opposite is a chapel of the same form, covei’ed with 
frescos by Avanzi, the artist who seems to have 
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been the link of genius between Giotto and Ma- 
saccio. Close by, in a separate building, is the 
Capella di San Giorgo, also covered with Avanzi’s 
frescos; and here one may study him more com- 
pletely, because the light is better than in the 
churcii. He has quite a Veronese power of 
combining his human groups with splendid 
architecture. 

The Arena Chapel stands apart, and is ap- 
proached at present through a pretty garden. 
Here one is uninterruptedly with Giotto. The 
whole chapel was designed and painted by himself 
alone; and it is said that while he was at work on 
it, Dante lodged with him at Padua. The nave 
of the chapel is in tolerably good pi*eservation, but 
the apsis has suffered severely from damp. It is 
in this apsis that the lovely Madonna, with the 
Infant at her breast, is painted in a niche, now quite 
hidden by some altar-piece or woodwork, which 
one has to push by in order to see the tenderest bit 
of Giotto’s painting. This chapel must have been 
a blessed vision when it was fresh from Giotto’s 
hand, — the blue vaulted roof; the exquisite bands 
of which he was so fond, representing inlaid 
marble, uniting roof and w^alls and forming the 
divisions between the various frescos which cover 
the upper part of the wall. The glory of Paradise 
at one end, and the histories of Mary and Jesus on 
the two sides; and the subdued effect of the series 
of monochromes representing the Virtues and 
Vices below. 

There is a piazza with a plantation and circular 
public walk, with wnldly affected statues of small 
and great notorieties, which remains with one as a 
peculiarity of Padua. In general the town is 
merely old and shabbily Italian, without anything 
very specific in its aspect. 
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From Padua to Venice! 

It was about ten o’clock on a moonlight night — 
the 4th of June — that we found ourselves appar- 
ently on a railway in the midst of the sea: we were 
on the bridge across the Lagoon. Soon we were 
in a gondola on the Grand Canal, looking out at 
the moonlit buildings and water. What stillness! 
What beauty ! Looking dut from the high window 
of our hotel on the Grand Canal, I felt that it was 
a pity to go to bed. Venice was more beautiful 
than romances had feigned. 

And that was the impression that remained, and 
even deepened, during our stay of eight days. That 
quiet which seems the deeper because one hears the 
delicious dip of the oar (when not disturbed by 
clamorous church bells) , leaves the eye in full lib- 
erty and strength to take in the exhaustless love- 
liness of colour and form. 

We were in our gondola by nine o’clock the next 
morning, and of course the first point we sought 
was the Piazza di San Marco. I am glad to &d 
Ruskin calling the Palace of the Doges one of the 
two most perfect buildings in the world: its only 
defects, to my feeling, are the feebleness or trivial- 
ity of the frieze or cornice, and the want of length 
in the Gothic windows with which the upper wall 
is pierced. This spot is a focus of architectural 
wonders ; but the palace is the crown of them all. 
The double tier of columns and arches, with the 
rich sombreness of their finely outlined shadows, 
contrast satisfactorily with the warmth and light 
and more continuous surface of the upper part. 
Even landing on the Piazzetta, one has a sense, not 
only of being in an entirely novel scene, but one 
where the ideas of a foreign race have poured them- 
selves in without yet mingling indistinguishably 
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with the pre-existent Italian life. But this is felt 
yet more strongly when one has passed along the 
Piazzetta and arrived in front of San Marco, with 
its low^ arches and domes and minarets. But per- 
haps the most striking point to take one’s stand on 
is just in front of the white marble guard-house 
flanking the gi*eat tower, — the guard-house with 
Sansovino’s iron gates dbefore it. On the left is 
San Marco, with the tw'o square pillars from St. 
Jean d’Acre, standing as isolated trophies ; on the 
right the Piazzetta extends between the Doge’s 
Palace and the Palazzo Reale to the tall columns 
from Constantinople; and in front is the elabo- 
rate gateway leading to the white marble Scala dei 
Giganti, in the courtyard of the Doge’s Palace. 
Passing through this gateway and up this staircase, 
w'e entered the gallery w^hich surrounds the court 
on three sides, and looked down at the fine sculp- 
tured vase-like wells below. Then into the great 
Sala, surrounded with the portraits of the Doges: 
the largest oil-painting here — or perhaps any- 
where else — is the “ Gloria del Paradiso ” by Tin- 
toretto, now dark and unlovely. But on the ceiling 
is a great Paul Veronese, — the Apotheosis of 
Venice,” — which looks as fresh as if it were 
painted yesterday, and is a miracle of colour and 
composition, — a picture full of glory and joy of 
an earthly, fleshly kind, but without any touch of 
coarseness or vulgarity. Below the radiant Venice 
on her clouds is a balcony filled with upward-look- 
ing spectators; and below this gallery is a group 
of human figures with horses. Next to this Apoth- 
eosis, I admire another Coronation of Venice on the 
ceiling of another Sala, where Venice is sitting en- 
throned above the globe with her loyely face in 
half shadow, — a creature born with an imperial 
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attitude. There are other Tintorettos, Veroneses, 
and Palmas in the great halls of this palace; but 
they left me quite indifferent, and have become 
vague in my memory. From the splendours of the 
palace we crossed the Bridge of Sighs to the 
prisons, and saw the horrible dark damp cells that 
would make the saddest life in the free light and 
air seem bright and desirable. 

The interior of St. Mark’s is fuU of interest, but 
not of beauty : it is dark and heavy, and ill-suited 
to the Catholic worship, for the massive piers that 
obstruct the view everywhere shut out the sight of 
ceremony and procession, as we witnessed at our 
leisure on the day of the great procession of Corpus 
Christi. But everywhere there are relics of 
gone-by art to be studied, from mosaics of the 
Greeks to mosaics of later artists than the Zuecati; 
old marble statues, embrowned like a meerschaum 
pipe; amazing sculptures in wood; Sansovino 
doors, ambitious to rival Ghiberti’s; transpai’ent 
alabaster columns ; an ancient Madonna, hung with 
jewels, transported from St. Sophia, in Constan- 
tinople; and evei'y where the venerable pavement, 
once beautiful with its starry patterns in rich 
marble, now deadened and sunk to unevenness, like 
the mud floor of a cabin. 

Then outside, on the ai'chway of the principal 
door, there are sculptures of a variety that makes 
one renounce the study of them in despair at the 
shortness of one’s time, — blended fruits and foli- 
age, and human groups and animal forms of all 
kinds. On our fii’st morm'ng w'e ascended the great 
tow'er, and looked around on the island-city and 
the distant mountains and the distant Adriatic. 
And on the same day we went to see the Pisani 
Palace, — one of the grand old palaces that are 
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going to decay. An Italian artist who resides in 
one |)art of this palace interested us by his frank 
manner, and the glimpse we had of his domesticity 
with his pretty wife and children. After this we 
saw the Church of San Sebastiano, w^here Paul 
\"ei‘onese is buried, with his own paintings around, 
mingling their colom- with the light that falls on his 
tombstone. There is one remarkably fine painting 
of his here: it represents, I think, some Saints go- 
ing to Jklartyrdom, but apart from that explana- 
tion, is a composition fuU of vigorous, spirited fig- 
ures, in which the central ones are two young men 
lea\nng some splendid dw'elling, on the steps of 
which stands the mother, pleading and remonstrat- 
ing, ■ a marvellous figure of an old woman with 
a bare neck. 

But supreme among the pictures at Venice is the 
“ Death of Peter the Martyr,” ^ now happily re- 
moved from its original position as an altar-piece 
and placed in a good light in the saci’isty of San 
Giovanni and Paolo (or San Zani Polo, as the 
Venetians conveniently abbreviate it). In this 
picture, as in that of the Tribute-money at Dres- 
den, Titian seems to have surpassed himself, and 
to have reached as high a point in expression as in 
colour. In the same sacristy there w^as a Cruci- 
fixion by Tintoretto, and a remarkable Madonna 
with Saints by Giovanni Bellini; but we were un- 
able to look long away from the Titian to these, 
although w'e paid it five visits during our stay. It 
is near tins church that the famous equestrian 
statue stands by Verocchio. 

Santa Maria della Salute, built as an ex voto by 
the Republic on the cessation of the plague, is one 
of the most conspicuous churches in Venice, lifting 



1860] SGUOLA DI SAN ROCCO 185 

its white cupolas close on the Grand Canal, where 
it widens out towards the Giudecca. 

Here there are various Tintorettos ; but the only 
one which is not blackened so as to be unintelli- 
gible is the Cena, which is represented as a bus- 
tling supper-party, with attendants and sideboard 
accessoiies, in thoroughly Dutch fashion! The 
great scene of Tintoretto’s greatness is held to be 
the Scuola di San Rocco, of which he had the paint- 
ing entirely to himself, with his pupils; and here 
one must admire the vigour and freshness of his 
conceptions, though I saw nothing that delighted 
me in expression, and much that was preposterous 
and ugly. The Crucifixion here is certainly a 
grand work, to which he seems to have given his 
best powers ; and among the smaller designs, in 
the two larger halls, there were several of thor- 
ough originahty, — for example, the Annuncia- 
tion, where Mary is seated in a poor house, with 
a carpenter’s shop adjoining, the Nativity in the 
upper story of a stable, of which a section is made 
so as to show the beasts below, and the Flight into 
Egypt, with a very charming (European) land- 
scape. In this same building of San Rocco there 
are some exquisite iron gates, a present from 
Florence, and some singularly painstaking wood- 
carving, representing, in one compartment of 
wainscot above the seats that surrounded the 
upper hall, a bookcase filled with old books, an 
inkstand and pen set in front of one shelf a s’y 
meprendre. 

But of all Tintoretto’s paintings, the best pre- 
served, and perhaps the most complete in execu- 
tion, is the Miracle of St. Mark at the Accademia. 
We saw it the oftener because we were attracted 
to the Accademia again and again by Titian’s 
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Assmnption, whidi we placed next to Peter the 
Martyr among the pictures at Venice. 

For a thorougidy rapt expression I never saw 
anything equal to the tdrgin in this picture, and 
the expression is the more remai-kable because it 
is not assisted by the usual devices to express spirit- 
ual ecstasy, such as delicacy of feature and temper- 
ament or pale meagreness. Then what cherubs and 
angelic heads bathed in light ! The lower part of 
the picture has no interest; the attitudes are theat- 
rical; and the Almighty above is as unbeseeming 
as painted Almighties usually are : but the middle 
group fails short only of the Sistine Madonna. 

Among the Venetian painters Giovanni Bellini 
shines with a mild, serious light that gives one an 
affectionate respect towards him. In the Church 
of the Scalzi there is an exquisite Madonna by him, 
probably his chef -d’ oeuvre, — comparable to Ra- 
phael’s for sweetness. 

And Palma Vecehio, too, must be held in grate- 
ful reverence for his Santa Barbara, standing in 
calm, grand beauty above an altar in the Church 
of Santa ISIaria Formosa. It is an almost unique 
presentation of a hero-woman, standing in calm 
preparation for martyrdom, wdthout the slightest 
air of pietism, yet with the expression of a mind 
filled with serious conviction. 

IVe made the journey to Chioggia, but with 
small pleasure, on account of my illness, which con- 
tinued all day. Otherwise that long floating over 
the w'ater, with the forts and mountains looking as 
if they were suspended in the air, would have been 
very enjoyable. Of aU dreamy delights, that of 
floating in a gondola along the canals and out on 
the Lagoon is surely the greatest. We were out 
one night on the Lagoon when the sun was setting, 
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and the wide waters were flushed with the reddened 
light. I should have liked it to last for hours: it 
is the sort of scene in which I could most readily 
forget my own existence, and feel melted into the 
general life. 

Another charm of evening time was to walk up 
and down the Piazza of San Marco as the stars 
were brightening and look at the grand dim build- 
ings, and the flocks of pigeons flitting about them; 
or to walk on to the Bridge of La Paglia and look 
along the dark canal that runs under the Bridge 
of Sighs, — its blackness lit up by a gaslight here 
and there, and the plash of the oar of blackest 
gondola slowly advancing. 

One of our latest visits was to the Palazzo Mam- 
frini, where there are still the remains of a magnifi- 
cent collection of pictures, — remains still on sale. 

The young proprietor was walking about trans- 
acting business in the rooms as we passed through 
them, — a handsome, refined-looking man. The 
chief treasure left — the Entombment, by Titian 
— is perhaps a superior duplicate of the one in the 
Louvre. After this we went to a private house 
(once the house of Bianca Capello), to see a pic- 
tui'e which the joint proprietors are anxious to 
prove to be a Leonardo da Vinci, It is a remark- 
able — an unfoigettable — picture. The subject 
is the Supper at Emmaus; and the Christ, with 
open, almost tearful eyes, with loving sadness 
spread over the regular beauty of his features, is 
a masterpiece. This head is not like the Leonardo 
sketch at INIilan; and the rest of the picture im- 
pressed me strongly with the idea that it is of 
German, not Italian, origin. Again, the head is 
not like that of Leonardo’s Christ in the National 
Gallery — it is far finer, to my thinking. 



188 


VENICE TO VERONA 


[MILAN, 


Farewell, lovely Venice! and away to Verona, 
across the green plains of Lombardy, w^hich can 
hardly look tempting to an eye still filled with the 
dreamy beauty it has left behind. Yet I liked our 
sliort staj-^ at Verona extremely. The Amphi- 
theatre had the disadvantage of coming after the 
Coliseum and the Pozzuoli Amphitheatre, and 
would bear comparison with neither; but the 
Cliureh of San Zenone was equal in interest to 
almost any of the churches we had seen in Italy. 
It is a beautiful specimen of Lombard architecture, 
undisguised by any modern bai’barisms in the in- 
terior; and on the walls — now that they have been 
freed from their coat of whitewash — there are 
early frescos of high historical value, some of them 
— ajjparently of the Giotto school — showdng a re- 
markable striving after human expression. More^ 
than this, there is in one case an imder layer of 
yet older frescos, partly laid bare, and showing 
the lower part of figures in mummy-like degrada- 
tion of drawing; while above these are the upper 
portion of the later figures in striking juxtaposi- 
tion with the dead art from which they had sprung 
with the vitality of a hidden germ. There is a 
very fine crypt to the church, where the fragments 
of some ancient [statue] are built in wrong way 
upwards. 

This was the only church we entered at Verona; 
for we contented ourselves with a general view of 
the town, driving about to get coups dfoeil of the 
fine old walls, the river, the bridges, and surround- 
ing hills, and mounting up to a high terrace for 
the sake of a bird’s-eye view: this, with a passing 
sight of the famous tombs of the Scaligers, was all 
gathered in our four or five hours at Verona. 

Heavy rain came on our way to Milan, putting 
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an end to the brilliant weather we had enjoj’-ed 
ever since our arrival at Naples. The line of road 
lies through a luxuriant country, and I remember 
the picturesque appearance of Bergamo, — half of 
it on the level, half of it lifted up on the green hill. 

In this second visit of mine to Milan, my great- 
est pleasures were the Brera Gallexy and the Am- 
brosian Library, neither of which I had seen before. 
The Cathedral no longer satisfied my eye in its 
exterior ; and though the interior has very grand 
effects, there are still disturbing elements. 

At the Ambrosian Library we saw MSS. sur- 
passing in interest any even of those we had seen 
in the Laurentian Library at Florence, — illumi- 
nated books, sacred and secular, — a little Koran, 
rolled up something after the fashion of a measur- 
ing-tape, — private letters of Tasso, Galileo, Lu- 
ci’ezia Boi’gia, &c., — and a book full of Leonardo 
da Vinci’s engineering designs. Then upstairs, in 
the picture-gallery, we saw a delicious Holy Family 
by Luini, of marvellous perfection in its execution, 
the Cartoon for Raphael’s “ School of Athens,” 
and a precious collection of drawings by Leonardo 
da Vinci and Michael Angelo. Among Leonardo’s 
are amazingly grotesque faces, full of humour; 
among Michael Angelo’s is the sketch of the un- 
fortunate Biagio, who figures with asses’ ears in 
the lower corner of the “ Last Judgment.” 

At the Brera, among a host of pictures to which 
I was indifferent, there were several things that 
delighted me, — some of Luini’s frescos, especially 
the burial or transportation of the bodj*^ of St. 
Catherine by angels; some single figures of young 
cherubs, and Joseph and Mary going to their Mai*- 
riage; the drawing in pastel by Leonardo of the 
Christ’s head, supposed to be a study for the Cena; 
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the Luini Madonna among trellises, — an exquis- 
ite oil-painting; Gentile Bellini’s picture of St. 
IMark preaching at Alexandria; and the Sposa- 
lizio by Raphael. 

xlt the Church of San Maurizio IMaggiore we 
saw Luini’s power tested by an abundant oppor- 
tunity. The walls ax’e almost covered with frescos 
by Iiini: but the only remarkable felicity he has is 
his female figures, winch are eminently graceful. 
He has not power enough for a composition of any 
high character. 

We visited, too, the interesting old Church of 
Sant’ Ambrogio, with its court surrounded by 
cloisters, its old sculptured pulpit, chair of St, 
Ambrose, and illuminated choir-books; and we 
drove to look at the line of old Roman columns, 
which are almost the solitary remnant of antiquity 
left in this ancient city, — ancient, at least, in its 
name and site. 

W e left Milan for Como on a fine Sunday morn- 
ing, and arrived at beautiful Bellagio by steamer 
in the evening. Here we spent a delicious day, 
— going to the Villa Somma Riva in the morning, 
and in the evening to the Serbellone Gardens, from 
the heights of which we saw the mountain peaks 
reddened with the last rays of the sun. The next 
day we reached lovely Chiavenna, at the foot of 
the Spliigen Pass, and spent the evening in com- 
pany with a glorious mountain torrent, mountain 
peaks, huge boulders, with rippling miniature tor- 
rents and lovely young flowers among them, and 
grassy heights with rich Spanish chestnuts shadow- 
ing them. Then, the next morning, we set off by 
post and climbed the almost perpendicular heights 
of the Pass,' — chiefly in heavy rain that would 
hai'dly let us discern; the patches of snow when we 
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reached the tableland of the summit. About five 
o’clock we reached grassy Spliigen, and felt that 
we had left Italy behind us. Already our driver 
had been German for the last long post, and now 
we had come to an hotel where host and waiters 
Avere German. Swiss houses of dark wood, out- 
side staircases and broad eaves, stood on the steep, 
green, and flowery slope that led up to the water- 
fall; and the hotel and other buildings of masonry 
were thoroughly German in their aspect. In the 
ei'-ening we enjoyed a walk between the mountains, 
whose lower sides doivn to the torrent bed were 
set with tall dark pines. But the climax of grand 
- — nay, terrible — scenery came the next day as 
Ave traversed the Via Mala. 

After this came open green valleys, with dotted 
white churches and homesteads. We AA^ere in SAvit- 
zerland, and the mighty wail of the Vaitelline Alps 
shut us out from Italy on the 21st of June. 

Your letter to Florence reached me duly, and I 
feel as if I had been rather unconscionable m ask- 
ing for another befoi-e our return; but Letter to josn 
to us who haA-e been seeing ncAV things 
CA^ery day, a month seems so long a space 
of time that aa'c can’t help fancying there must 
be a gi'eat accumulation of news for us at the 
end of it. 

We had hoped to be at home by the 25th; but 
Ave Avere so enchanted with Venice that Ave A\’ere 
seduced into staying there a Avhole Aveek instead 
of three or four daA’'s, and now Ave must not rob 
the boys of their two days’ holiday Avith us. 

We have had a wonderful journey. From Flor- 
ence we went to Bologna, Ferrara, and Padua on 
our way to Venice; and from Venice Ave liaA'e 
come by Verona, Milan, and Como, and across the 
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Spliigen to Zurich, where we spent yesterday 
chiefly in the company of Moleschott the physiol- 
ogist, — an interview that has helped to sharpen 
Mr. Lewes’s appetite for a return to his micro- 
scope and dissecting-table. W^e ought to be for 
ever ashamed of ourselves if we don’t work the 
better for this great holiday. We both feel im- 
mensely enriched with new ideas and new veins of 
interest. 

I don’t think I can ventm*e to tell you what my 
great project is by letter, for I am anxious to keep 
it a secret. It will require a great deal of study 
and labour, and I am athirst to begin. 

As for “ The Mill,” I am in repose about it, now 
I know it has found its way to the great public. 
Its comparative rank can only be decided after 
some years have passed, when the judgment upon 
it is no longer influenced by the recent enthusiasm 
about “Adam,” and by the fact that it has the 
misfortune to be written by me iiistead of by Mr. 
Liggins. I shall like to see Bulwer’s criticism, if 
you will be kind enough to send it me; but I par- 
ticularly wish not to see any of the newspaper 
articles. 
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SUMMARY OP CHAPTER X 


MARCH TO JUNE, 1860. — FIRST JOURNEY TO ITALY 

Crossing: Mont Cenis by night in diligence — Turin — Sees Count Ca- 
vour — Genoa — Leghorn — Fisa — Civita Vecchia — Disappointment 
with first sight of Rome — Better spirits after \isit to Capitol — View from 
Capitol “--roints most struck with in Rome — Sculpture at Capitol — 
Sculpture at Vatican first seen by torchlight — St. Peter's — Other churclies 
— Sistine Chapel ~~ Paintings — Illumination of St. Peter’s — Disap 

g )intment with Michael Angelo’s Moses Visits to artists’ studios — 
iedel and Overbeck — Famfili Doria Gardens — Frascati — Tivoli — 
Pictures at Capitol — Lateran Museum — Shelley’s and Keats’s graves 
— Letter to Mrs. Congreve — Pope’s blessing — Easter ceremonies — 
Letter to M, Dhllbert — From Rome to Naples — Description — Museo 
Borbonico — Visit to Pompeii — Solemnity of street of tombs — Letter 
to Mrs. Congreve — From Naples to Salerno and Pmstum- — Temple of 
Vesta — ■ Temple of Neptune fulfils expectations — Amalfi — Drive to 
Sorrento ^ — Back to Naples — By steamer to Leghorn — To Florence — 
Views from Fiesole and Beliosguardo — The Duomo — Baptistery — 
Palaces — Churches — Dante’s tomb — Frescos — Pictures at the Uffissi 
— Pictures at the Pitti — Pictures at the Accademia — Expedition to Siena 
— Back to Florence — Michael Angelo’s house — Letter to Blackwood — 
Dwarfing effect of the past — Letter to Major Blackwood on “Times” 
criticism of “The Mill on the Floss,” and first mention of an Ihilian novel 
— Leave Florence for Bologna — Churches and pictures — To Padua by 
Ferrara — The Arena Chapel — Venice by moonlight — Doge’s Palat'e — 
St. Mark’s — Pictures — &uoIa di San Rocco — Accademia — Gondola 
to Chioggia — From Venice to Verona — Milan — Brera Gallery ^ and 
Ambrosian Library — Disappointment witii Cathedral — Bellagio — 
Over Splugen to Switeerland — Letter to Blackwood — Saw Moleschott 
at Zurich — Home by Berne and Geneva. 
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CHAPTER XI 



"jrXJLY 1. — We found ourselves at home 
/ again, after three months of delightful 
travel. From Berne we brought our eldest 
boy Charles, to begin a new period in his life, after 
four years at Hofwyl. During our absence “ The 
. Mill on the Floss” came out (April 4!), 

and achieved a greater success than T 
had ever hoped for it. The subscription was 3600 
(the number originally printed was 4000) ; and 
shortly after its appearance, Mudie having de- 
manded a second thousand, Blackwood commenced 
striking off 2000 more, making 6000. While we 
were at Florence I had the news that these 6000 
w'ere all sold, and that 500 more were being pre- 
pared. From all we can gather, the votes are 
leather on the side of “ The Mill ” as a better book 
than “Adam.” 

We reached home by starlight at one o’clock 
this morning; and I write in haste, fear, and 
tetter to trembling lest you should already be 

gone to Surrey. You know what I 
iseo. should like, — that you and your hus- 

band should come to us the first day possible, nam- 
ing any hour and conditions. We would arrange 
meals and everything else as would best suit you. 
Of course I w'ould willingly go to London to see 
you, if you could not come to me. But I fear lest 
neither plan should be practicable, and lest this 
letter should have to be sent after you. It is from 
your note only that I have learned your loss.^ It 

* Death of Madame Bodichon’s father. 


ULY 

again 


Joamai, i860. 
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has made me think of you with the sense that there 
is more than ever a common fund of ex]>erience 
between us. But I w'dl write nothing more noiv. 
I am almost ill with fatigue, and have only courage 
to write at all, because of my anxiety not to miss 
you. 

Affectionate regards from both of us to both of 
you. 

I opened your letters and parcel a little after one 
o’clock on Sunday morning, for that was the un- 
seasonable hour of our return from our , „ ■ 
long, long journey. Yesterday was al- saraH^nB|iY 
most entirely employed in feeling very 
weary indeed, but this morning we are attacking 
the heap of small duties that always lie before one 
after a long, absence. 

It is pleasant to see your book ^ fairly finished 
after all delays and anxieties; but I will say noth- 
ing to you about that untU I have read it. I shall 
read it the first thing before plunging into a course 
of study which will take me into a different region 
of thought. 

We have had an unspeakably delightful jour- 
ney, — one of those journeys that seem to divide 
one’s fife in two, by the new ideas they suggest 
and the new veins of interest they open. We went 
to Geneva, and spent two days with my old kind 
friends the D’ Alberts, — 'a real pleasure to me, 
especially as Mr. Lewes was delighted with 
“ Maman,” as I used to call Madame D’Albert. 
She is as bright and upright as ever; the ten years 
have only whitened her hair, — a change which 
makes her face all the softer in colomnng. 

We did not reach home till past midnight on 
Saturday, when you, I suppose, had already be- 

I “thoughts ill Aid of Faith.” 
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come used to the comfort of having fairly got 
through your London season. Self-interest, 

lettertojoim Understood of course, prompts 

staSviwtSi US to a few virtuous actions in the way 
jniy,i86o. letter-wl'iting to let the few people 

we care to hear from know at once of our where- 
abouts ; and you are one of the first among the 
few. 

At Berne Mr. Lewes supped with Professors 
Valentin and Schiff , two highly distinguished 
physiologists, and I was much delighted to find 
how much attention and interest they had given 
to his views in the “ Physiology of Common Life.” 

A French translation of “Adam Bede,” by a 
Genevese gentleman ^ well known to me, is now in 
the press; and the same translator has undertaken 
“The Mill on the Floss.” He appears to have 
rendered “ Adam ” with the most scrupulous care. 
I think these are all the incidents we gathered on 
our homeward journey that are likely to interest 
you. 

Here, then, is the lock of hair which, now it is 
severed from its companions, may be mistaken for 
tetter to & iock from some youthful head, full of 

3 d brightest hopes. My hopes, you know, 
jniy.isoo. never very bright, even in my 

youthful days, and it was always my fears that 
painted my future for me. That has, at least, 
saved me from some disappointment and has 
brought me some unexpected joys in life. For 
instance, I had never \'^entured to hope that you 
would bear me so tenderly in your mind through 
long years, and gladden my heart by such strong 
sympathy as your eyes and voice assured me of 
during our short stay with you. 

* M. D’Albert.. 
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Very few things have happened to me, apart 
from my domestic life, that have cheered me more 
than the feeling that you and M. D’Albert are 
woven into my outward practical existence, no 
longer as mere memories, however cherished, but 
as actual breathing friends, ready to share my 
thoughts and help me with your encouraging 
words. I will say nothing to you on the subject 
of Mr. Lewes’s letter to M. D’Albert, because I 
am sure you know all the feeling that is implied 
in the wish he has expressed on behalf of us both. 
I am rather weighed down with anxiety now, dear 
Maman, and find life, even in the middle of my 
many blessings, still a difficult and sometimes a 
toilsome journey. I have always to struggle 
against a selfish longing for repose. 

You will write to me, I know, and tell me now 
and then how it fares with you. It is doubly 
pleasant to read details about a friend’s life when 
we know just how she looks, and where she sits 
through long, quiet days. ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

I fear I gave very feeble signs of the gratitude 
I felt towards you for your affectionate reception 
of me and mine, and all the delicate attentions you 
showed us. All speech was difficult to me just 
then, and especially on matters of feeling. Never- 
theless, I have confidence that you interpreted me 
more kindly than any even of my unexpressed 
feelings deserved, and that you believe in me as 
your always true and grateful. 

I have finished my first rather rapid reading of 
your book, and now' I thank you for it: 
not merely for the special gift of the 
volume and inscription, but for that of 
which many others will share the benefit with me, 
— the “ thoughts ” themselves. 
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So far as my reading in English books of similar 
character extends, yours seems to me quite unpar- 
alleled in the largeness and insight with which it 
estimates Christianity as an “organised experi- 
ence,” — a grand advance in the moral develop- 
ment of the race. 

I especially delight in the passage, p. 105, be- 
ginning, “ And how can it be otherwise,” and end- 
ing with, “ formal rejection of it.” ^ On this and 
other supremely interesting matters of thought, 
— perhaps I should rather say of experience, — 
your book has shown me that we are much nearer 
to each other than I had supposed. At p. 174, 
again, there is a passage beginning, “ These senti- 
ments,” and ending with “heroes,”® w^hich, for 

“And how can it be otherwise than real to us, this belief that has 
nourished the souls of us all, and seems to have moulded actually anew 
their internal constitution, as w'eD as stored them up with its infinite variety 
of external interests and associations I What other than a very real thing 
has it been in the life of the world, — sprung out of, and again causing to 
spring forth, such volumes of human emotion, — making a current, as it 
were, of feeling, that has drawn within its own sphere all the moral vitality 
of so many ages ! In all this reality of influence there is indeed the testi- 
mony of Christianity ha\dng truly formed an integral portion of the organic 
life of hunianit}-. The regarding it as a mere excrescence, the product of 
morbid fanatical humours, is a reaction of judgment, that, it is to be hoped, 
%vill soon lye, seen on all hands to be in no way implied of necessity in the 
formal rejection of it.” — “Thoughts in Aid of Faith,” p. 105. 

® “ These sentiments, which are born within us, slumbering as it were 
in our nature, ready to be awakened into action immediately they are roused 

hint of corresponding circumstances, are drawn out of the whole of pre- 
\ious human existence. They constitute our treasured inheritance out of 
all tlie life that has l^een lived before us, to which no age, no human being 
who has trod the earth and laid himself to rest, with ail his mortal burden, 
upon her maternal lx)som, has failed to add his contribution. No genera- 
tion has ha<i its engrossing conflict, sorely battling out the triumphs of 
mind over materia! force, and through forms of monstrous abortions con- 
current with its birth, too hideous for us now to bear in contemplation, 
moulding the early intelligence by every struggle, and winning its gradual 
powers, no single soul has borne itself through its personal trial, — with- 
out bequeathing to us of its fruit There is not a religious thought that we 
take to ourselves for secret comfort In our time of grief, that has not been 
distilled out of tiie multiplicity of the hallowed tears of mankind ; not an 
animating idea is there for our fainting courage that has not gathered its 
inspiration from tlie bravery of the myriad armies of the world’s heroes.*' — 
“Thoughts in Aid of Faith,’* 'p* ■-174., , 
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me, expresses the one-half of true human piety. 
That thought is one of my favourite altars where 
I oftenest go to contemplate, and to seek for 
invigorating motive. 

Of the work as a whole I am quite incompetent 
to judge on a single cursory reading. I admire 
— I respect — the breadth and industr}’^ of mind it 
exhibits ; and I should be obliged to give it a more 
thorough study than I can afford at present before 
I should feel warranted to urge, in the light of a 
criticism, my failure to perceive the logical con- 
sistency of your language in some parts w'ith the 
position you have adopted in others. In many 
instances your meaning is obscure to me, or at 
least lies wrapped up in more folds of abstract 
phraseology than I have the courage or the indus- 
try to open for myself, I think you told me that, 
some one had found your treatment of great ques- 
tions “ cold-blooded.” I am all the more delighted 
to find, for my own part, an unusual fulness of 
sympathy and heart experience breathing through- 
out your book. The ground for that epithet per- 
haps lay in a certain professorial tone which could 
hardly be avoided, in a work filled with criticism 
of other people’s theories, except by the adoption 
of a simply personal style of presentation, in which 
you would have seemed to be looking up at the 
oracles, and trying to reconcile their doctrines for 
your o^m behoof, instead of appearing to be seated 
in a chair above them. But you considered your 
o\^m plan more thoroughly than any one else can 
have considered it for you ; and I have no doubt 
you had good reasons for preferring the more 
impersonal style, 

Mr. Lewes sends his kind regards, and when Du 
Bois Re 3 nmond’s book on Johannes Muller, with 
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other preoccupations of a like thrilling kind, no 
longer stand in the way, he will open Ms copy of 
the “ Thoughts in Aid of Faith.” He has felt a 
new interest aroused towards it since he has learned 
something about it from me and the reviewer in 
the “Westminster.” 

JMadame Bodichon, who was here the other day, 
told me that Miss Nightingale and Miss Julia 
Smith had mentioned their pleasure in your boob; 
but you will hear further news of all that from 
themselves. 

I return Sir Edward Lytton’s critical letter, 
which I have read with much interest. On two 
, points I recognise the justice of his 
Hactwsoa, »ai criticism. First, that Maggie is made 

July, I860. ’ . . „ 

to appear too passive in the scene ot 
quarrel in the Red Deeps. If my book were still 
in BIS., I should — noiv that the defect is sug- 
gested to me — alter, or rather expand, that scene. 
Secondly, that the tragedy is not adequately pre- 
pared. This is a defect which I felt even while 
%^Titing the third volume, and have felt ever since 
the BIS. left me. The Epische Breite into which I 
was beguiled by love of my subject in the two first 
volumes, caused a want of proportionate fulness 
m the treatment of the third, which I shall always 
regret. 

The other chief point of criticism — Maggie’s 
position towards Stephen — is too vital a part of 
my whole conception and purpose for me to be con- 
verted to the condemnation of it. If I am wrong 
there, — if I did not really know what my heroine 
would feel and do under the circumstances in which 
I deliberately placed her, — I ought not to have 
written this book at all, but quite a different 
book, if any. If the ethics of art do not admit- 
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the truthful presentation of a chai-aeter essen- 
tially noble, but liable to great error, — error 
that is anguish to its own nobleness, — then, it 
seems to me, the ethics of art are too narrow, and 
must be widened to correspond with a widening 
psychology. 

But it is good for me to know how my tendencies 
as a writer clash with the conclusions of a highly 
accomplished mind, that I may be w'arned into ex- 
amining well whether my discordance with those 
conclusions may not arise rather from an idio- 
syncrasy of mine than from a conviction which is 
argumentatively justifiable. 

I hope you will thank Sir Edward on my behalf 
for the trouble he has taken to put his criticism 
into a form specific enough to be useful. I feel 
his taking such trouble to be at once a tribute and 
a kindness. If printed criticisms were usually 
written with only half the same warrant of knowl- 
edge, and wdth an equal sincerity of intention, 
I should read them without fear of fruitless 
annoyance. 

The little envelope with its address of “ Marian ” 
w^as very welcome, and as Mr. Lewes is sending 
what a Malapropian friend once called 
a “ missile ” to Sara, I feel inclined to 
slip in a word of gratitude, — less for 
the present than for the past goodness, which came 
back to me Avith keener remembrance than ever 
when we were at Genoa and at Como, — the places 
I first saw with you. How wretched I was then, 
— how peevish, how utterly morbid! And how 
kind and forbearing you were under the oppression 
of my company! I slpuld like you now and then 
to feel happy in the thought that you were always 
perfectly good to me. That I was not good to 
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you, is my own disagreeable affair: the bitter taste 
of that fact is mine, not yours. 

Don’t you remember Bellagio? It is hardly 
altered much except in the hotels, which the eleven 
years have wondrously multiplied and bedizened 
for the accommodation of the English. But if 
I begin to recall the things we saw in Italy, I shah, 
write as long a letter as Mr. Lewes’s, which, by-the- 
bye, now I ha^'^e read it, seems to be something of 
a “ missile ” in another sense than the Malapropian. 
But Sara is one of the few people to whom candour 
is acceptable as the highest ti-ibute. And private 
criticism has more chance of being faithful than 
public. We must have mercy on critics who are 
obliged to make a figure in printed pages. They 
must by aU means say striking things. Either we 
should not read printed criticisms at all (I don’t), 
or we should read them with the constant remem- 
brance that they are a fugitive kind of work which, 
in the present stage of human nature, can rarely 
engage a very high grade of conscience or abil- 
ity. The fate of a book, which is not entirely 
ephemeral, is never decided by journalists or re- 
viewers of any but an exceptional kind. Tell 
Sara her danmation — - if it ever comes to pass — 
will be quite independent of Nationals and West- 
minsters. Let half-a-dozen competent people read 
her book, and an opinion of it will spread quite 
apai't from either praise or blame in reviews and 
newspapers. 

Our big boy is a great delight to us, and makes 
our home doubly cheery. It is very sweet as one 
letter to Mre. gets old to have some young life about 
one. He is quite .a passionate musician, 
and we play Beethoven duets with in- 
creasing appetite every evening. The opportunity 
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of hearing some inspiring music is one of the chief 
benefits we hope for to counterbalance our loss of 
the wide common and the fields. 

We shall certainly I'ead the parts you suggest in 
the “ Education of the Feelings,” ' and I daresay 
I shall read a good deal more of it, liking 
to turn over the leaves of a book whicjh I 
read first in our old drawing-room at 
Foleshill, and then lent to my sister, who, with 
a little air of maternal experience, pronounced it 
“ very sensible.” 

There is so much that I want to do every day, 
— I had need cut myself into four women. We 
have a great extra interest and occupation just 
now in our big boy Charley, who is looking forward 
to a Government examination, and wants much 
help and sympathy in music and graver things. 
I think we are quite peculiarly blest in the fact 
that this eldest lad seems the most entirely lovable 
human animal of seventeen and a half that I ever 
met wdth or heard of ; he has a sweetness of dispo- 
sition which is saved from weakness by a I’emark- 
able sense of duty. 

We are going to let our present house, if pos- 
sible, — that is, get rid of it altogether on account 
of its inconvenient situation: other projects are 
still in a floating, unfixed condition. The water 
did not look quite so green at Como, — perhaps, as 
your remark suggests, because there was a less 
vivid green to be reflected from my personality 
as I looked down on it. I am eleven years 
nearer to the sere and yellow leaf, and my feel- 
ings are even more autumnal than my years. I 
have read no reviews of the “ Mill on the Floss ” 
except that in the “ Times,” which Blackwood 

* “Education of the Feelings.” By Charles Bray. Published 18S9. 
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sent me to Florence. I abstain not from super- 
ciliousness, but on a calm consideration of the 
probable proportion of benefit on the one hand, 
and waste of thought on the other. It was cer- 
tain that in the notices of my first book, after the 
removal of my incognito, there would be much 
ea? post factq wdsdom, which could hardly profit 
me since I certamly knew who I was beforehand, 
and knew also that no one else knew who had not 
been told. 

We are quite uncertain about our plans at pres- 
ent. Our second boy, Thornie, is going to leave 

letter to csas Hofwyl, and to be placed in some more 
Brayrista ‘ expensive position, in order to the carry- 
mg on of ms education in a more com- 
plete way, so that we are thinking of avoiding for 
the present any final establishment of ourselves, 
which would necessarily be attended with addi- 
tional outlay. Besides, these material cares draw 
rather too severely on my strength and spirits. 
But until Charlie’s career has taken shape we frame 
no definite projects. 

If Cara values the article on Strikes in the 
“ Westminster Review,” she will be interested to 
know — if she has not heard it already 
— that the writer is blind. I dined with 
' him the other week, and could hardly 
keep the tears back as I sat at table with him. Yet 
he is cheerful and animated, accepting with gi*ace- 
ful quietness all the minute attentions to liis wants 
that his blindness calls forth. His name is Faw- 
cett, and he is a Fellow of Trinity Hall, Cam- 
bridge. I am sitting for my portrait — for the 
last time, I hope^ — to Lawrence, the artist who 
drew that chalk-head of Thackeray, which is 
familiar to you. 
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I know you will rejoice with us that Charley 
has won his place at the Post Office, having been 
at the head of the list in the examina- leaerto 
tion. The dear lad is fairly launched 
in life now. 

I am thorouglily vexed that we didn’t go to 
Lawrence’s to-day. We made an effort, but it 
was raining too hard at the only time 
that would serve us to i*each the train. c ton,jsata^ ay 
That comes of our inconvenient situa- m«)- 
tion, so far off the railway; and alas! no one comes 
to take our house off our hands. W e may be forced 
to stay here after aU. 

One of the things I shall count upon, if ^ve are 
able to get nearer London, is to see more of your 
schools and other good works. That would help 
me to do without the fields for many months of the 
year, 

I am very sorry that anything I ha\^e written 
should have pained you. That, certainly, is the 
result I should seek most to avoid in the 
very slight communication which we are saraHcimeu, 
able to keep up, — necessarily under ex- 
tremely imperfect acquaintance with each other’s 
present self. 

My first letter to you about your book, after 
having read it through, was as simple and sincere 
a statement of the main impressions it had pro- 
duced on me, as I knew how to write in few words. 
My second letter, in which I unhappily used a for- 
mula in order to express to you, in briefest phrase, 
my difficulty in discerning the justice of your ana- 
logical argument, as I understood it, was written 
from no other impulse than the desire to show you 
that I did not neglect your abstract just sent to 
me. The said formula was entirely deprived of its 
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application by the statement in your next letter, 
that you used the word “ essence ” in another sense 
than the one hitherto received in philosophical writ- 
ing, on the question as to the nature of our knowl- 
edge; and the explanation given of your meaning- 
in your last letter shows me — unless I am plung- 
ing into further mistake— - that you mean nothing 
but what I fully believe. My offensive formula 
was written under the supposition that your con- 
clusion meant something which it apparently did 
not mean. It is probable enough that I was 
stupid; but I should be distressed to think that the 
discipline of life had been of so little use to me as to 
leave me with a tendency to leap at once to the atti- 
tude of a critic, instead of trying first to be a learner 
from eveiy book written with sincere labour. 

Will you tell Mr. Bray that we are quitting our 
present house in order to be nearer town for Char- 
lie’s sake, who has an appointment in the Post 
Office, and our time will be arduously occupied dur- 
ing the next few weeks in arrangements to that end, 
so that our acceptance of the pleasant proposition to 
visit Sydenham for a while is impossible. We have 
advertised for a house near Regent’s Park, having 
just found a gentleman and lady ready to take 
our present one off our hands. They want to come 
in on quarter-day, so that we have no time to spare. 

I have been reading this morning for my spii-- 
itual good Emerson’s “ Man the Reformer,” which 
comes to me with fresh beauty and meaning. My 
heart goes out -with venerating gratitude to that 
mild face, which I daresay is smiling on some one 
as beneficently as it one day did on me years and 
years ago. 

Do not write again about opinions on large 
questions, dear Sara. The liability to mutual mis- 
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conception which attends such correspondence — 
especially in my case, who can only write with brev- 
ity and haste — makes me dread it greatly; and 
I think there is no benefit derivable to you to com- 
pensate for the presence of that dread in me. You 
do not know me well enough as I am (according to 
the doctrine of development which you have your- 
self expounded), to have the materials for inter- 
preting my imperfect expressions. 

I think you would spare yourself some pain if 
you would attribute to your friends a larger com- 
prehension of ideas, and a larger acquaintance with 
them, than you appear to do. I should imagine 
that many of them, or at least some of them, share 
with you, much more fully than you seem to sup- 
pose, in the interest and hope you derive from the 
doctrine of development, with its geometrical pro- 
gression ibwards fuller and fuller being. Surely 
it is a part of human piety we should all cultivate, 
not to form conclusions, on slight and dubious evi- 
dence, as to other people’s “ tone of mind,” or to 
regard particular mistakes as a proof of general 
moral incapacity to understand us. I suppose such 
a tendency (to large conclusions about others) is 
part of the original sin we are all born with, for I 
have continually to cheek it in myself. 

I think I must tell you the secret, though I am 
distrusting my power to make it grow into a pub- 
lished fact. When we were in Florence, j„iu, 
I was rather fired with the idea of writ- 
mg a historical romance, — scene, F lor- 
ence; period, the close of the fifteenth century, 
which was marked by Savonarola’s career and mar- 
tyrdom. Mr. Lewes has encouraged me to perse- 
vere in the project, saying that I should probably 
dp something in historical romance rather different 
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in character ft’om what has been done before. But 
I want first to write another English story, and the 
plan I should like to carry out is this: to publish 
my next English novel when my Italian one is ad- 
vanced enough for us to begin its publication a 
few months afterwards in “ Maga.” It would ap- 
pear without a name in the Magazine, and be sub- 
sequently reprinted with the name of “George 
Eliot.” I need not tell you the wherefore of this 
plan. You know well enough the received phrases 
with which a writer is greeted when he does some- 
thing else than what was expected of him. But 
just now I am quite without confidence in my 
future doings, and almost repent of having formed 
conceptions which will go on lashing me now until 
I have at least tried to fulfil them. 

I am going to-day to give my last sitting to 
Lawrence, and we were counting on tSe Major’s 
coming to look at the portrait and judge of it. I 
hope it will be satisfactory, for I am quite set 
against going through the same process a second 
time. 

We are a little distracted just now with the pros- 
pect of removal from our present house, which some 
obliging people have at last come to take off our 
hands. 

My fingers have been itching to 'vvi'ite to you for 
the last week or more, but I have waited and 
letter toMa- Waited, hoping to be able to tell you that 
we had decided on our future house. 
I860. rpjjjg evening, how'ever, I have been 

I'eading your description of Algiers, and the de- 
sire to thank you for it moves me too strongly 
to be resisted. It is admirably written, and makes 
me see the country. I am so glad to think of the 
deep draughts of life you get from being able to 
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spend half your life in that fresh grand scenery. 
It must make London and English green fields 
all the more enjoyable in their turn. 

As for us, we are preparing to renounce the de- 
lights of roving, and to settle down quietly, as old 
folks should do, for the benefit of the young ones. 
We have let our present house. ■ 

Is it not cheering to have the sunshine on the 
corn, and the prospect that the poor people will 
not have to endure the suffering that comes on 
them from a bad harvest? The fields that were 
so sadly beaten down a little while ago on the way 
to town are now standing in fine yellow shocks. 

I wish you could know how much we felt your 
kindness to Charley. He is such a dear good fel- 
low that nothing is thrown away upon him. 

Write me a scrap of news about yourself, and 
tell me how you and the doctor are enjoying the 
country. I shall get a breath of it in that way. I 
think I love the fields and shudder at the streets 
more and more every month. 

Sept. 27. — To-day is the third day we have 
spent in our new home hem at 10 Harewood 
Square. It is a furnished house, in 
which we do not expect to stay longer 
than six months at the utmost. Since our return 
from Italy I have written a slight tale, “ Mr. 
David Faux, Confectioner” (“Brother Jacob”) 
— w’hich G. thinks worth printing. 

The precious cheque arrived safely to-day. I 
am much obliged to you for it, and also for the 
offer to hasten further payments. I better to joim 
have no present need of that accommo- 
dation, as we have given up the idea 
of buying the house which attracted us, dreading 
a step that might fetter us to town, or to a more 

VOL* 3CIX-*-14 
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expensive mode of living than might ultimately be 
desirable. I hope Mr. Lewes will bring us back 
a good report of Major Blackwood’s progress 
tow'ards re-established health. In default of a 
visit from him, it was very agreeable to have him 
represented by his son,^ who has the happy talent 
of making a morning call one of the easiest, pleas- 
antest things in the world, 

I wonder if you know who is the writer of the 
article in the “ North British,” in which I am 
reviewed along with Hawthorne. Mr. Lewes 
brought it for me to read this morning, and it is 
so unmixed in its praise that if I had any friends 
I should be imeasy lest a friend should have 
written it. 

Since there is no possibility of my turning in to 
see you on my walk as m the old days, I cannot 

tetter to Mra. without Writing to tell you my 

i6th regret that I missed you when you came. 

In changing a clearer sky for a foggy 
one, we have not changed our habits, and we walk 
after lunch as usual; but I should like very much 
to stay indoors any day with the expectation of 
seeing you, if I could know beforehand of' yom* 
coming. It is rather sad not to see your face at 
ail from week to week, and I hope you know that 
I feel it so. But I am ahvays afraid of falling 
into a disagreeable urgency of invitation, since we 
have nothing to offer beyond the familiar well- 
worn entertainment of our own society. I hope 
you and Mr. Congreve are quite well now and free 
from cares. Emily, I suppose, is gone with the 
sxmshine of her face to Coventry. There is sadly 
little sunshine except that of young faces just 
now^ Still we are flourishing in spite of damp 

^ Mr. Wiifiam Blackwood. 
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and dismalness. We were glad to hear that the 
well-written article in the “ Westminster ” on the 
“ Essays and Reviews ” was by your friend Mr. 
Harrison.^ Though I don’t quite agree with his 
view of the case, I admired the tone and style of 
the Avriting greatly. 

There is no objection to Wednesday but this, — 
that it is our day for hearing a coui’se of lectures, 
and the lecture begins at eight. Now, 
since you can’t come often, we want to 
keep you as long as we can, and we 
have a faint hope that Mr. Congreve might be 
able to come from his work and dine with us and 
take you home. But if that were impossible, could 
you not stay all night? There is a bed ready for 
you. Think of all that, and if you Can manage to 
give us the longer visit, choose another day when 
our evening will be unbroken. I will understand 
by your silence that you can only come for a shorter 
time, and that you abide by your plan of coming 
on Wednesday. I am really quite hungry for the 
sight of you. 

I agree Avith you in preferring to put simply 
“ New Edition; ” and I see, too, that the practice 
of advertising numbers is made vulgar jitter to joim 
and worthless by the doubtful veracity ^dwoa, 2 d 
of some publishers, and the Ioav charac- 
ter of the books to which they affix this supposed 
guarantee of popularity. Magna est veritas, &c. 
1 can’t tell you how much comfort I feel in hav- 
ing publishers who believe that. 

You have read the hostile article in the “ Quar- 
terly,” I daresay. I have not seen it; but Mr. 
Lewes’s report of it made me more cheerful than 

^ Mr, Frederic Han-ison, the now well-known writer, and a member 
of the Positivist body. 
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any review I have heard of since “ The Mill ” 
came out. You remember Lord John RusseU was 
once laughed at immensely for saying that he felt 
confident he was right, because all parties found 
fault with him. I really find myself taking nearly 
the same view of my position, with the Freethinkers 
angry with me on one side and the writer in the 
“ Quarterly ” on the other, —not because my rep- 
resentations are untruthful, but because they are 
impaifial, — because I don’t load my dice so as to 
make their side win. The parenthetical hint that 
the classical quotations in my books might be 
“more correctly printed,” is an amusing sample 
of the grievance that belongs to review- writing in 
general, since there happens to be only ow^ classical 
quotation in them all, — - the Greek one from the 
Philoctetes in “ Amos Barton.” By-the-bye, will 
you see that the readers have not allowed some 
error to creep into that solitary bit of pedantry? 

I understand your paradox of “ expecting dis- 
appointments,” for that is the only form of hope 

letter to Mias which I am familiar. I should like, 

sarafeimeii, for youv Sake, that you should rather 
see us in our own house than m this ; for 
I fear your carrying away a general sense of yel- 
low in comiection with us, — and I am sure that 
is enough to set ymu against the thought of us. 
There are some staring j'^ellow curtains which you 
will hardly help blending with your impression of 
our moral sentiments. In our own drawing-room 
I mean to have a paradise of greenness. I have 
lately re-read your “Thoughts,” from the begin- 
ning of the “ Psychical Essence of Christianity ” 
to the end of the “ History of Philosophy,” and I 
feel my original impression confirmed, that the 
“ Psychical Essence ” and “ General Review of 
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the Christian System” are the most valuable por- 
tions. I think you once expressed your regret 
that I did not understand the analogy you traced 
between Feuerbach’s theory and Spencer’s. I don’t 
know what gave you that impression, for I never 
said so. I see your meaning distinctly in that 
paralleL If you referred to something in Mr. 
Lewes’s letter, let me say, once for all, that you 
must not impute my opinions to him nor vice versa. 
The intense happiness of our union is derived in 
a high degree from tlie perfect freedom with which 
we each follow and declare our own impressions. 
In this respect I know mo man so great as he, — 
that difference of opinion rouses no egoistic irrita- 
tion in him, and that he is ready to admit that an- 
other argument is the stronger the moment his 
intellect recognises it. I am glad to see Mr. Eray 
contributing his quota to the exposure of that 
odious trickery, — spirit-rapping. It was not 
headache that I was suffering from when Mr. 
Bray called, but exti’eme languor and unbroken 
fatigue from morning to night, — a state which 
is always accompanied in me, psychically, by utter 
self-distrust and despair of ever being equal to 
the demands of life. We should be very pleased 
to hear some news of Mr, and Mrs. Call. I feel 
their removal from town quite a loss to us. 

Nov. 28. — Since I last wrote in this Jorn-nal, I 
have suffered much from physical weakness, ac- 
companied with mental depression. The 
loss of the country has seemed very bit- 
ter to me, and my want of health and strength has 
prevented me from working much, — still worse, 
has made me despair of ever working well again. 
I am getting better now by the help of tonics, and 
shall be better still if I could gather more bravery, 
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resignation, and simplicity of striving. In the 
meantime my cnp is full of blessings : my home is 
bright and warm with love and tenderness, and 
in more material, vulgar matters we are very 
fortunate. 

Last Tuesday — the 20th — we had a pleasant 
evening. Anthony Trollope dined with us, and 
made me like him very much by his straightfor- 
w'ard wholesome W esen. Afterwards Mr. Helps 
came in, and the talk was extremely agreeable. 
He told me the-Queen had been speaking to him 
in great admiration of my books, — especially 
“ The Mill on the Floss.” It is interesting to 
know' that Royalty can be touched by that soi*t of 
WTiting, and I w'as grateful to Mr. Helps for his 
wish to tell me of the sympathy given to me in that 
quarter. 

To-day I have had a letter from M. D’Albert, 
saying that at last the French edition of “ Adam 
Bede ” is published. He pleases me very much by 
saying that he finds not a sentence that he can 
retrench in the first volume of “ The Mill.” 

I am engaged now in wTiting a story, — the idea 
of wiiich came to me after our arrival in this house, 
and which has thrust itself between me and the 
other book I w'as meditating. It is “ Silas Marner, 
the Weaver of Raveloe.” I am still only at about 
the 62d page, for I have written slowly and 
interruptedly. 

The tw'o copies of your “ Adam Bede ” reached 
me in all safety two or three days ago. Very 
urttertoM pl^asant they were to see in their pale 
white covers, which I greatly prefer to 
the favourite French yellow. At pres- 
ent I have only read the chapters containing 
Hetty’s wanderings, which I find faithfully ren- 
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dered; but Mr. Lewes has read much more, and 
declares himself much satisfied with the transla- 
tion. It will never cease to be a happy thought to 
me, dear friend, that you and Maman have spent 
pleasant hours over my books. 

I think it will be wise to adopt the title you 
suggest, — “ Le Moulin de Dorlcote,” — instead 
of our “ La Floss ; ” but on this point I leave you 
to decide according to your final impression, when 
the decision becomes necessary. Here in England 
the public is about equally divided in opinion about 
my two last works, ■ — some preferring “ Adam,” 
some “ The Mill; ” but I agree with you that the 
French readers are likely to find the first volume 
of the latter too long. My delight in the pictures 
of childhood led me into what the Germans call an 
“ epic breadth,” which to many may perhaps seem 
an epic tediousness. Altogether, I should think 
my mind is one of the most remote from the French 
standard. What a detail that is which you men- 
tion, about the rejection of Maman’s apt quota- 
tion, lest the book should have a religious air! 

The sight of sunshine usually brings you to my 
mind, because you are my latest association with 
the country; but I think of you much 
oftener than I see the sunshine, for the Ttii 

weather in London has been more unin- 
terruptedly dismal than ever for the last fortnight. 
Nevertheless I am brighter; and since I believe 
your goodness will make that agreeable news to 
you, I write on purpose to tell it. Quinine and 
steel have at last made me brave and cheerful, and 
I really don’t mind a journey upstairs. If you 
had not repressed our hope of seeing you again 
until your sister’s return, I shoxild have asked you 
to join us for the Exeter Hall performance of the 
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“Messiah” this evening, which I am looking for- 
ward to with delight. The Monday Popular Con- 
certs at St. James’s Hall are our easiest and 
cheapest pleasures. I go in my bonnet; we sit in 
the shilling places in the body of the hall, and hear 
to perfection for a shilling! That is agreeable 
when one hears Beethoven’s quartets and sonatas. 
Pray bear in mind that these things are to be had 
when you are more at liberty. 

Dec. 17. — We entered to-day our new home, — 
16 Blandford Square, — which we have taken for 
three years, hoping by the end of that 
° ’ ‘ time to have so far done our duty by the 

boys as to be free to live where we list. 

Your vision of me as “ settled ” was painfully in 
contrast with the fact. The last virtue human 
beings will attain, I am inclined to think, 
saraHenMU, is scrupuiosity m promising and laith- 
fulness in fulfilment. We are still far 
off our last stadium of development, and so it has 
come to pass that though we were in the house on 
Monday last, our curtains are not up and our oil- 
cloth is not down. Such is life, seen from the fur- 
nishing point of view! I can’t tell you how hateful 
this sort of time-frittering work is to me, who every 
year care less for houses and detest shops more. 
To crown my sorrows, I have lost my pen, — my 
old favourite pen, with which I have written for 
eight years, — at least it is not forthcoming. We 
have been reading the proof of Mr. Spencer’s sec- 
ond part, and I am supremely gratified by it, be- 
cause he brings his argument to a point which I 
did not anticipate from him. It is, as he says, a 
result of his riper thought. After ail the bustle 
of Monday, I Went to hear Sims Reeves sing 
“Adelaide,” — that ne plus ultra of passionate 
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song, — and I wish had been there for one 
quarter of an hour, that you might have heard it 
too. 

The bright point in your letter is, that you are 
in a happy state of mind yourself. For the rest 
we must wait and not be impatient with letter to 
those who have their inward trials, 
though everjdhing outward seems to 
smile on them. It seems to those who are differ- 
ently placed that the time of freedom from strong 
ties and urgent claims must be very pi-ecious for 
the ends of self-culture and good helpful work 
towards the world at large. But it hardly ever 
is so. As for the forms and ceremonies, I feel 
no regret that any should turn to them for com- 
fort if they can find comfort in them; sympa- 
thetically I enjoy them myself. But I have faith 
in the working out of higher possibilities than the 
Catholic or any other Church has presented; and 
those who have strength to wait and endure are 
bound to accept no formula which their whole souls 
— their intellect as well as their emotions — do 
not embrace with entire reverence. The “ highest 
calling and election ” is to do mthmit opium, and 
live through aU our pain with conscious, clear-eyed 
endurance. 

We have no sorrow just now, except my con- 
stant inward “ worrit ” of unbelief in any future 
of good work on my part. Everything I do seems 
poor and trivial in the doing; and when it is quite 
gone fi’om me, and seems no longer my own, then 
I rejoice in it and think it fine. That is the his- 
tory of my life. 

I have fcen wanting to go to your school again, 
to refresh myself with the young voices there, but 
I have not been able to do it. My walks have all 
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been taken up with shopping errands of late; but 
I hope to get more leisure soon. 

We both beg to offer our affectionate remem- 
bi’ances to the doctor. Get Herbert Spencer’s new 
work, — the two first quarterly parts. It is the 
best thing he has done. 

Dec. 31. — This year has been marked by many 
blessings, and above all, by the comfort we have 
, . found in having Charles with us. Since 

we set out on our journey to Italy on 
25th March, the time has not been fruitful in work: 
distractions about our change of residence have 
run away with many days; and since I have been 
in London my state of health has been depressing 
to ail effort. 

May the next year be more fruitful! 

I am writing a stoiy which ca m e across my other 
plans by a sudden inspiration. I don’t know at 
letter to John P^^^ent whether it will resolve itself into 
i 2 th^tai 86 i ^ ^ook short enough for me to complete 
before Easter, or whether it mil expand 
beyond that possibility. It seems to me that no- 
body will take any interest in it but myself, for it 
is extremely unlike the popular stories going; but 
JSIr. Lewes declares that I am wrong, and says it 
is as good as an 5 dhing I have done. It is a story 
of old-fashioned village life, which has unfolded 
itself from the merest millet-seed of thought. I 
think I get slower and more timid in my writing, 
but perhaps worry about houses and servants and 
boys, with want of bodily strength, may have had 
something to do with that. I hope to be quiet now. 
tetter to M ^ delighted to have your letter 
this morning, bringing me good news 
not only of a literary but of a personal 
kind. It is pleasant to know that your labours 
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on “ Adam ’’ have been so far appreciated; but I 
think it is pleasanter still to know that Maman 
has had the comfort of seeing her son Charles this 
Christmas, and that your prospects concerning 
him are hopeful. I begin, you know, to consider 
myself an experienced matron, knowing a great 
deal about parental joys and anxieties. Indeed 
I have rather too ready a talent for entering into 
anxieties of all sorts. 

I can well imagine that you find “The Mill” 
more difiSeult to render than “ Adam.” But would 
it be inadmissible to represent in French, at least 
in some degree, those “ intermediaires entre le style 
commun et le style elegant” to which you refer! 
It seems to me that I have discerned such shades 
very strikingly rendered in Balzac, and occasion- 
ally in George Sand. Balzac, I think, dares to be 
thoroughly colloquial, in spite of French strait- 
lacing. Even in English this daring is far from 
being general. The writers who dare to be thor- 
oughly familiar are Shakspeare, Fielding, Scott 
(where he is expi*essing the popular life with which 
he is familiar), and indeed every other writer of 
fiction of the first class. Even in his loftiest trage- 
dies — in Hamlet, for example — Shakspeare is 
intensely colloquial. One heai’s the very accent of 
living men. I am not vindicating the practice; 
I know that is not necessary to you, who have so 
quick a sensibility for the real and the humorous. 
You, of course, have knowledge as to what is or 
can be done in French literature beyond any that 
my I’eading can have furnished me with. 

I see that you think there are many readers who 
will prefer “ The Mill ” to “ Adam.” To my feel- 
ing, there is more thought and a profounder verac- 
ity in “The Mill” thanin “ Adam;” but “Adam” 
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is more complete, and better balanced. My love 
of the childhood scenes made me linger over them ; 
so that I could not develop as fully as I wished the 
concluding “ Book ” in which the tragedy occurs, 
and which I had looked forward to with much 
attention and premeditation from the beginning. 

books don’t seem to belong to me after I have 
once written them; and I find myself delivering 
opinions about them as if I had nothing to do with 
them. I am not afraid that you will be unable to 
distinguish that frankness from self-conceit. 

Feb. 1. — The first month of the New Year has 
been passed in much bodily discomfort, — making 
joauiai IS6I work and leisure heavy. I have 

reached page 209 of my story, which is 
to be in one volume, and I want to get it ready for 
Eastex', but I dare promise myself nothing with 
this feeble body. 

The other day I had charming letters from M. 
and Mme. D ’Albert, saying that the French 
“ Adam ” goes on very well, and showing an ap- 
preciation of “ The Mill ” which pleases me. 

I was feeling so ill on Friday and Saturday, that 
I had not spirit to write and thank you for the 

tetter to Mrs hasket cjf cggs, — an invaluable pres- 
ent. I was particularly grateful this 
morning at breakfast, when a fine large 
one fell to my share. 

On Saturday afternoon we were both so utterly 
incapable that Mr. Lewes insisted on our setting 
off forthwith into the country. But ■we only got 
as far as Dorking, and came back yesterday. I 
felt a new creature as soon as I was in the country ; 
and we had two brilliant days for rambling and 
driving about that lovely Surrey. I suppose we 
must keep soul and body together bj^ occasional 
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flights of this sort; and don’t you think an occa- 
sional flight to town will be good for you? 

I have destroyed almost all my friends’ letters 
to me, because they were only intended for my 
eyes, and could only fall into the hands 
of persons who knew little of the •writers, s^LLeu. 
if I allowed them to remain till after 
my death. In proportion as I love every form of 
piety, — which is venerating love, — I hate hard 
curiosity; and, unhappily, my experience has im- 
pressed me with the sense that hard curiosity is 
the more common temper of mind. But enough 
of that. The reminders I am getting from time 
to time of Coventry distress have made me think 
very often yearningly and painfully of the friends 
who are more immediately affected by it, and I 
often wonder if more definite information would 
increase or lessen my anxiety for them. Send me 
what word you can from time to time, that there 
may be some reality in my image of things round 
your hearth. 

I send you by post to-day about 230 pages of 
MS. I send it because in my experience printing 
and its preliminaries have always been 
rather a slow business; and as the story 
— if published at Easter at all-- should ““ * 

be ready by Easter week, there is no time to lose. 
We are reading “Carlyle’s Memoirs” with much 
interest; but so far as we have gone, he certainly 
does seem to me something of a “ Sadducee,” — a 
very handsome one, judging from the portrait. 
What a memoiy and what an experience for a 
novelist! But somehow experience and finished 
faculty rarely go together. Dearly beloved Scott 
had the greatest combination of experience and 
faculty, — yet even he never made the most of 
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his treasures, at least in his mode of presentation. 
Send us better news of Major Blackwood if you 
can. We feel so old and rickety ourselves, that 
we have a peculiar interest in invalids. Mr. Lewes 
is going to lecture for the Post Office this evening, 
by Mr. Trollope’s request. I am I’ather uneasy 
about it, and wish he were well through the un- 
usual excitement. 

I have been much relieved by Ml*. Lewes having 
got tlu'ough his lecture at the Post Office ^ with 
xettertoMrs perfect ease and success, for I had feared 
Kb®w6i’ unusual excitement for him. I am 

better. I have not been working much 
lately, — indeed this year has been a compara- 
tively idle one. I think my malaise is chiefly owing 
to the depressing influence of town air and town 
scenes. The Zoological Gardens are my one out- 
* door pleasure now, and we can take it several times 

a-week, for Mr. Lewes has become a fellow. 

My love is often visiting you. Entertain it well. 

I am glad to hear that Mr. Maurice impressed 
you agreeably. If I had strength to be adventur- 

lettertoMiss Sunday, I should go to hear him 

preach as well as others. But I am un- 
equal to the least exertion or irregular- 
ity. My only pleasure away from our own hearth 
is going to the Zoological Gardens. Mr. Lewes 
is a fellow, so we turn in there several times a-week; 
and I find the birds and beasts there most con- 
genial to my spirit. There is a Shoebill, a great 
bird of grotesque ugliness, whose top-knot looks 
brushed up to a point with an exemplary deference 
to the demands of society, but who, I am sure, 
has no idea that he looks the handsomer for it. I 
cherish an unrequited attachment to him. 
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If you are in London this morning, in this fine 
dun-coloured fog, you know how to pity me. But 
I feel myself wicked for implying that 
I have any grievances. Only last w’eek 
we had a circular from the clergyman at 
Attleboro, where there is a considerable popula- 
tion entirely dependent on the ribbon trade, telling 
us how the poor weavers are suffering from the 
effects of the Coventry strike. And these less 
known undramatic tales of want win no wide help, 
such as has been given in the case of the Hartley 
colliery accident. 

Your letter was a contribution towards a more 
cheerful view of things, for whatever may be the 
minor evils you hint at, I know that Mr. Congreve’s 
better health and the satisfaction you have in his 
doing effective work will outweigh them. We have 
had a Dr. Wyatt here lately, — an Oxford physi- 
cian, ^ — who was much interested in hearing of 
Mr. Congreve again, — not only on the ground of 
Oxford remembrances, but from having read his 
waitings. 

I was much pleased with the affectionate re- 
spect that was expressed in all the notices of Mr. 
Clough ^ that I happened to see in the newspapers. 
They w^ere an indication that there must be a great 
deal of private sympathy to soothe poor Mrs. 
Clough, if any soothing is possible in such cases. 
That little poem of his which was quoted in the 
“ Spectator ” about parted friendships touched me 
deeply. 

You may be sure we are ailing, but I am ashamed 
of dwelling on a subject that offers so little variety. 

I don’t wonder at your finding my story, as far 
as you have read it, rather sombre : indeed, I should 

^ Arthur Hugh Clough — the Poet- 
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not have believed that any one would have been 
interested in it but mysdf (since Wordsworth is 
to jote Lewes had not been strongly 

Bu^o*, arrested by it. But I hope you will not 
^ ■ gnd it at all a sad story, as a whole, 

since it sets — or is intended to set — in a strong 
light the remedial influences of pure, natural 
human relations. The Nemesis is a very mild 
one. I have felt all through as if the story would 
have lent itself best to metrical rather than to prose 
fiction, especially in all that relates to the psychol- 
ogy of Silas; except that, under that treatment, 
there could not be an equal play of humour. It 
came to me first of all quite suddenly, as a sort of 
legendary tale, suggested by my recollection of 
having once, in early childhood, seen a linen- weaver 
with a bag on his back; but as my mind dwelt on 
the subject, I became inclined to a more realistic 
treatment. 

My chief reason for wishing to publish the story 
now is that I like my writings to appear in the 
order in which they are written, because they be- 
long to successive mental phases, and when they 
are a year behind me, I can no longer feel that 
thorough identification with them which gives zest 
to the sense of authorship. I generally like them 
better at that distance, but then I feel as if they 
might just as well have been written by somebody 
else. It would have been a great pleasure to me 
if Major Blackwood could have read my story. I 
am very glad to have the first part tested by the 
reading of your nephew and Mr. Simpson, and to 
find that it can interest them at all. 

Tennufl 1861 MoTch 10 . — Finished “ Silas Mar- 
ner,” and sent off the last thirty pages 
to Edinburgh. 
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Your letter came to me just as we were prepar- 
ing to start in search of fresh air and the fresh 
thoughts that come with it. I hope you tetter to tie 
never doubt that I feel a deep interest in ism, 
knowing all facts that touch you nearly. *“®Hastiiigs. 
I should like to think that it was some small com- 
fort to Cara and you to know that wherever I am 
there is one among that number of your friends 
— - necessarily decreasing with increasing years — 
who enter into your present experience with the 
light of memories; for kind feeling can never re- 
place fully the sympathy that comes from memory. 
My disposition is so faultily anxious and forebod- 
ing that I am not likely to forget anjdhing of a 
saddening sort. 

Tell Sara we saw Mr. William Smith, author of 
“ Thorndale,” a short time ago, and he spoke of 
her and her book with interest: he thought her 
book “ suggestive.” He called on us during a visit 
to London, made for the sake of getting married. 
The lady is, or rather was, a Miss Gumming, 
daughter of a blind physician of Edinburgh. He 
said they had talked to each other for some time 
of the “ impossibility ” of marrying, because they 
were both too poor. “ But,” he said, “ it is dan- 
gerous, Lewes, to talk even of the impossibility.” 
The difficulties gradually dwindled, and the advan- 
tages magnified themselves. She is a nice person, 
we hear; and I was particularly pleased with him, 
— he is modest to diffidence, yet bright and keenly 
awake. 

I am just come in from our first good blow on 
the beach, and have that delicious sort of numb- 
ness in arms and legs that comes from wMking 
hard in a fresh wind. 

“ Silas Marner ” is in one volume. It was quite 

TOL, XIX — 15 
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a sudden inspiration that came across me, in the 
midst of altogether different meditations. 

The latest number I had heard of was 330G, so 
that your letter brought me agreeable information, 
letter to joia I am particularly gratified, because this 
spirited subscription must rest on my 
character as a writer generally, and not 
simply on the popularity of “ Adam Bede.” There 
is an article on “ The Mill ” in “ Macmillan’s Mag- 
azine,” which is worth reading. I cannot, of 
course, agree with the writer in all his regrets: if 
I could have done so, I should not have written the 
book I did write, but quite another. Still it is a 
comfort to me to read any criticism which recog- 
nises the high responsibilities of literature that 
undertakes to represent life. The ordinary tone 
about art is that the artist may do w^hat he will, pro- 
vided he pleases the public. 

I am very glad to be told — wdienever you can 
tell me — that the Major is not suffering heavily. 
I know so well the preciousness of those smiles that 
tell one the mind is not held out of aU reach of 
soothing. 

We are wavering whether we shall go to Flor- 
ence this spring, or wait till the year and other 
things are more advanced. 

It gave me pleasure to have your letter, not only 
because of the kind expressions of sjmipathy it 
* M contains, but also because it gives me 
opportunity of telling you, after the 
lapse of years, that I I’emember grate- 
fully how you wrote to me with generous consid- 
eration and belief at a time w'hen most persons who 
knew anything of me w'ere disposed (naturally 
enough) to judge me rather severely. Only a 
woman of rare qualities would have written to me 
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as you did on the strength of the brief intercourse 
that had passed between us. 

It was never a trial to me to have been cut off 
from what is called the world, and I think I love 
none of my fellow-creatures the less for it: still I 
must always retain a peculiar regard for those who 
showed me any kindness in word or deed at that 
time, when there was the least evidence in my 
favour. The list of those who did so is a short 
one, so that I can often and easily recall it. 

For the last six years I have ceased to he “ Miss 
Evans ” for any one who has personal relations 
with me, — having held myself under all the re- 
sponsibilities of a married woman. I wish this 
to be distinctly understood; and when I tell you 
that we have a great boy of eighteen at home who 
calls me “ mother,” as well as two other boys, al- 
most as tall, who write to me under the same name, 
you will understand that the point is not one of 
mere egoism or personal dignity, when I request 
that any one who has a regard for me will cease 
to speak of me by my maiden name. 

I am much obliged to you for your punctuality 
in sending me my precious cheque. I prize the 
money fruit of my labour very highly as 
the means of saving us dependence, or 
the degradation of writing when we are 
no longer able to write well, or to write what we 
have not written before. 

ISIr. Langford brought us word that he thought 
the total subscription (including Scotland and Ire- 
land) would mount to 5500. That is really very 
great. And letters drop in from time to time giv- 
ing me words of strong encouragement, — espe- 
cially about “ The Mill; ” so that I have reason to 
be cheerful, and to belie’^e that where one has a 
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large public, one’s words must hit their mark. If 
it were not for that, special cases of ihisinterpreta- 
tion might paralyse me. For example, pray notice 
how one critic attributes to me a disdain for Tom; 
as if it were not my respect for Tom which infused 
itself into my reader, — as if he could have re- 
spected Tom if I had not painted him with respect ; 
the exhibition of the right on both sides being the. 
veiy soul of my intention in the story. However, 
I ought to be satisfied if I have roused the feeling 
that does justice to both sides. 

I feel more at ease in omitting formalities with 
you than I should with most persons, because I 
„ know you are yourself accustomed to 
Peter Tayto fiave other reasons lor your conduct than 
mere lashion, and I believe you will un- 
derstand me without many words when I tell you 
what Mr. Lewes felt unable to explain on the in- 
stant when you kindly expressed the wish to see us 
at your house, — namely, that I have found it a 
necessity of my London life to make the rule of 
never paying visits. Without a carriage, and with 
my easily perturbed health, London distances 
would make any other rule quite irreconcilable for 
me with any efficient use of my days; and I am 
obliged to give up the fe'w visits which would be 
really attractive and fruitful in order to avoid the 
many visits which would be the reverse. It is only 
by saying, “ I never pay visits,” that I can escape 
being ungracious or unkind, — only by renounc- 
ing all social intercourse but such as comes to our 
own fireside, that I can escape sacrificing the chief 
objects of life. 

I think it verj’^ good of those vith whom I have 
much fello-w-feeling, if they will let me have the 
pleasure of seeing them without their expecting 
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the usual reciprocity of visits; and I hope I need 
hardly say that you are among the visitors who 
would be giving me pleasure in this w'ay. I think 
your imagination will supply all I have left un- 
said, — all the details that run away with our hours 
when our life extends at all beyond our own homes, 
and I am not afraid of your misinterpreting my 
stay-at-home rule into churlishness. 

We went to hear Beethoven’s “ Mass in D ” last 
night, and on Wednesday to hear Mendelssohn’s 
“ Walpurgis Nacht,” and Beethoven’s i^ertoiaiss 
“ Symphony in B,” so that we have had 
two musical treats this week; but the 
enjoyment of such things is much diminished by 
the gas and bad air. Indeed our long addiction to 
a quiet life, in which our daily walk amongst the 
still grass and trees was a fBte to us, has unfitted us 
for the sacrifices that London demands. Don’t 
think about reading “ Silas Marner ” just because 
it is come out. I hate obligato reading and obli- 
gato talk about my books. 1 never send them to 
any one, and never wish to be spoken to about 
them, except by an unpremeditated spontaneous 
prompting. They are written out of my deepest 
belief, and as well as I can, for the great public, — 
and every sincere strong w'ord will find its mark 
in that public. Perhaps the annoyance I suffered 
[referring to the Liggins affair] has made me 
rather morbid on such points ; but apart from my 
own weaknesses, I think the less an author hears 
about himself the better. Don’t mistake me: I 
am writing a general explanation, not anything 
applicable to you. 

April 19. — We set off on our second 
journey to Florence, through France 
and by the Cornice Road. Our weather was deli- 
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cious, a little rain, and we suffered neither from 
beat nor from dust. 

We have had a paradisaic journey hitherto. It 
does one good to look at the Proven9als, — men 
letter to and women. They are quite a different 

^‘ace from the Northern French, — 
April, 1861. large, round-featured, full-eyed, with 
an expression of calm and suave. They 

are very much like the pleasantest Italians. The 
women at AltIcs and Toulon are remarkably hand- 
some. On Tuesday morning we set out about ten 
on our way to Nice, hiring a carriage and taking 
post-horses. The sky was grey, and after an hour 
or so we had rain: nevertheless our journey to Vi- 
dauban, about half-way to Nice, was enchanting. 
Everywhere a delicious plain, covered with bright 
green corn, sprouting vines, mulberry-trees, olives, 
and here and there meadows sprinkled with butter- 
cups, made the nearer landscapes, and, in the dis- 
tance, mountains, of varying outline, flutter felt 
herself in a state of perfect bliss from only looking 
at tliis peaceful, generous nature, — and you often 
came across the green blades of corn, and made her 
love it ail the better. We had meant to go on to 
Frejus that night, but no horses were to be had; 
so we made up our minds to rest at Vidauban, and 
went out to have a stroll before our six o’clock din- 
ner. Such a stroll! The sun had kindly come out 
for us, and we enjoyed it all the more for the grey- 
ness of the morning. There is a crystally clear 
river Rowing bj'- Vidauban, called the Argent: it 
rushes along between a fringe of aspens and wil- 
lows ; and the sunlight lay under the boughs, and 
fell on the eddying water, making Pater and me 
very happy as we wandered. The next morning 
we set off early, to be sure of horses before they had 
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been used up by other travellers. The country was 
not quite so lovely, but we had the sunlight to com- 
pensate until w'e got past Fre jus, where we had 
our first view of the sea since Toulon, and where 
the scenery changes to the entirely mountainous, 
the road winding above gorges of pine-clad masses 
for a long way. To heighten the contrast, a heavy 
storm came, which thoroughly laid the dust for us, 
if it had no other advantage. The sun came out 
gloriously again before we reached Cannes, and lit 
up the yellow broom, which is now in all its splen- 
dour, and clothes vast slopes by which oiu’ road 
wound. We had still a four hours’ journey to 
Nice, where we arrived at six o’clock, with head- 
aches that made us glad of the luxuries to be found 
in a great hotel. 

May 5. — Dear Florence was lovelier than ever 
on this second view, and ill-health was the only 
deduction from perfect enjoyment. We 
had comfortable quarters in the Albergo 
della Vittoria, on the Arno; we had the best news 
from England about the success of “ Silas Mar- 
ner; ” and we had long letters from our dear boy 
to make us feel easy about home. 

Your pleasant news had been ripening at the 
Post Office several days before we enjoyed the 
receipt of it; for our journey lasted us 
longer than we expected, and we did n t sa 

reach this place till yesterday evening. 

We have come with vetturino from Toulon, — 
the most delightful (and the most expensive) jour- 
ney we have ever had. I daresay you know the 
Cornice: if not, do know it some time, and bring 
Mrs. Blackwood that way into Italy. Meanwhile 
I am glad to think that you are having a less fa- 
tiguing change to places where you can “ carry 
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the comforts o’ the Sautmarket ” with you, which 
is not quite the case with travellers along the Med- 
iterranean coast. I hope I shall soon hear that 
you are thoroughly set up by fresh air and fresh 
circumstances, along with pleasant companionship. 

Except a thunderstorm, which gave a grand 
variety to the mountains, and a little gentle rain, 
the first day from Toulon, which made the green 
corn all the fresher, we have had unbroken sun- 
shine, without heat and without dust. I suppose 
this season and late autumn must be the perfect 
moments for taking this supremely beautiful jour- 
ney. We must be for ever ashamed of ourselves 
if we don’t work the better for it. 

It was very good of you to write to me in the 
midst of your hurry, that I might have good news 
to greet me. It really did lighten our weariness, 
and make the noisy streets that prevented sleep 
more endurable. I was amused with your detail 
about Professor Aytoun’s sovereigns. There can 
be no great paintings of misers under the present 
system of paper-money, — cheques, bills, scrip, and 
the like: nobody can handle that dull property as 
men handled the glittering gold. 

The Florentine winds, being of a grave and 
earnest disposition, have naturally a disgust for 
letter to trivial dilettanti foreigners, and seize on 

the peculiarly feeble and worthless with 
May, 1861. much virulcnce. In consequence we had 
a sad history for nearly a week, — Pater doing 
little else than nurse me, and I doing little else but 
feel eminently uncomfortable, for which, as you 
know, I have a faculty “ second to none.” I feel 
very full of thankfulness for all the creatures I 
have got to love, — aU the beautiful and great 
things that are given me to know; and I feel, too. 
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much younger and more hopeful, as if a great deal 
of life and work were still before me. Pater and 
I have had great satisfaction in finding our impres- 
sions of admiration more than renewed in return- 
ing to Florence : the things we cared about when 
we were here before seem even more worthy than 
they did in our memories. We have had delight- 
ful weather since the cold winds abated; and 
the evening lights on the Arno, the bridges, and 
the quaint houses are a treat that we think of 
beforehand. 

Your letters, too, are thought of beforehand. 
We long for them, and when they come they don’t 
disappoint us : they tell us everything, and make 
us feel at home with you after a fashion. I con- 
fess to some dread of Blandford Square in the 
abstract. I fear London will seem more odious 
to me than ever; but I think I shall bear it with 
more fortitude. After all, that is the best place 
to live in where one has a strong reason for living. 

We have been industrieusly foraging in old 
streets and old. books. I feel very brave just now, 
and enioy the thought of work, — but , ^ 

don t set your mmd on my doing lust i^c^ood, 
what I have dreamed. It may turn 
out that I can’t work freely and fully enough in 
the medium I have chosen, and in that case I 
must give it up : for I will never write anything 
to which my vFole heart, mind, and conscience 
don’t consent, so that I may feel that it was some- 
thing, — however small, — which wanted to be 
done in this w'orld, and that I am just the organ for 
that small bit of work. 

I am very much cheered by the way in which 
“ Silas ” is received. I hope it has made some 
slight pleasure for you too, in the midst of incom- 
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parably deeper feelings of sadness.* \^our quiet 
tour among the lakes was the best possible thing 
for you. What place is not better “out of the 
season ”? — although I feel I am almost wicked 
in my hatred of being where there are many other 
people enjoying themselves. I am very far behind 
Jkir. Buckle’s millennial prospect, which is, that men 
will be more and more congregated in cities and 
occupied with human affairs, so as to be less and 
less under the influence of Nature, — *, e., the 
sky, the hills, and the plains; whereby supersti- 
tion will vanish, and statistics will reign for ever 
and ever. 

Mr. Lewes is kept in continual distraction by 
having to attend to my wants, — going with me to 
the Magliabecchian Library, and poking about 
everywhere on my behalf, — I having very little 
self-help about me of the pushing and inquiring 
kind. 

I look forward v.ith keen anxiety to the next 
outbreak of war, — longing for some turn of af- 
fairs that will save poor Venice from being bom- 
barded by those terrible Austrian forts. 

Thanks for your letters: we both say, “More, 
— give us more.” 

Florence is getting hot, and I am the less sorry 
to leave it because it has agreed very ill with the 
letter to dear Paterculus. This evening we have 
been moimting to the top of Giotto’s 
May.isei. tower, — a very sublime getting up- 
stairs indeed, — and our muscles are much aston- 
ished at the unusual exercise; so you must not be 
shocked if my letter seems to be written with dim 
faculties as well as with a dim light. 

We have seen no one but Mrs. Trollope and her 

* Tbe death of Major Blackwood. 
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pretty little girl Beatrice, who is a musical genius. 
She is a delicate fairy, about ten years old, but 
sings with a grace and expression that make it a 
thrilling delight to hear her. 

We have had glorious sunsets, shedding cilmson 
and golden lights under the dark bridges across 
the Arno. AJl Florence turns out at e%^entide, but 
we avoid the slow crowds on the Lung’ Arno, and 
take our way “ up all manner of streets.” 

May and June. — At the end of May Mr. T, 
Trollope came back and persuaded us to stay long 
enough to make the expedition to Cam- , , . . 

aldoli and JLa Verma m ms company. 

We arrived at Florence on the 4th May, and left 
it on the 7th June, — thirty-four days of precious 
time spent there. Will it be all in vain? Our 
morning hours were spent in looking at streets, 
buildings, and pictures, in hunting up old books, at 
shops or stalls, or in reading at the Magliabecchian 
Library. Alas! I could have done much more if 
I had been well; but that regret applies to most 
years of my life. Returned by Lago Maggiore 
and the St. Gothard; reached home June 14. 
Blackwood, having waited in town to see us, came 
to lunch with us, and asked me if I would go to 
dine at Greenwich on the following Monday, to 
which I said “ yes,” by way of exception to my 
resolve that I will go nowhere for the rest of this 
year. He drove us there with Colonel Stewart, 
and we had a pleasant evening, — the sight of a 
game at golf in the Park, and a hazy view of the 
distant shipping, with the Hospital finely broken 
by trees in the foreground. At dimier Colonel 
Hamley and Mr. Skene joined us; Delane, who 
had been invited, was unable to come. The chat 
was agreeable enough, but the sight of the gliding 
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ships darkening against the dying sunlight made 
me feel chat rather importunate, 

June 16. — Tliis morning, for the first time, I 
feel myself quietly settled at home. I am in ex- 
cellent health, and long to work steadily and ef- 
fectively, If it were possible that I should pro- 
duce better work than I have yet done! At least 
there is a possibility that I may make greater 
efforts against indolence and the despondency that 
comes from too egoistic a dread of failure. 

June 19. — This is the last entry I mean to make 
in my old book in which I wrote for the first time 
at Geneva in 184<9. What moments of despair I 
passed through after that, — despair that life 
would ever be made precious to me by the con- 
sciousness that I lived to some good purpose! It 
was that sort of despair that sucked away the sap 
of half the hours which might have been filled by 
energetic youthful activity; and the same demon 
tries to get hold of me again whenever an old work 
is dismissed and a new one is being meditated. 

Some of one’s first thoughts on coming home 
after an absence of much length are about the 
lettertoMis* friends one had left behind, — what has 
happened to them in the meantime, and 
IS6I. And yet, though 

we came home last Friday evening, I have not had 
the quiet moment for writing these thoughts until 
this morning. I know I need put no questions to 
you, who always divine what I want to be told. 
We have had a perfect journey except as regards 
health, — a large, large exception. The cold winds 
alternating with the hot sun, or some other cause, 
laid very unkind hold on Mr. Lewes early after our 
arrival at Florence, and he was ailing with sore 
throat and cough continually, so that he has come 
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back looking thin and delicate, though the ailments 
seem to be nearly passed away. 

I wish you could have shared the pleasures of our 
last expedition from Florence, — to the Monas- 
teries of Camaldoli and La Vernia: I think it was 
just the sort of thing you would have entered into 
with thorough zest. Imagine the Franciscans of 
La Vernia, which is perched upon an abrupt rock 
rising sheer on the summit of a mountain, turning 
out at midnight (and wlien there is deep snow for 
their feet to plunge in), and chanting their slow 
way up to the little chapel perched at a lofty distance 
above their already lofty monastery! This they do 
every night throughout the year in all iveathers. 

Give my loving greeting to Cara and Mr. Bray, 
and then sit down and write me one of your charm- 
ing letters, making a little pictoe of everybody 
and everything about you. God bless you, — is 
the old-fashioned summing up of sincere affection, 
without the least smirk of studied civility. 

Your letter gave me a pleasant vision of Sun- 
day sunshine on the flowers, and you tetter to shss 
among them, with your eyes brightened 
by busy and enjoyable thoughts. 

Yes; I hope we are well out of that phase in 
which the most philosophic view of the past was 
held to be a smiling survey of human folly, and 
when the wisest man was supposed to be one 'who 
could sympathise with no age but the age to come. 

When I received your Monday packet, I w'as 
fresh from six quarto volmnes on the history of the 
monastic orders, and had just begun a less formid- 
able modern book on the same subject, jMontalem- 
bert’s “ Monks of the West.” Our reading, you 
see, lay in very different quarters, but I fancy our 
thoughts sometimes touched the same ground. I 
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am rather puzzled and shocked, however, by your 
high admiration of the Articles on the Study of 
Historj’- in the “ Cornhill.” I should speak with 
the reserve due to the fact that I have only read 
the second article; and this, I confess, 'did not im- 
press me as exhibiting any mastery of the ques- 
tion, while its tone towards much abler thinkers 
than the writer himself is to me extremely repul- 
sive. Such meriting as, “ We should not be called 
upon to believe that every crotchet which tickled 
the insane vanity of a conceited Frenchman was 
an eternal and self-evident truth,” is to me simply 
disgusting, though it were directed against the 
Father of lies. It represents no fact except the 
WTiter’s own desire to be bitter, and is worthily 
finished by the dull and irreverent antithesis of 
“ the eternal truth and infernal lie.” 

I quite agree with you — so far as I am able to 
form a judgment — in regarding Positivism as 
one-sided ; but Comte was a great thinker, never- 
theless, and ought to be treated with reverence by 
all smaller fry. 

I have just been reading the Survey of the 
Middle Ages contained in the fifth volume of the 
“ Philosophic Positive,” and to my apprehension 
few chapters can be fuller of luminous ideas. I am 
thankful to learn from it. There may be more 
profundity in the “ CornhilFs ” exposition than 
I am able to penetrate, or possibly the first article 
may contain weightier matter than the second. 

jirs. Bodichon is near us now, and one always 
gets good from contact with her healthy practical 
life. Mr. Lewes is gone to see Mrs. Congreve and 
carry his net to the Wimbledon ponds. I hope he 
will get a little strength as well as gilst for his 
microscope. 




The English “ Imitation ” I told you of, which 
is used by the Catholics, is Challoner’s. I have 
looked into it again since I saw you, and lettertoMrs. 

1 think if you want to give the book fsijSy, 
away, this translation is as good as any 
you are likely to get among current editions. If it 
were for yourself, an old bookstall would be more 
likely to furnish w'hat you want. Don’t ever tJiink 
of me as valuing either you or Mr. Congreve less 
instead of more. You naughtily implied some- 
thing of that kind just when you were running 
away from me. How could any goodness become 
less precious to me unless my life had ceased to 
be a growth, and had become mere shrinking and 
degeneracy? I always imagine that if I were 


near you now, I should profit more by the gift of 
your j)resence, — just as one feels about all past 
sunlight. 

Jidy 24. — Walked with George over Prim- 
rose Hill. We talked of Plato and 
Aristotle. 


July 26. — In the evening went to see Fechter 
as Hamlet, and sat next to Mrs. Carlyle. 

July 30. — Read little this morning, — my mind 
dwelling wdth much depression on the probability 
or impi’obability of my achieving the w'ork I wish 
to do. I struck out two or three thoughts towards 
an English novel. I am much afflicted with hope- 
lessness and melancholy just now, and yet I feel 
the value of my blessings. 

Thornie, our second boy, is at home from Edin- 
burgh for his holidays, and I am apt to give more 
thought than is necessary to any little letter to Mw 
change in our routine. We had a treat 
the other night which I wished you could 
have shared with us. We saw Fechter in “ Ham- 
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let.” His conception of the part is very nearly 
that indicated by the critical observations in “ Wil- 
helm Meister,” and the result is deeply interesting, 

— the naturahiess and sensibility of the Wesen 
overcoming in most cases the defective intonation. 
And even the intonation is occasionally admirable, 

— for example, “ And for my soul, what can he do 
to that?” &c., is given by Fechter with perfect 
simplicity, whereas the herd of English actors 
imagine themselves in a pulpit when they are say- 
ing it. Apropos of the pulpit I had another failure 
in my search for edification last Sunday. Mme. 
Bodichon and I went to Little Portland Street 
Chapel, and lo! instead of James Martineau there 
was a respectable old Unitarian gentleman preach- 
ing about the dangers of ignorance and the satis- 
faction of a good conscience, in a tone of amiable 
propriety which seemed to belong to a period when 
brains were untroubled by difficulties, and the lac- 
teals of all good Christians were in perfect order. 
I enjoyed the fine selection of Collects he read 
from the Liturgy, What an age of earnest faith, 
grasping a noble conception of life and deter- 
mined to bring all things into harmony with it, 
has recorded itself in the simple, pregnant, rhyth- 
mical English of those Collects and of the Bible! 
The contrast when the good man got into the pulpit 
and began to pray in a borrowed, washy lingo, — 
extempore in more senses than one! 

Dtoy, 1861. ~ Struggling constantly with 

depression. 

Aug. 2 . — Read Boccaccio’s capital story of Fra 
Cipolla, — one of his few good stories, — and the 
little Hunchback in the “ Arabian Nights,” which 
is still better. 

Aug, 10 . — Walked with G. We talked of my 
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Italian novel. In the evening, Mr. Pigott and 
Mr. Redford. 

Aug. 12. — Got into a state of so much wretched- 
ness in attempting to concentrate my thoughts on 
the construction of my story, that I became desper- 
ate, and suddenly burst my bonds, saying, I will 
not think of writing ! 

That doctrine which we accept rather loftily as a 
commonplace when we are quite young — namely, 
that our happiness lies entirely within, in tetter to 
our own mental and bodily state which Si^iata 
determines for us the influence of every- 
thing outw’ard — becomes a daily lesson to be 
learned, and learned with much stumbling as we 
get older. And until we know our friends’ private 
thoughts and emotions, we hardly know what to 
grieve or rejoice over for them. 

Aug. 17. — Mr. Pigott and Mr. Red- Maty, imi- 
ford came, who gave us some music. 

Aug. 20. — This morning I conceived the plot 
of my novel with new distinctness. 

Aug. 24. — Mr. Pigott and Mr. Redford came, 
and we had music. These have been placid, in- 
effective days, — my mind being clouded and 
depressed. 

Aug. 26. — Went with Barbara to her school, 
and spent the afternoon there. 

Aug. 31. — In the evening came Mr. Pigott and 
Mr. Redford, and we had some music. 

Your letter was a great delight to us, as usual; 
and the cheque, too, was welcome to people under 
hydropathic treatment, which appears 
to stimulate waste of coin as well as of 
tissue. Altogether we are figures in 
keeping with the landscape when it is 
well damped or “ packed ” under the early mist. 
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We thought rather contemptuously of the hills 
on our arrival; like travelled people, we hinted at 
the Alps and Apennines, and smiled with pity at 
our long-past selves that had felt quite a thrill 
at the first sight of them. But now we have tired 
our limbs by walking round their huge shoulders, 
we begin to think of them with more respect. We 
simply looked at them at first; we feel their pres- 
ence now, and creep about them with due humility, 
— whereby, you perceive, there hangs a moral. 
I do wish 5 "ou could have shared for a little while 
with us the sight of this place. I fear you .have 
never seen England under so lovable an aspect. 
On the southeastern side, where the great green 
hills have their longest slope, Malvern stands well 
nestled in fine ti’ees, — chiefly “ sounding syca- 
mores,” — and beyond there stretches to the hori- 
zon, which is marked by a low, faint line of hill, 
a %^ast level expanse of grass and corn fields, with 
hedgerows everywhere plumed with trees, and here 
and there a rolling mass of wood : it is one of the 
happiest scenes the eyes can look on, — freundlich, 
according to the pretty German phrase. On the 
opposite side of this main range of hills, there is a 
more undulated and more thickly wooded country 
which has the sunset all to itself, and is bright 
with departing lights when our Malvern side is in 
cold evening shadow. We are so fortunate as to 
look out over the wide southeastern valley from 
our sitting-room window. 

Our landlady is a quaint old personage, with a 
strong Cheshire accent. She is, as she tells us, a 
sharp old w’oman, and “ can see most things pretty 
quick; ” and she is kind enough to communicate 
her wisdom very freely to us less crisply-baked 
mortals. 
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15. —Yesterday we returned from Mal- 
vern (having gone there on 4th). During our 
stay I read Mrs. Jameson’s book on the 
“ Legends of the Monastic Orders,” cor- 
rected the 1st vol. of “ Adam Bede” for the new 
edition, and began Marchese’s “ Storia di San 
Mai’co.” 

I enter into your and Cara’s furniture-adjusting 
labours and your enjoyment of church and chapel 
afterwards. One wants a temple besides 
the outdoor temple, — a place where hu- saraHenneii, 

'I* i' ■*! «■** IStilS6pt« 

man beings do not ramble apart, but 
f/ieet with a common impulse. I hope you have 
some agreeable lens through which you can look 
at circumstances, — good health, at least. And 
really I begin to think people wLo are robust are 
in a position to pity all the rest of the world, — 
except, indeed, that there are certain secrets 
taught only by pain, which are, perhaps, worth 
the purchase. 

Sept. 23. — I have been unwell ever since we 
returned from Malvern, and have been distui’bed 
from various causes in my work, so that 
I have scarcely done anything except 
correct my owm books for a new edition. To-day 
I am much better, and hope to begin a more effec- 
tive life to-morrow. 

Sept. 28. — In the evening Mr. Spencer, Mr. 
Pigott, and Mr. Bedford came. We talked with 
Mr. Spencer about his chapter on the Direction of 
Force, — i. e., line of least resistance. 

Sept. 29 (Sunday). — Finished correcting 
“Silas Marner.” I have thus corrected all my 
books for a new and cheaper edition, and feel my 
mind free for other work. Walked to the Zoo 
with the boys. 
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Better to Miss 
Sara Heimell. 
6tli0ct 1861. 


Diary, IS6I* 


Oct. S. — To-day our new grand piano came, — 
a great addition to our pleasures. 

Oct, 4. — My mind stdl worried about my plot, 
— and without any confidence in my ability to do 
what I want. 

Oct. 5. — In the evening Mr. Bedford and Mr. 
Spencer came, and we had much music. 

We are enjoying a great pleasure, — a new 
grand piano, — and last evening we had a Bee- 
thoven night. We are looking out for 
a violinist : we have our violoncello, who 
is full of sensibility, but with no nega- 
tive in him, — i. e., no obstinate sense of time, — 
a man who is all assent and perpetual rallentando. 
We can enjoy the pleasure the more, because Mr. 
Lewes’s health is promising. 

Oct. 7. — Began the first chapter of 
my novel (“ Romola ”) . 

Oct. 9. — Read Nerli. 

Oct. 11. — Nardi’s “ History of Florence.” In 
the afternoon walked with Barbara, and talked 
with her from lunch till dinner-time. 

Oct. 12. — In the evening we had our usual 
Saturday mixture of visitors, talk, and music : an 
agreeable addition being Dr. M‘Donnell of Dublin. 

Oct. 14. — Went with Barbara to her school to 
hear the children sing. 

Oct. 18. — Walked with G. and Mr. Spencer to 
Hampstead, and continued walking for more than 
five hours. In the evening we had music. Mrs. 
Bodichon and Miss Parkes were our additional 
visitors. 

I am rather jealous of the friends who 
get so much of you, — especially when 
they are so unmeritorious as to be evan- 
gelical and spoil your rest. But I will not grumble. 


letter to Ite. 
Congreve, 23d 
Oct. I«6I. 
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I am in the happiest, most contented mood, and 
have only good news to tell you. I have hardly 
any trouble nearer to me than the American '^\’'ar 
and the prospects of poor cotton weavers, ^^^hile 
you were shivering at Boulogne, we were walking 
fast to avoid shivering at Malvern, and looking 
slightly blue after our sitz baths. Nevertheless 
that discipline answered admirably, and JSIr. 
Lewes’s health has been steadily improving since 
our Malvern expedition. As for me, imagine what 
I must be to have walked for five hours the other 
day! Or, better still, imagine me always cheerful, 
and infer the altei’ed condition of my mucous mem- 
brane. The difference must be there; for it is not 
in my moral sentiments or in my circumstances, — 
unless, indeed, a new grand piano, which tempts 
me to play more than I have done for years before, 
may be reckoned an item important enough to have 
contributed to the change. We talk of you very 
often, and the image of you is awakened in my mind 
still oftener. You are associated by many subtle, 
indescribable ties with some of my most precious 
and most silent thoughts. I am so glad you have 
the comfort of feeling that JMr. Congreve is pre- 
pared for his work again. I am hoping to heai’, 
when we see you, that the work will be less and 
less fagging, now the introductory years are past. 

Charley is going to Switzerland for his holiday 
next month. We shall enjoy our dual solitude; 
jet the dear boy is more and more precious to us 
from the singular rectitude and tenderness of his 
nature. Make signs to us as often as you can. 
You know how entirely Mr. Leaves shares my 
delight in seeing you and hearing from you. 

Oct. 28 and 80. — Not very well. Ut- 
terly desponding about my book. 


Biary, I86L 
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Oct. 81. — Still with an incapable head, — try- 
ing to write, trying to construct, and unable. 

Nov. 6. — So utterly dejected that in walking 
with G. in the Park, I almost resolved to give up 
my Italian novel. 

Nov. 10 (Sunday). — -New sense of things to 
be done in my novel, and more brightness in my 
thoughts. Yesterday I was occupied with ideas 
about my next English novel ; but this morning 
the Italian scenes returned upon me with fresh 
attraction. In the evening read “ Monteil.” A 
marvellous book; crammed with erudition, yet not 
dull or tiresome. 

Nov. 14. — W ent to the British Museum reading- 
room for the first time, — looking over costumes. 

Nov. 20. — Mrs. Congreve, Miss Bury, and 
Mr. Spencer to lunch. 

Your loving woi’ds of remembrance find a very 
full answer in my heart, — fuller than I can 

tetter to Miss The years seem to 7'ush by now, 

saraHeimeu. and I think of death as a fast-approach- 
mg end oi a journey, — double and 
treble reason for loving as well as working while 
it is day. We went to see Fechter’s Othello the 
other night. It is lamentably bad. He has not 
weight and passion enough for deep tragedy; and, 
to my feeling, the play is so degraded by his rep- 
resentation that it is positively demoralising, — as, 
indeed, all tragedy must be when it fails to move 
pity and terror. In this case it seems to move only 
titters among the smart and vulgar people who al- 
ways make the bulk of a theatre audience. We had 
a visit from our dear friend Mrs. Congreve on 
Wednesday, — a very infrequent pleasure now; 
for between our own absences from home and hers, 
and the fatigue of London journeying, it is diffi- 
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cult for us to manage meetings. Mr. Gongreve is, 
as usual, working hard in his medical studies,— 
toiling backward and forward daily. What cour- 
age and patience are wanted for every Hfe that 
aims to produce anything! 

Nov. 30. — In the evening we had Wilkie Col- 
lins, Mr. Pigott, and Mr. Spencer, and , , 

, n , -.1 . • Journal, 1861 . 

talked without any music. 

Dec. 3-7. — I continued very unwell until Sat- 
urday, when I felt a little better. In the evening 
Dr. Baetcke, Mr. Pigott, and Mr. Redford. 

Miss INIarshall came to see us yesterday. That 
is always a pleasure to me, not only from the sense 
I have of her goodness, but because she ' ^ 

stirs so many remembrances. The first 
time I saiv her was at Rufa’sV wedding; 
and don’t you remember the evening we spent at 
Mrs. Dobson’s? How young we all were then, — 
how old now! She says you are all under the im- 
pression that Mr. Lewes is still very ailing. Thank 
all good influences, it is not so. He has been mend- 
ing ever since we went to Malvern, and is enjoying 
life and work more than he has done before for 
nearly a year. He has long had it in his mind to 
write a histoiy of science, — a great, great under- 
taking, which it is happiness to both of us to con- 
template as possible for him. And now he is busy 
with Aristotle, and works with all the zest that be- 
longs to fresh ideas. Strangely enough, after all 
the ages of writing about Aristotle, there exists no 
fair appreciation of his position in natural science. 

I am pai’ticularly grumbling -and disagreeable 
to myself just now, and I think no one bears phys- 
ical pain so ill as I do, or is so thoroughly upset by 
it mentally. 

* Mrs. Charles Henndl (bow Mrs. Call)* 
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Bulwer has behaved very nicely to me, and I 
have a great respect for the energetic industry with 
which he has made the most of his powers. He 
has been writing diligently in very various depart- 
ments for more than thirty years, constantly im- 
proving his position, and profiting by the lessons 
of public opinion and of other writers. 

I ’m sorry you feel any degeneracy in Mr. 
George Dawson. There was something very win- 
ning about him in old days, and even what was not 
winning, but the reverse, affected me with a sort of 
kindly pity. With such a gift of tongue as he had, 
it w'as inevitable that speech should outrun feeling 
and experience, and I could well imagine that his 
present self might look back on that self of 21-27 
wath a sort of disgust. It so often happens that 
others are measuring us by our past self while we 
are looking back on that self with a mixture of dis- 
gust and sorrow. It would interest me a good 
deal to know just how Mr. Dawson preaches now. 

I am writing on my knees wdth my feet on the 
fender, and in that attitude I always write very 
small, — but I hope your sight is not teased by 
small writing. 

Give my best love to Cara, and sympathy with 
her in the pleasure of grasping an old friend by 
the hand, and having long talks after the distance 
of years. I know Mr. Bray will enjoy this too, 
— and the new house will seem more like the old 
one for this warming. 

Dec. 8 ( Sunday) . — G. had a headache, so we 
walked out in the morning sunshine. I told him 
T«T iny conception of my story, and he ex- 
pressed great delight. Shall I ever be 
able to carry out my ideas? Flashes of hope are 
succeeded by long intervals of dim distrust. Fin- 
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ished the 8th vol. of Lastri, and began the 9th chap- 
ter of Varchi, in which he gives an accurate account 
of Florence. 

JDec. 12. — Finished writing my plot, of which 
I must make several other draughts before I begin 
to write my book. 

Dec. 13. — Read Poggiana. In the afternoon 
walked to Molini’s and brought back Savonarola’s 
“ Dialogus de Veritate Prophetica ” and “ Com- 
pendium Revelationum ” for £4 ! 

Dec. 14. — In the evening came Mr. Huxley, 
Mr. Pigott, and Mr. Redford. 

Dec. 17. — Studied the topography of Florence. 

It was pleasant to have a greeting from you at 
this season when all signs of human kindness have 
a double emphasis. As one gets older, ^ „ 

epochs have necessarily some sadness, fegrTayior, 

^ -I 1 -r t t 3M Bee, 1861. 

even for those who have, as I have, much 
family joy. The past, that one would like to 
mend, spreads behind one so lengthily, and the 
years of retrieval keep shrinking, — the terrible 
peau de chagrin whose outline narrows and nar- 
rows with our ebbing life. 

I hardly know whether it would be agreeable to 
you, or worth your while, ever to come to us on a 
Saturday evening, when we are always at home to 
any friend who may be kind enough to come to us. 
It would be very pleasant to us if it were pleasant 
to you. 

During the latter half of 1861, I find the following 
amongst the boohs read: “ Histoire des Ordres Religieiiwf’ 
Sacchetti’s “ Novelle” Sismondi’s “ History of the Ital- 
ian Republics,” “ Osservatore Fiorentino,” Tennemann’s 
^‘History of Philosophy” T. A. Trollope's “ Beat a,” 
Sismondi’s “ Le Moyen Age Ulustre,” “ The Monks of 
the West,” “ Introduction to Savonarola’ s Poems,” by 
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Auiki de Beamy Remn^s Etudes d’Hisioire Religmise/'' 
FirgWs ''' Eclogues/' Buhle's '' History, of Modern PM- 
losopJiy/ Hallam on the Study of B-oman Law in the 
Middle Ages, Gibbon on the Revival of Greek Learn- 
ingy Nardi, Bulzcer's '‘Blend/ BurlamacchVs “ Life of 
Savonarola/ Pulci, Vtllari's “ Life of SavonaTola/ Mrs,: 
Jameson's “Sacred and Legendary Art/"“ Hymni and 
Epigrainmati " of MarulluSy Politian's “ Epistles/ Mar- 
cliese's Works, TiraboscMy Rock's “ Hierurgia/ Petti- 
grew “On Medical Superstition/ Manni's “Life^'Of 
Burchiello/ MacMaveUi's WorkSy GinguenS, Muratori 
“On Proper Names," Cicero “ Be O-fficiis/ Petrarch's 
Letters, Craik's “History of English Literature/ “Conti 
Carnivaleschi/ Letters of Filelfo, Lastri, and VarcM, 
Heeren on the Fifteenth Century, 



SUMMARY 


251 


SUMMARY OP CHAPTER XI 


JULY, 1860, TO DECEMBER, 1861 

Return from Italy to Wandsworth, accompanied by Charles Lewes — 
“Mill on the Floss ” success — 6000 sold — Letter to John Blackwood — 
French translation of “Adam Bede,’’ by M. D’ Albert of Geneva — I^-tler 
to Madame D’ Albert — Letter to Miss Henneli on her “I'houghts in Aid 
of Faith” --Letter to John Blackwood on Sir Edwaixl Ljiton’s criticism 
of “The Mill on the Floss” — Letter to Airs. Bray, recalling- feelings on 
journey to Italy in 1840 — Letter to Miss Sara Mennell — xVrticles on 
Strikes, by Henry Fawcett, in “Westminster” — Sitting to Lawrence for 
portrait — Letter to Aladame Bodichon — Interest in her schools — Letter 
to Aliss Henneli, explaining criticism of “Thoughts in Aid of Faith” — 
Reading Emerson’s “Alan the Reformer” — Deprecates writing about 
opinions on large questions in letters — Letter to John Blackwood — 
Italian novel project — Letter to Aladame Bodichon — Love of the coun- 
try— Removal to 10 Harewood Square — “Brother Jacob” written -- 
Letter to Airs. Congreve— Frederic Harrison’s article in “W-estminster” 
on “Essays and Reviews ” — Letter to John Blackwood — Religious party 
standpoint — Classical quotations — Letter to Aliss Henneli on re-reading 
“Thoughts in Aid of Faith” — Tribute to Mr, Lewes’s dispassionate judg- 
ment — Suffering from loss of the country — Independence secured — 
Anthony Trollope and Arthur Helps — Queen’s admiration of “Alill on 
the Floss — Writing “Silas Alarner” a sudden inspiration — Letter to 
AI. D’Albert — Letter to Airs. Congreve — Alonday I^piilar Concerts — 
Moved to 16 Blandford Square — Waste of time in furnishing — Tx>tter 
to Aladame Bodichon — On religious forms and ceremonies — Herbert 
Spencer’s new work, the best thing he has done — Letter to John Black- 
wood — “ Silas Marner ” — Letter to AI. D’Albert. — Ijetters to Airs. Con- 
greve — Zoological Gardens — Visit to Dorking — Letter to John Black- 
wood — Scott — Letters to Aliss Henneli — Private correspondence — 
Letter to Airs. Congreve — Arthur Clough’s death — Letter to John 
Blackwood — “Silas Alarner” — Books l^long to succesvsive mental 
phases — “Silas Alarner ” finished — Visit to Hastings — Ix4ter to Cha rles 
Bray — Alarriage of Air. William Smith — Letter to John Blackwood — 
Subscription to “Silas Alarner” 8300 — Article in “Alacmillan” on “llie 
Alill” — Letter to Mrs. Peter Taylor — Position — Letter to John Black- 
wood — Total subscription to “Silas Alarner” 5500 — Criticism on “I’he 
Alill” — Letter to Airs. P. Taylor — Never pays visits — D4ter to Miss 
Henneli — Hearing Beethoven and Mendelssohn music — Start oii second 
journey to Italy — Letter to Charles I^ewes, describing drive froin 
to Nice — Arrival at B'lorence — Letter to John Blackwood — No paint- 
ing of misers with pa|3er money — Letter to Charles I^ewes — Feels 
ful about future work — letter to John Blaekwocxl — Italian novel sim- 
mering — Letter to Charles Levres — Beatrice Trollope — Ex 7 >edition 
to Camaldoli and La Vernia with Afr, T. A. Troilo|:>e — Return home by 
Lago Maggiore and St. Gothard — Dinner at Greenwich with John Blaclc- 
wood, Colonel Hamley, &:c. — Reflections on waste of youth — Letters 
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to ISIiss Henaeli describing La Vernia — Improvement in general pMlo* 
Sophie attitude — Articles on Study of History in the “Cornhiir’ —-Posi- 
tivism one-sided — Admiration of Comte — Letter to Miss Hennell — 
Fechter in “Hamlet” — The Liturgy of the English Church — Depression 

— Musical Evenings 'with Mr. Pigott and Mr. ^Redford — Trip to Mal- 
vern — Letter to Miss Hennell — New grand piano — Began ‘*Romola ” 

— Saturday visitors — Letter to Mrs. Congreve — Better spirits — Re- 
newed depression — Letter to Miss Hennell — Time fl}dng — Fechter 
as Othello — Letter to Miss Hennell — Lewes busy with Aristotle — 
Bulwer — George Dawson — ' Reading, towards “ Romola ” — Letter , to ' 
Mrs. Peter Ta}dor on the. Past — Books read. ' 



CHAPTER XII 


ANUARY 1. — Mr. Blackwood sent me 
- / a note enclosing a letter from 
Montalembert about “ Silas Mar- 


ner.” I began again my novel of ' Roinola" 

I find to my surprise that I have admirers in 
France, and, in some cases, where I least ex- 


pected them. Montalembert, for ex- ^gj^ertoM 
ample, and — Alexandre Dumas (the d’ A lbert, ad 
elder) ! Count Arrivabene, on his re- 
turn from Naples, told us that Dumas went off 
into rhapsodies about “Adam Bede,” and pro- 
nounced it the first novel of the age. After this, 
I will never guess who will admire or dislike me. 

After the marriage of Alphonse, the news of 
your son Charles being at home with jmu, and ac- 
tively employed, is a fact I shall like to think of 
when I give my mind a holiday, by picturing what 
is going forward at Geneva. Such picturing is 
often done viva voce, — for Mr. Lewes and I like 


to talk of you both. 

It is not unlikely that our thoughts and wishes 
met about New Year’s Day, for I was only pre- 
vented from writing to you in that week 
by the fear of saying decidedly that %ve congrev|m 
could not go to you, and yet finding 
afterw'ards that a clear sky, happening to coincide 
with an absence of other hindrances, would have 
made that pleasure possible for us. I think we 
believe in each other’s thorough affection, and need 
not dread misunderstanding. But you must not 
write again, as you did in one note, a sort of apol- 
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ogy for coming to us when you were tired, as if 
we did n’t like to see you anyhow and at any time! 
And we especially like to think that our house can 
be a rest to you. 

For the first winter in my life I am hardly ever 
free from cold. As soon as one has departed with 
the usual final stage of stuffiness, another presents 
itself with the usual introduction of sore throat. 
And Mr. Lewes just now is a little ailing. But 
w'e have nothing serious to complain of. 

You seemed to me so bright and brave the last 
time I saw you, that I have had cheerful thoughts 
of 5 mu ever since. Write to me always wffien any- 
thing happens to you, either pleasant or sad, that 
there is no reason for my not knowing, so that we 
may not spend long weeks in wondering how all 
things are with you. 

And do come to us whenever you can, without 
caring about my going to you, for this is too diffi- 
cult for me in chill and doubtful weather. Are 
you not looking anxiously for the news from 
America? 

As for the brain being useless after fifty, that is 
no general rule: witness the good and hard work 
^ ^ „ that has been done in plenty after that 

letteftoMrs. _ . , ^ , , y . v . _ 

Biw, i3tt age. 1 wish I could be inspired wnth 
just the knowledge that w^ould enable 
me to be of some good to you. I feel so ignorant 
and helpless. The year is opening happily for us, 
except — alas 1 the exception is a great one — in 
the way of health. Mr. Lewes is constantly ailing, 
like a delicate headachy woman. But we have 
abundant blessings. 

I hope you are able to enjoy Max ISIiiller’s great 
and delightful book during your imprisonment. 
It tempts me away from other things. I have read 



255 


186S] MR. SMITH, PUBLISHER 

most of the numbers of “ Orley Farm,” and ad- 
mire it very much, with the exception of such parts 
as I have read about Moulder & Co. 

Anthony Trollope is admirable in the 
presentation of even average life 
character, and he is so thoi’oughly wholesome- 
minded that one delights in seeing his books lie 
about to be read. Have you read “ Beata ” yet, 
— the first_ novel written by his brother at Flor- 
ence, who is our especial favourite? Do read it 
when you can, if the opportunity has not already 
come. I am going to be taken to a pantomime in 
the daytime, like a good child, for a Christmas 
treat, not having had my fair share of pantomime 
in the world. 

Jan. 18 (Saturday). — We had an agreeable 
evening. Mr. Burton ^ and Mr. Clark ^ of Cam- 
bridge made an acceptable variety in . 

, ° ^ ■' Jonmal, I8<2. 

om’ party. 

Jan. 19-20. — Head very bad, — producing ter- 
rible depression. 

Jan. 23. — Wrote again, feeling in brighter 
spirits. Mr. Smith the publisher called and had 
an interview with G. He asked if I were open to 
“ a magnificent offer.” This made me tliink about 
money, — but it is better for me not to be rich. 

Jan. 26 ( Sunday) , — Detained from VTiting by 
the necessity of gathering particulars; 1st, about 
Lorenzo de Medici’s death ; 2d, about the possible 
retardation of Easter; 3d, about Corpus Christi 
day; 4th, about Savonarola’s preaching in the 

^ Now Sir Frederic Burton, Director of the National Gallery, to whom 
we are indebted for the drawing of George Eliot now in the National Por- 
trait Gallery, South Kensington, and who was a very intimate and valued 
friend of Mr. and Mrs. Lewes. 

^ Mr. W. G. Clark, late Public Orator at Cambridge, well known as 
a scholar, and for bis edition of Shakspeare in conjunction with Mr. Aldis 
Wright, 
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Quaresima of 14!92. Finished “ La Mandragola,” 
— second time reading for the sake of Florentine 
expressions, — and began “ La Calandra.” 

Jan. 31. — Have been reading some entries in 
my note-book of past times in which I recorded 
my malaise and despair. But it is impossible to 
me to believe that I have ever been in so unprom- 
ising and despairing a state as I now feel. After 
wi’iting these wox'ds I read to G. the Proem and 
opening scene of my novel, and he expressed great 
delight in them. 

I was taken to see my pantomime. How pretty 
it is to see the theatre full of children! 
Ah, what I should have felt in my real 
* ' ' child days to have been let into the fur- 

ther history of Mother Hubbard and her Dog! 

George Stephenson is one of my great heroes: 
has he not a dear old face? 


I think yours is the instinct of all delicate na- 
tures, — not to speak to authors about their writ- 
, ^ ings. It is better for us all to hear as 

|«ter Taylor, bttle about ourselves as possible; to do 
* ■ * ' our work faithfully, and be satisfied 
with the certainty that if it touches many minds, 
it cannot touch them in a way quite aloof from 
our intention and hope. 

Feh. 7. — A week of February already gone ! I 
have been obliged to be very moderate in work 



T , from feebleness of head and body; but 
1 have rewritten, with additions, the 
first chapter of my book. 

I am wondering whether you could spare me, 
for a few weeks, the “ Tempest ” music, 
^nd any other vocal music of that 
1 S 6 Z. Qj. a kindred species? I don’t want 

to buy it until our singers have experimented 


letter te Mrs. 
Bray» stliFefe-,' 
IS62. 
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upon it. Don’t think of sending me anything that 
you are using at all, but if said music be lying idle, 
I should be grateful for the loan. We hare sev- 
eral operas, — “ Don Giovanni,” “ Figaro,” the 
“ Barbiere,” “ Flauto Magieo,” and also the music 
of “ Macbeth; ” but I think that is all our stock 
of concerted vocal music. 

Feb. 11. — We set olf to Dorking. The day 
was lovely, and we walked through . 

Mr. Hope’s park to Betchworth. 

the evening I read aloud Sybel’s “Lectures on 

the Crusades.” 

Feb. 12. — The day was grey, but the air was 
fresh and pleasant. We walked to Wootton Park, 

— Evelyn’s W ootton, — lunched at a little road- 
side inn there, and returned to Dorking to dine. 
During stay at Dorking finished the first twelve 
cantos of Pulci. 

Feb. IB. — Returned home. 

I think it is a reasonable law that the one who 
takes wing should be the first to write, tetter to 

— not the bird that stays in the old cage, ® 
and may be supposed to be eating the 

usual seed and groundsel, and looking at the same 
slice of the world through the same wires. 

I think the highest and best thing is rather to 
suffer with real suffering than to be happj^ in the 
imagination of an unreal good. I would rather 
know that the beings I love are in some trouble, 
and suffer because of it, even though I can’t help 
them, than be fancying them happy when they are 
not so, and making myself comfortable on the 
strength of that false belief. And so I am impa- 
tient of all ignorance and concealment. I don’t 
say “ that is wise,” but simply “ that is my nature.” 
I can enter into what you "have felt, for serious 

VOL* XIX — 17 
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illness, such as seems to bring death near, makes 
one feel the simple human brother- and sister-hood 
so strongly, that those we were apt to think almost 
indifferent to us before, touch the very quick of 
our hearts, I suppose if we happened only to 
hold the hand of a hospital patient when she was 
dying, her face, and all the memories along with 
it, would seem to lie deeper in our experience 
than all we knew of many old friends and blood 
relations. 

We have had no troubles but the public troubles, 
— anxiety about the war with America, and sym- 
pathy with the poor Queen. My best consolation 
is that an example on so tremendous a scale (as 
the war) of the need for the education of mankind 
through the affections and sentiments, as a basis 
for true development, will have a strong influence 
on all thinkers, and be a check to the arid narrow 
antagonism which in some quarters is held to be 
the only form of liberal thought, 

George has fairly begun what we have long con- 
templated as a happiness for him, — a History of 
Science, and has written so thorough an analysis 
and investigation of Aristotle’s Natui’al Science, 
that he feels it will make an epoch for the men 
who are interested at once in the progress of mod- 
ern science, and in the question how far Aristotle 
went both in the observation of facts and in their 
theoi'etic combination, — a question never yet 
cleared up after aU these ages. This work makes 
him “very jolly,” but his dear face looks very 
pale and narrow. Those only can thoroughly feel 
the meaning of death who know what is perfect 
love, 

God bless you, — that is not a false word, how- 
ever many false ideas may have been hidden under 
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it. No, — not false ideas, but temporary ones, — 
caterpillars and chrysalids of future ideas. 

Feb. 17. — I have written only the two first 
chapters of my novel besides the Proem, and I 
have an oppressive sense of the far- _ 

stretching task before me, health being ’ 
feeble just now. I have lately read again with 
great delight Mrs. Browning’s “ Casa Guidi Win- 
dows.” It contains, amongst other admirable 
things, a very noble expression of what I believe to 
be the true relation of the religious mind to the past. 

Feb. 26. — - 1 have been very ailing all tiiis last 
week, and have worked under impeding discour- 
agement. I have a distrust in myself, in my work, 
in others’ loving acceptance of it, which robs ray 
otherwise happy life of all joy. I ask myself, 
without being able to answer, whether I have ever 
before felt so chilled and oppressed. I have writ- 
ten now about sixty pages of m}’' romance. Will 
it ever be finished? Ever be worth anji:hing? 

Feb. 27 .—George Smith, the publisher, brought 
the proof of G.’s book, “ Animal Studies,” and laid 
before him a proposition to give me £10,000 for my 
new novel, — i. e., for its appearance in the “ Corn- 
hill,” and the entire copyright at home and abroad. 

March 1. — The idea of my novel appearing in 
the “ Cornhill ” is given up, as G. Smith wishes 
to have it commenced in May, and I cannot con- 
sent to begin publication until I have seen nearly 
to the end of the work. 

We had agreeable weather until yesterday, which 
was wet and blustering, so that we could letter to 
only snatch two short walks. Pater is “w^ioth 
better, I think; and I, as usual, am “SziiS*’ 
impudently flourishing in country air 
and idleness. On Friday Mr. Bone, om- landlord, 
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drove us out in his pony carriage, to see the “ meet ” 
of the stag-homids, and on Saturday ditto to see 
the fox-hunters; so you perceive we have been 
leading rather a grand life. 

March 11. — On Wednesday last, the 5th, G. 
and I set off to Englefield Green, where we have 
spent a delightful week at the Barley 
joowiai, 1862 . Inn. I have finished Pulci there, 

and read aloud the “Chateau d’lf.” 

We returned from our flight into the countiy 
yesterday, not without a sigh at parting with the 
letter to Miss pui’C ail* and the notes of the blackbirds 
imnSf’ foi’ usual canopy of smoke and the 
sound of cab wheels. I am not going 
out again, and our life will have its old routine, — 
lunch at half-past one, walk till four, dinner at 
five. 

March 24. — After enjoying our week at Eg- 
ham, I returned to protracted headache. Last 
Saturday we received as usual, and our 
® party was joined by Mr. and Mrs. Noel. 
I have begun the fourth chapter of my novel, but 
have been working under a weight. 

I congratulate you on being out of London, 
which is more like a pandemonium than usual, 
tetter to Miss The fog and rain have been the more 
oppressive because I have seen them 
1862 . through Mr. Lewes’s almost constant 

discomfort. I think he has had at least five days 
of sick headache since you saw him. But then he 
is better tempered and more cheerful 'with head- 
ache than most people are without it; and in that 
^vay he lightens his burthen. Have you noticed 
in the “ Times ” Mr. Peabody’s magnificent deed? 
— the gift of £150,000 for the amelioration (body 
and soul, I suppose) of the poorer classes in Lon- 
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don. That is a pleasant association to have >?ith 
an American name. 

April 1 . — Much headache this last jonmai, i862. 
week. 

April 2. — Better this morning; writing with 
enjoyment. At the seventy-seventh page. Read 
Juvenal this morning and Nisard. 

Your letter with its pleasant details was very 
welcome. I rejoice especially in that pretty ap- 
pendix to your life which is made by 
the young household of Marseilles, and D’^Seit, sit 
I like to think that there is much bright- 
ness still in reserve for the evening of Maman’s 
sweet life, in the thought and the sight of a hap- 
piness that touches her so closely. 

The two volumes of “ La Famille Tuiliver ” 
have duly arrived, and some day, when I can afford 
to give myself that idle pleasure, I shall glance at 
the pages, that I may imagine the translator more 
'v’ividly by reading phrases wdiich have been in his 
mind, — a little too often for his patience, per- 
haps, in the long business of revision and proof- 
correcting. Yet I hardly need any help in bring- 
ing you and Maman before me, and hearing the 
tone of the two voices. I have the happiness of 
being able to recall beloved faces and accents with 
great clearness, and in this way my friends are 
continually with me. 

Tell Maman that she never ceases to make one 
among those dearest human beings who have given 
me the blessedness of feeling perfect respect as 
well as love. I fancy I am kissing her soft cheek 
now, wLile you, dear friend, are saying something 
to make us smile. I wonder whether you are now 
as you used to be, — at once brightly cheerful and 
deeply sad. 
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Mr. Lewes shares all things with me, except my 
failings, of which he only shares the inconveniences. 
And so, though I have no express message to de- 
liver, I am quite truthful in saying that he shares 
my affectionate wishes towards you both. 

April 16. — As I had been ailing for a fortnight 
, ’ or more, we resolved to go to Dorking, 

Jonniftlf 1862* T 1 

and set oft to-day. 

3Iay 6. — We returned from Dorking after a 
stay of three weeks, during which we have had 
delicious weather. 

Our life is the old accustomed duet this month. 
We enjoy an interval of our double solitude. 

Letter to Mrs Does n’t the spring look lovelier every 
Bray, May, ' year to eyes that want more and more 
light? It was rather saddening to leave 
the larks and all the fresh leaves to come back to 
the rolling of cabs and “ the blacks ; ” but in com- 
pensation we have all our conveniences about us. 

3Iay 23. — Since I wrote last, very important 
decisions have been made. I am to publish my 
novel of “ Romola ” in the “ CornhiU 
0 ' ' Magazine” for £7000, paid in twelve 

monthly payments. There has been the regret of 
leaving Blackwood, who has written me a letter 
in ■'%€ most perfect spirit of gentlemanliness and 
good feehng, 

3Iay 27. — Mr. Helps, Mr. Burton, and Mr. T. 
A. Trollope dined with us. 

31 ay 31. — Finished the second part, extending 
to page 188. 

June 30. — I have at present written only the 
scene between Romola and her brother in' San 
Slarco towards Part IV. This morning I had a 
delightful generous letter from Mr. Anthony 
Trollope about “Romola.” 
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July 6. — The past week has been unfruitful 
from various causes. The consequence is, that I 
am no further on in my MS., and have lost the 
excellent start my early completion of the third 
part had given me. 

July 10. — A dreadful palsy has beset me for 
the last few days. I have scarcely made any prog- 
ress. Yet I have been very well in body. I have 
been reading a book often referred to by Hallam, 

— Meiners’s “ Lives of Mirandola and Politian.” 
They are excellent. They have German industry, 
and are succinctly and clearly written. 

Imagine me — ■ not fuming in imperfect resigna- 
tion under London smoke, but — with the wide 
sky of the coast above me, and every ^ ^ 
comiort positive and negative aronnd saraHeaneii, 
me, even to the absence of staring eyes from uttie- 
and crinolines. Worthing was so full 
that it rejected us, and, to our great good fortune, 
sent us here. W e were pleased to hear that you had 
seen Mr. Spencer. We always feel him particu- 
larly welcome when he comes back to town; there is 
no one like him for talking to about certain things. 

You will come and dine or walk with us when- 
ever you have nothing better to do in your visit to 
town. I take that for granted. We lie, you know, 
on the way between the Exhibition and ISIr. Noel’s. 

Sept. 23. — Returned from our staj^ in the coun- 
try, first at the Beach Hotel, Little- 
hampton, and for the last three daj^s at 
Dorking. 

“ The Small House at Allington ” is by our ex- 
cellent friend Mr. Anthony Trollope, 

— one of the heartiest, most genuine, 
moral, and generous men we know. 

His brother, too, Mr. Thomas Adolphus Trollope, 
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who lias resided at Florence for twenty years, is 
very much valued by us. They are sons, you know, 
of the Mrs. Trollope whose name must be familiar 
to you as an authoress, even if you have known 
nothing of her personally. 

I have not read “ Les Miserables,” having been 
for a long while exclusively occupied with old 
Florentine literature; but Mr. Lewes told me 
enough of the earlier volumes to make me under- 
stand your feeling about it. If any writer of less 
name than Hugo had made such a mistake in art 
as to give that long descriptive account of a char- 
acter (the bishop) who has so short a role dramati- 
cally, the critics would have surely complained. 
Yet as it is, Mr. Lewes tells me that even Emile 
JHontegut found the art of the first two volumes 
altogether admirable. 

Sept. 26. — At page 62, Part VI. Y^estei'day a 

letter came from Mr. T. A. Trollope, full 
ourn , 1862 . Qf fQj, Ebenezer. 

Oct. 2. — At page 85. Scene between Tito and 
Romola. 

Welcome to your letter, and welcome to the 
hope of seeing you again! I have an engagement 
on ilonday from lunch till dinner. 
Apart from that, I know of nothing 
1 . 1863. farther than for our 

daily ivalk, which, you know, begins at two. But 
we will alter the order of any day for the sake of 
seeing you. Mi*. Lewes’s absence of a fortnight 
at Spa was a great success. He has been quite 
brilliant ever since. Ten days ago we returned 
from a stay of three weeks in the country, — 
chiefly at Littlehampton, — and we are both very 
well. Everything is prosperous ’wdth us ; and we 
are so far from griefs that if we had a wonderful 





emerald ring, we should perhaps be wise to throw 
it away as a propitiation of the envious gods. 

So much in immediate reply to your kind 
anxiety. Everything else when we meet. 


Finished Part VII., havins deter- 


mined to end at the point where Romola 
has left Florence. 


Joiiriialr U 62 , 


Nov. 14. — Finished reading “Boccaccio” 
through for the second time. 

Nov. 17. — Read the “ Orfeo ” and “ Stanze ” 


of Poliziano. The latter are wonderfully fine for a 
youth of sixteen. They contain a description of 
a Palace of Venus, which seems the suggestion of 
Tennyson’s Palace of Art in many points. 

I wish I knew that this birthday has found you 
happier than any that went before. There are so 
many things — best things — that only towuss 
come when youth is past, that it may saraHean^. 
well happen to many oi us to find our- 
selves happier and happier to the last. We have 
been to a Monday Pop. this week to hear Beetho- 
ven’s Septet, and an amazing thing of Bach’s, 
played by the amazing Joachim. But there is too 
much “ Pop.” for the thorough enjoyment of the 
chamber music they give. You wiU be interested 
to know that there is a new muster of scientific and 


philosophic men lately established, for the sake of 
bringing people who care to know and speak the 
truth, as well as they can, into regular communi- 
cation. Mr. Lewes was at the first meeting at 
Clunn’s Hotel on Friday last. The plan is to meet 
and dine moderately and cheaply, and no one is to 
be admitted who is not “ thorough ” in the sense 
of being free from the suspicion of temporising 
and professing opinions on official grounds. The 
plan was started at Gambridge. Mr. Huxley is 
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president, and Charles Kingsley is vice. If they 
are sufficiently rigid about admissions, the club 
may come to good, — bringing together men who 
think variously, but have more hearty feelings in 
common than they give each other credit for. Mr. 
Robert Chambei’s (who lives in London now) is 
very warm about the matter. Mr. Spencer, too, is 
a member. 

Pray don’t ever ask me again not to rob a man 
of his religious belief, as if you thought my mind 
tetter to tended to such robbery. I have too pro- 

found a conviction of the efficacy that 
lies in all sincere faith, and the spiritual 
blight that comes with no faith, to have any neg- 
ative propagandism in me. In fact, I have very 
little sympathy with Freethinkers as a class, and 
have lost all interest in mere antagonism to re- 
ligious doctrines. I care only to know, if possible, 
the lasting meaning that lies in all religious doc- 
trine from the beginning till now. That speech of 
Carlyle’s,^ which sounds so odious, must, I think, 
have been provoked by something in the manner 
of the statement to which it came as an answer, — 
else it would hurt me very much that he should have 
uttered it. 

Y’ou left a handkerchief at our house. I vdll 
take care of it till next summer. I look forward 
with some longing to that time when I shall have 
lightened my soul of one chief thing I wanted to 
do, and be freer to think and feel about other 
people’s work. We shall see you oftener, I hope, 
and have a great deal more talk than ever we have 
had before to make amends for our stinted enjoy- 
ment of you this summer. 

*• Some general remark of Carlyle’s, — Madame Bodicbon cannot re- 
member exactly what it was,' , ^ 
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God bless you, dear Barbara, You are very 
precious to us. 

I have to thank you for the two copies of “ Silas 
Marner,” which arrived the other day. I looked 
through the scene in the village tavern, 
and thought, so far as I am a judge of a 
French rendering, that you had given 
the spirit of the scene very charmingly. Here 
and there it was inevitable that, for w'ant of the 
knowledge which only a native of England 
can have, you should mistake the meaning of a 
phrase. 

I hope Maman and you are expecting Christ- 
mas and the New Year with a sense of family 
jo 5 ’^s about you, as well as with tolerable health. 
With us at present the weather is mild, and we are 
hoping, for the sake of Lancashire weavers out of 
work, that the winter will not be severe. 

Our life has been quite without incidents lately, 
and we have been absorbed in our w^ork and our 
fireside affections. In this world of struggles and 
endurance, we seem to have more than our share 
of happiness and prosperity, and I think this year’s 
end finds me enjoying existence more than I ever 
did before, in spite of the loss of youth. Study is 
a keener delight to me than ever, and I think the 
affections, instead of being dulled by age, have 
acquired a stronger activity, — or at least their 
activity seems stronger from being less perturbed 
by the egoism of young cravings. I should like to 
know that your experience is the same. 

My constant love to Maman. 

Nov. 30. — ( Sunday) . — Finished Jonwai. tm. 
Part VIII. Mr. Burton came. 

Dec. 16. — In the evening Browning paid us a 
visit for the first time. 
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Dec. Vt. — At p. 22 only. I am extremely spir- 
itless, dead, and hopeless about my writing. The 
long state of headache has left me in depression and 
incapacity. The constantly heavy-clouded, and 
often wet, w'eather tends to increase the depres- 
sion. I am inwardly irritable, and unvisited by 
good thoughts. Reading the “ Purgatorio ” again, 
and the “ Compendium Revelationum ” of Savon- 
arola. After this record, I read aloud what I had 
written of Part IX. to George, and he, to my sur- 
prise, entirely approved of it. 

Dec. 24. — Mrs. F. Malleson brought me a 
beautiful plant as a Christmas offering. In the 
evening we went to hear the “Messiah” at Her 
Majesty’s Theatre. 

I am very sensitive to words and looks and 

letter to Bto. sympathy, so you may be 

Peter Taylor, sure that your kind wishes are not lost 
upon me. 

As you wiU have your house full, the wish for 
a “ Mei’ry Christmas ” may be literally fulfilled 
for you. We shall be quieter, with none but our 
family trio, but that is ahvays a happy one. We 
are going to usher in the day by hearing the 
“ Messiah ” to-night at Her Majesty’s. 

Evening will be a pleasanter time for a little 
genial talk than “ calling hours; ” and if you will 
come to us without ceremony, you will hardly run 
the risk of not finding us. We go nowdiere except 
to eoncei;J:s, 

We are longing to run aw'ay from London, but I 
daresay w'e shall not do so before March. Winter 
is probably yet to come, and one w-ould not like to 
be caught by frost and snow away from one’s own 

Ahvays believe, without my saying it, that it 
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gladdens me to know when anything I do has value 
for you. 

It is very sweet to me to have any proof of lov- 
ing remembrance. That would have made the 
book-marker precious even if it had been 
Ugly. But it is perfectly beautiful, — saraH^S 
in colour, words, and symbols. Hitherto 
I have been discontented with the Coventry book- 
marks; for at the shop where we habitually see 
them they have all got, “ Let the people praise 
Thee, O God,” on them, and nothing else. But I 
can think of no motto better than those three words. 
I suppose no wisdom the world will ever find out 
will make Paul’s words obsolete, — - “ Now abide,” 
&c., “but the greatest of these is Charity.” Our 
Christmas, too, has been quiet. Mr. Lewes, who 
talks much less about goodness than I do, but is 
always readier to do the right thing, thinks it 
rather wicked for us to eat our turkey and plum- 
pudding without asking some forlorn person to 
eat it with us. But I ’m afraid we were- glad, after 
all, to find ourselves alone with “ the boy,” On 
Christmas Eve a sweet woman, remembering me 
as you have done, left a beautiful plant at the door, 
and after that we went to hear the “ Messiah ” at 
Her Majesty’s. We felt a considerable minus 
from the absence of the organ, contrary to adver- 
tisement: nevertheless it was good to be there. 
What pitiable people those are who feel no poetry 
in Chi’istianity ! Surely the acme of poetry hitherto 
is the conception of the suffering Messiah, and the 
final triumph, “ He shall reign for ever and for 
ever.” The Prometheus is a ven^ imperfect fore- 
shadowing of that symbol nought out in the long 
history of the Jewish and Christian ages. 

Mr. Lewes and I have both been in miserable 
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health during all this month. I have had a fort- 
night’s incessant malaise and feebleness; but as I 
had had many months of tolerable health, it was 
my turn to be uncomfortable. If my book-marker 
were just a little longer, I should keep it in my 
beautiful Bible in large print, which Mr. Lewes 
bought for me in prevision for my old age. He is 
not fond of reading the Bible himself, but “ sees no 
harm ” in my reading it. 

I am not quite sure what you mean by “ charity ” 
when you call it humbug. If you mean that atti- 
...... tude of mind which says, “ I foi’give my 

Brays,^ 2 |tii leJlow-men tor not being as good as I 
’ am,” I agree with you in hoping that it 
wilt vanish, as also the circumstantial form of alms- 
giving. But if you are alluding to anything in 
my letter, I meant what charity meant in the elder 
English, and what the translators of the Bible 
meant in their rendering of the thirteenth chapter 
of 1st Corinthians, — Caritas, the highest love or 
fellowship, which I am happy to believe that no 
philosophy will expel from the world. 

Dec. 31 {last day of the kind old year) . — Clear 
and pleasantly mild. Yesterday a pleasant mes- 
sage from Mr. Hannay about “ Rom- 
’ ‘ ola.” We have had many blessings this 

year. Opportunities which have enabled us to ac- 
quire an abundant independence; the satisfactory 
progress of our two eldest boys ; vaiious grounds 
of happiness in our work; and ever-growing hap- 
piness in each other. I hope with trembling that 
the coming year may be as comforting a retro- 
spect, — with trembling because my w'ork is not 
yet done. Besides the finishing of “ Romola,” we 
have to think of Thomie’s passing his final exam- 
ination, and, in ease of success, his going out to 
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India; of Bertie’s leaving Hofwyl; and of our 
finding a new residence. I have had more than my 
average amount of comfortable health until this 
last month, in which I have been constantly ailing, 
and my work has suffered proportionately. 

The letter with the one word in it, like a whis- 
per of sympathy, lay on my plate when I went 
down to lunch this morning. The gen- 
erous movement that made you send it 
has gladdened me all day. I have had a ^ 
great deal of pretty encouragement from immense 
big- wigs, — some of them saying “ Romola ” is 
the finest book they ever read; but the opinion of 
big- wigs has one sort of value, and the fellow- 
feeling of a long-known friend has another. One 
can’t do quite well without both. En revanche, I 
am a feeble wretch, with eyes that threaten to get 
bloodshot on the slightest provocation. We made 
a rush to Dorking for a day or two, and the quiet 
and fresh air seemed to make a new creature of me; 
but when we get back to town, town-sensations 
return. 

That scheme of a sort of Philosophical Club that 
I told you of went to pieces before it w’as finished, 
like a house of cards. So it will be to Letter to jess 
the end, I fancy, with all attempts at 
combinations that are not based either 
on material interests or on opinions that are not 
merely opinions but religion. Doubtless you have 
been interested in the Colenso correspondence, and 
perhaps in Miss Cobbe’s rejoinder to Mrs. Stowe’s 
remonstrating answer to the women of England. 
I was glad to see how free the answ'er w'as from 
all tartness or conceit. Miss Cobbe’s introduction 
to the new edition of Theodore Parker is also 
very honourable to her, — a little too metaphor- 
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icai here and there, but with real thought and 
good feeling. 

It is a comfort to hear of you again, and to 
know that there is no serious trouble to mar the 

Letter to mi8 spring weather for you. I must carry 
co^w^sts that thought as m 3 t consolation for not 
^ seeing you on Tuesday’', ~ not quite a 

sufficient consolation, for mj eyes desire you very 
much after these long months of almost total sep- 
aration. The reason I cannot have that pleasure 
on Tuesday is that, according to a long-arranged 
plan, I am going on Monday to Dorking again 
for a fortnight. I should be still more vexed to 
miss you if I were in better condition, but at pres- 
ent I am rather like a shell-less lobster, and inclined 
to creep out of sight. I shall wu-ite to you, or try 
to see you, as soon as I can after my return. I 
wish you could have told me of a more decided 
return to ordinary health in Mr. Congreve, but I 
am inclined to hope that the lecturing may rather 
benefit than injure him, by being a moral tonic. 
How’ much there is for us to talk about ! But only 
to look at dear faces that one has seen so little of 
for a long while, seems reason enough for wanting to 
meet. iNIr. Lewes is better than usual just now’, and 
3 ’ou must not suppose that there is anything w’orse 
the matter with me than jmu have been used to see- 
ing in me. Please give my highest regards to Mr. 
Congreve, and love to EmiN, who, I hope, has quite 
got back the roses wdiich had somewhat paled. My 
pen straggles as if it had a stronger w’ill than I. 

Glad j’ou enjoyed “ Esmond.” It is a fine book. 
Since you have been interested in the 
historical suggestions, I recommend you 
fromiorMag. to read Thackera, 3 ’’s “ Lectures on the 
English Humoui’ists,” which are all about the 
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men of the same period. There is a more exagger- 
ated estimate of Swift and Addison than is im- 
plied in “ Esmond; ” and the excessive laudation 
of men who are considerably below the tip-top of 
human nature, both in their lives and genius, rather 
vitiates the Lectures, which are otherwise admir- 
able, and are delightful reading. 

The wind is high and cold, making the sunshine 
seem hard and unsjmipathetic. 

Wlay 6. — -We have just returned from Dorking, 
whither I went a fortnight ago to have solitude, 
while George took his journey to Hof- 
wyl to see Bertie. The iveather was ' 

severely cold for several days of my stay, and I was 
often ailing. That has been the way with me for 
a month and more, and in consequence I am back- 
ward with my July number of “ Romola,” — the 
last part but one. 

I remember my wife telling me, at Witley, how cruelly 
she had suffered at Dorking from working under a leaden 
weight at this time. The writing of “ Romola ” ploughed 
into her more than any of her other books. She told me 
she could put her finger on it as marking a well-defined 
transition in her life. In her own words, I began it a 
young woman, — 1 finished it an old woman.” 

Yes! we shall be in town in June. Your coming 
would be reason good enough, but we have others, 
— chiefly, that we are up to the ears in tetter to 
boydom and imperious parental duties. Sto,i 2 tJb 
All is as happy and prosperous with us 
as heart can lawfully desire, except my health. I 
have been a mere wretch for several months past. 
You will come to me like the morning sunlight, 
and make me a little less of a flaccid cabbage- 
plant. 

VOL. XIX — 18 
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It is a very pretty life you are leading at Has- 
tings, vsdth your painting all morning, and fair 
mothers and children to look at the rest of the 
day. 

I am terribly frightened about Mrs. . She 

wrote to me telling me that we were sure to suit 
each other, neither of us holding the opinions of 
%h.e, Moutons de Panurge. Nothing could have 
been more decisive of the opposite prospect to me. 
If there is one attitude more odious to me than 
any other of the many attitudes of “ knowingness,” 
it is that air of lofty superiority to the vulgar. 
However, she will soon find out that I am a very 
commonplace -woman. 

May 16 . — Finished Part XIII. 
jonmai, 1863 . Tito jjQ great excitement. 

31 ay 18 . — Began Part XIV. — the last! Yes- 
terday George saw Count Annvabene, who wishes 
to translate “ Romola,” and says the Italians are 
indebted to me. 

Health seems, to those who want it, enough to 
make daylight a gladness. But the explanation of 
Letter to Mra never consoling except to the ex- 

1863' J"”®' plainer. We are just as we were, think- 

ing about the questionable house (The 
Priory), and wondei’ing what would be the right 
thing to do; hardly liking to lock up any money in 
land and bricks, and yet frightened lest we should 
not get a quiet place just when we want it. But I 
daresay we shall have it after all. 

June 6 . — We had a little evening pax'ty with 
music, intended to celebrate the com- 
pletion of “ Romola,” which, however, is 
not absolutely completed, for I have still to alter 
the epilogue. 

June 9 . — Put the last stroke to “Romola.” 
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Ehenezer! Went in the evening to hear “ La 
Gazza Ladra.” 

The manuscript of “Romola ” hears the following in- 
scription: — 

“ To the Husband whose perfect love has been the 
best source of her insight and strength, this man- 
uscript is given by his devoted wife, the writer.” 

How impossible it is for strong healthy people 
to understand the way in which bodily malaise and 
suffering eats at the root of one’s life! lettertoMsa 
The philosophy that is time — the reli- 
gion that is strength to the healthy — is 
constantly emptiness to one when the head is dis- 
tracted and every sensation is oppressive. 

June 16. — George and I set off to-day to the 
Isle of Wight, where we had a delightful holiday. 
On Friday, the 19th, we settled for a 
w'eek at Niton, which, I think, is the 
prettiest place in all the island. On the follmv- 
ing Friday we went on to Freshwater, and failed, 
from threatening rain, in an attempt to walk to 
Alum Bay, so that we rather repented of our 
choice. The consolation wms that we shall know 
better than to go to Freshwater another time. On 
the Saturday morning w-e drove to Ryde, and re- 
mained there until Monday the' 29th. 

Your letter was a welcome addition to our sun- 
shine this Sabbath morning. For in 
this particular we seem to have been 
more fortunate than you, having had nHon- 
almost constant sunshine since we arrived at San- 
down, on Tuesday evening. 

‘ This place is perfect, reminding me of Jersey 
in its combination of luxuriant greenth with the 
delights of a sandy beach. At the end of our week, 
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if the weather is warmer, we shall go on to Fresh- 
w^ater for our remaining few days. But the wind 
at present is a little colder than one desires it, when 
the object is to get rid of a cough, and unless it 
gets milder, we shall go back to Shanklin. I am 
enjojdng the hedgerow gi*asses and flowers with 
something like a released prisoner’s feeling, — it 
is so long since I had a bit of real English country. 

I am very happy in my holiday, finding quite a 
fresh charm in the hedgerow grasses and flowers 
tettertocimries after my long banishment from them. 

We have a flower-garden just round us, 
and then a sheltered grassy walk, on 
which the sun shines through the best part of the 
day; and then a ^vide meadow, and beyond that 
trees and the sea. Moreover, our landlady has 
cows, and we get the quintessence of cream, - — ex- 
cellent bread and butter also, and a young lady, 
with a large crinoline, to wait upon us, — all for 
25s. per week ; or rather, we get the apartment in 
which we enjoy those primitive and modern bless- 
ings for that moderate sum. 

July 4. — Went to see Ristori in “Adrienne 
, , , , Lecouvreur,” and did not like it. I 

JoiumsCly 1863* I f I I • • 11 

have had hemicrama tor several days, 
and have been almost idle since my return home. 

Constant languor from the new heat has made 
me shirk all exertion not imperative. And just 
tetter to Miss now there are not only those excitements 
of the season, which even we quiet people 
IS63. Qjjj. gjjapg there is an addi- 

tional boy to be cared for, — Thornie, who is this 
week passing his momentous examination. 

A pretty thing has happened to an acquaintance 
of mine, which is quite a tonic to one’s hope. She 
has all her life been working hard in various ways. 
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as housekeeper, governess, and several et ceteras 
that I can’t think of at this moment, — a dear little 
dot, about four feet eleven in height; pleasant to 
look at, and clever ; a working woman, without 
any of those epicene queernesses that belong to the 
class. Her life has been a history of family 
troubles, and she has that susceptible nature which 
makes such troubles hard to bear. More than once 
she has told me that courage quite forsook her. 
She felt as if there were no good in living and 
striving: it was difficult to discern or believe in 
any results for others, and there seemed none worth 
having for herself. Well! a man of fortune and 
accomplishments has just fallen in love with her, 
now she is thirty-three. It is the prettiest story 
of a swift decided passion, and made me cry for 
joy. Mme. Bodichon and I went with her to buy 
her wedding-clothes. The future husband is also 
thirty-three, — old enough to make his selection 
an honoui’. Fond of travelling and science and 
other good things, such as a man deserves to be 
fond of who chooses a poor woman in the teeth of 
grand relatives; brought up a Unitarian just 
turned Catholic. If you will only imagine every- 
thing I have not said, you will think this a very 
chai’ming fairy tale. 

We are going this evening to see the French 
actress in “ Juliet ” (SteUa Colas) who is astonish- 
ing the town. Last week we saw Ristori, the other 
night heard the “ Faust,” and next w’eek we are 
going to hear the “ Elisir d’Amore,” and “ Faust ” 
again I So you see we are trying to get some com- 
pensation for the necessity of living among bricks 
in this sweet summer time, I can bear the opera 
better than any other evening entertainment, be- 
cause the house is airy and the stalls are comfort- 
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able. The opera is a great, great product, — pity 
we can’t always have line lU eltgeschichtliche dra- 
matic motives wedded with fine music, instead of 
trivialities or hideousnesses. Perhaps this last is 
to strong a word for anything except the “ Tra- 
viata.” Rigoletto is unpleasant, but it is a super- 
latively fine tragedy in the Nemesis. I think I 
don’t imow a finer. 

We are really going to buy The Priory after all. 
You would think it very pretty if you saw it now, 
with the roses blooming about it. 

July 12, — 1 am now in the middle of G.’s 
, ■ “Aristotle,” which gives me great 

I am rather deaf and stupid this morning, for 
last night we went to hear Gounod’s “ Faust ” for 
tetter to M second time. It is being performed 

at both our opera-houses, and last night 
we heard it with the advantage, not 
only of some preparation by a first hearing, but 
also of a superior, well-conducted orchestra. My 
first impressions were not favourable, but last night 
I was converted to considerable admiration, — con- 
verted by an intense enjoyment of certain mo- 
ments. Faure, who is the Mephistopheles, acts 
and sings the part with a striking effect. Never- 
theless, I still feel that the composer is wanting in 
the great power of wedding passion with melody’^; 
he seems to me to be comparatively feeble in the 
pathetic and tragic moments. But we have an ac- 
complished critic, who says the garden duet is finer 
than the divine duet between Valentine and Raoul 
in the “ Huguenots,” That may be, but I have not 

I have not seen Renan’s book. He is a favourite 
writer of mine, but I care less about this “ Vie de 
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Jesus ’’ than I should have cared years ago. It 
consists, as I gather from the notices I have seen, 
of conclusions, without any statement of the pro- 
cess by which they have been arrived at; and the 
conclusions, I imagine, have nothing novel in them 
for people who have been long acquainted with the 
results of modern criticism. But I am surprised 
to hear that there is anything “ cavalier” in Re- 
nan’s treatment of religious belief ; he has always 
seemed to me remarkable as a French mind that is 
at once “scientific” (in the German sense) and 
eminently tender and reverent towards the forms 
in which the religious sentiment has incarnated 
itself. 

I fear you would hardly be likely to get ade- 
quate compensation for the labour it would cost 
you to translate the “ Physiology of Common 
Life,” In money certainly not. And even the 
French now are becoming accomplished in foreign 
languages, so that the demand for translations 
from the English into French is probably lessening 
for works wliich address themselves to the cultured. 

July 23. — Reading JMommsen, and 
Story’s “ Roba di Roma ; ” also Liddell’s ^ ’ 

“ Rome,” for a narrative to accompany Momm- 
sen’s analysis. 

July 29. — In the evening we went to Covent 
Gai'den to hear “ Faust ” for the third time. On 
our return we found a letter fi’om Frederick 
Maurice, — the greatest, most generous tribute 
ever given to me in my life.^ 

I have wanted for several days to letter to Mrs. 
make some feeble sign in writing that I 
think of your trouble. But one claim 
after another has arisen as a hindrance. Conceive 

* 1 regret that I have not been able to find this letter. 
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US, please, with tliree bo3’:s at home, all biggei* than 
their father! It is a congestion of youthfulness on 
our mature brains that distui-bs the course of our 
Htcs a little, and makes us think of most things as 
good to be deferred till the boys are settled again. 
I tell you so much to make you understand that 
“omission” is not with me equivalent to “ neg- 
lect,” and that I do care for what happens to you. 

Renan is a favourite with me. I feel more kin- 
ship mth his mind than with that of any other 
living French author. But I think I shall not do 
more than look through the Introduction to his 
“Vie de Jesus,” — unless I happen to be more 
fascinated by the constructive part than I expect 
to be from the specimens I have seen. For minds 
acquainted with the European culture of this last 
half-century, Renan’s book can furnish no new 
result ; and" they are likely to set little store by the 
too facile construction of a life from materials of 
which the biographical significance becomes more 
dubious as they are more closely examined. It 
seems to me the soul of Christianity lies not at all 
in the facts of an individual life, but in the ideas of 
which that life was the meeting-point and the new 
starting-point. We can never have a satisfactory 
basis for the history of the man Jesus, but that 
negation does not affect the Idea of the Christ 
either in its historical influence or its great symbolic 
meanings. Still such books as Renan’s have their 
value in helping the popular imagination to feel 
that the sacred past is of one woof with that human 
present, which ought to be sacred too. 

You mention Renan in your note, and the men- 
tion has sent me off into rather giatuitous remarks, 
you_ perceive. But such scrappy talk about great 
subjects may have a better excuse than usual, if it 
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just serves to divert your mind from the sad things 
that must be importuning you now. 

After reading your article on “ Romola,” with 
careful reference to the questions you put to me in 
your letter, I can answer sincerely that , ^ „ 

I find nothing fanciful m your inter- 
pfetation. On the contrary, I am con- 
firmed in the satisfaction I felt when I first listened 
to the article, at finding that certain chief elements 
of my intention have impressed themselves So 
strongly on your mind, notwithstanding the im- 
perfect degree in which I have been able to give 
form to my ideas. Of course if I had been called 
on to expound my own book, there are other things 
that I should want to say, or things that I should 
say somewhat otherwise; but I can point to noth- 
ing in your exposition of which my consciousness 
tells me that it is erroneous, in the sense of saying 
something which I neither thought nor felt. You 
have seized with a fulness which I had hardly hoped 
that my book could suggest, what it was my effort 
to express in the presentation of Bardo and Bal- 
dassarre; and also the relation of the Florentine 
political life to the development of Tito’s nature. 
Perhaps even a judge so discerning as yourself 
could not infer from the imperfect result how strict 
a self-control and selection were exercised in the 
presentation of details. I believe there is scarcely 
a phrase, an incident, an allusion, t^t did not 
gather its value to me from its supposed subservi- 
ence to my main artistic objects. But it is likely 
enough that my mental constitution would always 
render the issue of my labour something excessive, 
— wanting due proportion. It is the habit of my 
imagination to strive after as full a vision of the 
medium in which a character moves as of the 
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character itself. The psychological causes wMch 
prompted me to give such details of Florentine 
life and history as I have given, are _precisely the 
same as those which determined me in giving the 
details of English village life in “ Silas Marner,” 
or the “ Dodson ’’ life, out of which were developed 
the destinies of poor Tom and Maggie. But you 
have correctly pointed out the reason why my tend- 
ency to excess in this effort after artistic vision 
makes the impression of a fault in “ Romola” 
much more perceptible than in my previous hooks. 
And I am not surprised at your dissatisfaction 
■wnth Romola herself. I can well believe that the 
many difficulties belonging to the treatment of 
such a character have not been overcome, and that 
I have failed to bring out my conception with 
adequate fulness. I am sorry she has attracted you 
so little; for the great problem of her life, which 
essentially coincides with a chief problem in Savon- 
arola’s, is one that readers need helping to under- 
stand. But with regard to that and to my whole 
book, my predominant feeling is not that I have 
achieved anything, birt that great, great facts have 
struggled to find a voice through me, and have onty 
been able to speak brokenly. That consciousness 
makes me cherish the more any proof that my work 
has been seen to have some true significance by 
minds prepared not simply by instruction, but by 
that religious and moral sympathy with the histor- 
ical life of man which is the larger half of culture. 

Aug. 10. — Went to Worthing. A sweet letter 
. from Mrs. Hare, wife of Julius Hare, 

and Maurices sister. 

Aug. 18. — Returned home much invigorated 
by the week of change; but my spirits seem to 
droop as usual, now I am in London again. 
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I was at Worthing when your letter came, 
spending all my daylight hours out of doors, and 
trying with all my might to get health lewerto 
and cheerfulness. I will tell you the true 1901 

reason why I did not go to Hastings. 

I thought you would be all the better for not hav- 
ing that solicitation of your kindness that the fact 
of my presence there might have caused. What 
you needed was precisely to get away from people 
to whom you would inevitably want to be doing 
something friendly, instead of giving yourself up 
to passive enjoyment. Else, of course, I should 
have liked everything you write about and invite 
me to. 

We only got home last night, and I suppose we 
shall hardly be able to leave town again till after 
the two younger boys have left us, and after we 
have moved into the new house. 

Since I saw you I have had some sweet woman’s 
tenderness shown me by Mrs. Hare, the widow of 
Archdeacon Hare, and the sister of Frederick 
Maurice. 

I know how you are enjoying the country. I 
have just been having the joy myself. The wide 
sky, the not London, makes a new creature of me 
in half an hour. I wonder, then, why I am ever 
depressed, — why I am so shaken by agitations. I 
come back to London, and again the air is full of 
demons. 

I think I get a little freshness from the breeze 
that blows on you, — a little lifting of heart from 
your wide sky and Welsh mountains. letter to mk. 
And the edge of autumn on the morn- 
ing air makes even London a place in sept. isos, 
which one can believe in beauty and delight. Deli- 
cate scent of dried rose-leaves and the coming on 
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of the autumnal airs are two things that make me 
feel happy before I know why. 

The Priory is all scaffolding and paint ; and we 
are still in a nightmare of uncertainty about our 
boys. But then I have by my side a dear compan- 
ion, who is a perpetual fountain of courage and 
cheerfulness, and of considerate tenderness for my 
lack of those virtues. And besides that, I have 
Roman history! Perhaps that sounds like a bitter 
joke to you, who are looking at the sea and sky, 
and not thinking of Roman history at all. But 
this too, read aright, has its gospel and revelation. 
I read it much as I used to read a chapter in the 
Acts or Epistles. Mommsen’s “ History of Rome ” 
is so fine that I count all minds graceless who read 
it without the deepest stirrings. 

I cannot be quite easy without sending this little 
sign of love and good wishes on the eve of your 
lettertoMrs. jotimey. I shall think of you with all 
to^ve, Oct. the more delight, because I shall imagine 
you winding along the Riviera, and then 
settling in sight of beautiful things not quite un- 
known to me. I hope your life will be enriched 
very much by these coming months ; but above all, 
I hope that Mr. Congreve will come back sti’ong. 
Tell him I have been greatly moved by the “ Dis- 
cours Preliminaire.” ^ 

If I wait to write until I have anything very 

letter to Miss Profitable to say, you will haA'-e time to 
think that I have forgotten you or else 
to torget me, - — and both consequences 
would be unpleasant to me. 

Well, our poor boy Thornie parted from us 
to-day, and set out on his voyage to Natal. I say 
“ poor,” as one does about all beings that are gone 

^ Auguste Comte’s. 
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away from us for a long while. But he went away 
in excellent spirits, with a large packet of recom- 
mendatory letters to all sorts of people, and with 
what he cares much more for, ^ — a first-rate rifle 
and revolver, — and already with a smattering of 
Dutch Zulu, picked up from his grammars and 
dictionaries. 

What are you working at, I wonder? Cara says 
you are writing; and though I desire not to ask 
prying questions, I should feel much joy in your 
being able to tell me that you are at work on some- 
thing which gives you a hfe apart from circum- 
stantial things. 

I am taking a deep bath of other people’s 
thoughts, and all doings of my own seem a long 
way off me. But my bath wiU be sorely inter- 
rupted soon by the miserable details of removal 
from one house to another. Happily Mr. Owen 
Jones has undertaken the ornamentation of the 
drawing-room, and wiU prescribe all about chairs, 
&c. I think, after all, I like a clean kitchen better 
than any other room. 

We are far on in correcting the proofs of the 
new edition of “ Goethe,” and are about to begin 
the printing of the “ Aristotle,” which is to appear 
at Christmas or Easter. 

Nov. 5. — We moved into our new house, — 
The Priory, 21 North Bank, Regents’ 

Park. 

Nov. 14. — We are now nearly in order, only 
wanting a few details of furniture to finish om’ 
equipment for a new stage in our life’s journey. 
I long very much to have done thinking of uphol- 
stery, and to get again a consciousness that there 
are "better things than that to reconcile one with 
life. 
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At last we are in our new home, with only a few 
details stiH left to arrange. Such fringing away 
of precious life, in thinking of cai-pets 
and tables, is an affliction to me, and 
1863.’ seems like a nightmare from which I 

shall find it bliss to awake into my old world of 
care for things quite apart from upholstery. 

I have kissed your letter in sign of my joy at 
getting it. But the cold draughts of your Floren- 
tine room came aci’oss my ioy rather 
tongTCTC,28tii harshly. 1 know you have good rea- 
sons for what you do, yet I cannot help 
saying, Why do you slay at Florence, the city of 
draughts rather than of flowers? 

Mr. Congreve’s suffering during the journey, 
and your suffering in M^atching him, saddens me as 
I think of it. For a long while to come I suppose 
human energy will be greatly taken up with resig- 
nation rather than action. I wish my feeling for 
you could travel by some helpful vibrations good 
for pains. 

For oiu’selves, we have enough ease now to be 
able to give some of it away. But our removal 
into our new home on the 5th of November was 


not so easy as it might have been, seeing that I was 
only half recovered from a severe attack of influ- 
enza, which had caused me more terrible pains in 
the head and throat than I have known for years. 
However, the crisis is past now, and we think our 
little home altogether charming and comfortable. 
Mr. Owen Jones has been unwearied in taking 
trouble that everything about us may be pretty. 
He stayed two nights till after twelve o’clock, that 
he might see every engraving hung in the right 
place; and as you know I care even more about the 
fact of kindness than its effects, you will under- 
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stand that I enjoy being grateful for all tliis 
friendliness on our behalf. But so tardy a business 
is furnishing, that it M^as not until Monday last 
that we had got everything in its place in prepara- 
tion for the next day,— —Charlie’s twenty-first 
birthday, which made our house-warming a doubly 
interesting epoch. I wish your sweet presence 
could have adorned our drawing-room, and made 
it look stiU more agreeable in the eyes of all be- 
holders. You would have liked to hear Jansa 
play on his violin; and you would perhaps have 
been amused to see an affectionate but dowdy 
friend of yours, splendid in a grey moire antique, 
— the consequence of a severe lecture from Owen 
Jones on her general neglect of personal adorn- 
ment. I am glad to have got over this crisis of 
maternal and housekeeping duty. My soul never 
flourishes on attention to details which others can 
manage quite gracefully without any conscious loss 
of power for wider thoughts and cares. Before 
we b^an to move, I was swimming in Comte and 
Euripides and Latin Christianity: no'w I am sit- 
ting among puddles, and can get sight of no deep 
water. Now I have a mind made up of old carpets 
fitted in new places, and new carpets suffering 
from accidents; chairs, tables, and prices; muslin 
curtains and doAvn-draughts in cold chimneys. I 
have made a vow never to think of my omi furni- 
ture again, but only of other people’s. 

The book^ is come, with its precious inscrip- 
tion, and I have I'ead a great piece of it already 
(11 A. M.) , besides looking through it to 
get an idea of its general plan. See how Bw,^4tiiDec. 
fascination shifts its quarter as our life 
goes on! I cannot be induced to lay aside my 

1 “Physiology for Schools.” By Mrs. Bray. 
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regular books for half an hour to read “Mrs. 
Lirriper’s Lodgings,” but I pounce on a book like 
yours, which tries to tell me as much as it can in 
brief space of the “ natural order,” and am seduced 
into maldng it my after-breakfast reading instead 
of the work I had prescribed for myself in that 
pleasant quiet time. I read so slowly and read so 
few books, that this small fact among my small 
habits seems a great matter to me. I thank you, 
dear Cara, not simply for giving me the book, but 
for having put so much faithful labour in a worthy 
dii-ection, and created a lasting benefit which I 
can share with others. Whether the circulation of 
a book be large or small, there is always this su- 
preme satisfaction about solid honest work, that 
as far as it goes its effect must be good; and as all 
effects spread inrmeasurably, what we have to care 
for is kind, and not quantity, I am a shabby cor- 
respondent, being in ardent practice of the piano 
just now, which makes my days shorter than usual. 

I am rather ashamed to hear of any one trying 
to be useful just now, for I am doing nothing 
Letterto but indulging myself, — enjoying being 

petted very much, en j oying great books, 
enjoying our new pretty quiet home, 
and the study of Beethoven’s sonatas for piano and 
violin, with the mild-faced old Jansa, and not being 
< at all unhappy as you imagine me. I sit taking 
deep draughts of reading, — “ Politique Positive,” 
Euripides, Latin Christianity, and so forth, and 
remaining in glorious ignorance of “ the current 
literature.” Such is our life ; and you perceive that 
instead of being miserable, I am rather following 
a wicked example, and saying to my soul, “ Soul, 
take thine ease.” I am sorry to think of you with- 
out any artistic society to help you and feed your 
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faith. It is hard to believe long together that any- 
thing is “ worth while,” unless there is some eye to 
kindle in common with our own, some brief word 
uttered now and then to imply that what is infi- 
nitely precious to us is precious alike to another 
mind. I fancy that to do without that guarantee, 
one must be rather insane, — one must be a bad 
poet, or a spinner of impossible theories, or an in- 
ventor of impossible machinery. However, it is 
but brief space either of time or distance that 
divides you from those who thoroughly share your 
cares and joys, — always excepting that portion 
which is the hidden private lot of every human 
being. In the most entire confidence even of hus- 
band and wife there is always the mispoken resi- 
due,— -the residue, — perhaps of what 

is most sinful, perhaps of what is most exalted and 
unselfish. 

I get less and less inclined to write any but the 
briefest letters. My books seem to get so far off 
me when once I have written them, that . „ , 

I should be afraid of looking into “ The saraH^e:^ 
Mill; ” but it was written faithfuUy and 
with intense feeling when it was written, so I will 
hope that it will do no mortal any harm. I am in- 
dxdging myself frightfully: reading everything 
except the “ current literature,” and getting more 
and more out of rapport with the public taste. I 
have read Renan’s book, however, which has proved 
to be eminently in the public taste. It will have 
a good influence on the whole, I imagine; but this 
“ Vie de Jesus,” and still more, Renan’s “ Letter 
to Berthelot ” in the “ Revue des Deux Mondes,” 
have compelled me to give up the high estimate I 
had formed of his naind. Judging from the indi- 
cations in some other writings of his, I had reck- 
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oned him amongst the finest thinkers of the time. ^ 
Still his “Life of Jesus” has so much artistic 
merit that it will do a great deal towards the cul- 
ture of ordinary minds, by giving them a sense of 
unity between that far-off past and our present. 

We are enjoying our new house, — enjoying its 
quiet and freedom from perpetual stair-mounting, 
letter to Mrs enjoying also the prettiness of colour- 

ing and arrangement, all of which we 
owe to our dear good friend, Mr. Owen 
Jones. He has determined every detail, so that we 
can have the pleasure of admiring what is our own 
without vanity. And another magnificent friend 
has given me the most splendid reclining chair 
conceivable, so that l am in danger of being envied 
by the gods, especially as my health is thoroughly 
good withal. I should like to be sure that you are 
just as comfortable externally and internally. I 
daresay you are, being less of a cormorant in your 
demands on life than I am; and it is that differ- 
ence which chiefly distinguishes human lots when 
once the absolute needs are satisfied, 
tetter to Mrs Your affectionate greeting comes as 

many blessings that are 
brightening this happy Christmas. 

We have been giving our evenings up to pa- 
rental duties, — e., to games and music for the 

amusement of the youngsters. I am wonderfully 
well in body, but rather in a self-indulgent state 
mentally, saying, “ Soul, take thine ease,” after a 
dangerous example. 

Of course, I shall be glad to see your fair face 
whenever it can shine upon me; but I can well 
imagine, with your multitudinous connections, 
Christmas and the New Year are times wUen all 
unappointed visits must be impossible to you. 
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All good to you and yours through the coming 
year! and amongst the good, may you continue to 
feel some love for me; for love is one of the con- 
ditions in which it is even better to give than to 
receive. 

According to your plans, you must be in Rome. 
I have been in good spirits about you ever since I 

last heard from you; and the tettertomis 

twilight which for the last week has 
followed the severe frost, has made me 
rejoice the more that you are in a better climate and 
amongst lovelier scenes than we are groping in. 
I please myself with thinking that you will all 
come back with stores of strength and delightful 
memories. Only, if this were the best of all pos- 
sible worlds, Mr., Lewes and I should be able to 
meet you in some beautiful place before you turn 
your backs on Italy. As it is, there is no hope of 
such a meeting. March is Charlie’s holiday month, 
and when he goes out we like to stay at home for 
the sake of recovering for that short time our un- 
broken tite-a-tSte. We have every reason to be 
cheerful if the fog . would let us. Last night I 
finished reading the last proofs of the “ Aristotle,” 
which makes an octavo volume of rather less than 
400 pages. I think it is a book which will be in- 
teresting and valuable to the few, but perhaps only 
to the few. However, George’s happiness in writ- 
ing his books makes him less dependent than most 
authors on the audience they find. He felt that a 
thorough aecotmt of Aristotle’s science was a bit 
of work which needed doing, and he has given his 
utmost pains to do it worthily. These are the two 
most important conditions of authorship; all the 
rest belong to the “less modifiable” order of 
things. I have been playing energetically on the 
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piano lately, and taking lessons in accompanying 
the violin from Herr Jansa, one of the old Bee- 
thoven Quartette players. It has given me a fresh 
kind of muscular exercise, as well as nervous stim- 
ulus, and, I think, has done its part towards mak- 
ing my health better. In fact, I am very well 
physically. I wish I could be as clever and active as 
you about our garden, which might be made much 
prettier this spring if I had judgnient and industry 
enough to do the right thing. But it is a native 
vice of mine to like all such matters attended to 
by some one else, and to fold my arms and enjoy 
the result. Some people are born to make life 
pretty, and others to grumble that it is not pretty 
enough. But pray make a point of liking me in 
spite of my deficiencies. 

I comfort myself with the belief that 
petefTay’to,' 70^5* nature is less rebellious under 
2istjaii. isa. trouble than mine, — less craving and 
discontented. 

Resignation to trial, which can never have a per- 
sonal compensation, is a part of our life task which 
has been too much obscured for us by unveracious 
attempts at universal consolation. I think we should 
be more tender to each other while we live, if that 


wretched falsity which makes men quite comfort- 
able about their fellows’ troubles were thoroughly 


got rid of. 

I often imagine you, not without a little longing, 
turning out into the fields whenever you list, as 
we used to do in the old days at Rose- 
sawHeimeii, hill, ihat power oi turmnsf out into 

22d Jan. 1864. ,, jj ^ 

the fields is a great possession in life, — 
worth many luxuries. 

Here is a bit of news not, I think, too insigni- 
ficant for you to tell Cara. The other day Mr. 
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Spencer, senior (Herbert Spencer’s father) , called 
on us, and knowing that he has been engaged in 
education all his life, that he is a man of extensive 
and accurate knowledge, and that, on his son’s 
showing, he is a very able teacher, I showed him 
Cara’s “ British Empire.” Yesterday Herbert 
Spencer came, and on my inquiring told me that 
his father was pleased with Cara’s book, and 
thought highly of it.' Such testimonies as this, 
given apai't from personal influence and by a prac- 
tised judge, are, I should think, more gratifying 
than any other sort of praise to all faithful writers. 

Jan. 30. — We had Browning, Dallas, and 
Burton to dine with us, and in the , , , 

. -I , Journal, 1864. 

evening a gentlemen s party. 

Feb. 14. — Mr. Burton dined with us, and asked 
me to let him take my portrait. 

It was pleasant to have news of you i^HertoMra 
through the fog, which reduces my faith 
in all good and lovely things to its low- ’ 
est ebb. 

I hope you are less abjectly under the control 
of the skyey influences than I am. The soul’s 
calm sunshine in me is half made up of the outer 
sunshine. However, we are going on Friday to 
hear the “ Judas Maccabaus,” and Handel’s music 
always brings me a revival. 

I have had a great personal loss lately in the 
death of a sweet woman, ^ to whom I have some- 
times gone, and hoped to go again, for a little 
moral strength. She had long been confined to her 
room by consumption, which has now taken her 
quite out of reach except to memory, which makes 
all dear human beings undying to us as long as we 
ourselves live. 

^ Mrs. Julius Hare, who gave her Maurice’s book on the Lord’s Prayer. 
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I am glad to know that you have been interested 
in “ David Gray.” ^ It is good for us all that these 
true stories should be well told. Even those to 
whom the power of helping rarely comes, have 
their imaginations instructed so as to be more just 
and tender in their thoughts about the lot of their 
fellows. . 

I felt it long since I had had news from you, but 
letter to Miss my days go by, each seeming too short 
sga^eu, fQj. ^yhat I must do, and I don’t like to 
1864. molest you with mere questions. 

I have been spoiled for correspondence by Mr. 
Lewes’s goodness in always xvriting letters for me 
where a proxy is admissible. And so it has come 
to be a great affair with me to write even a note, 
while people who keep up a large correspondence, 
and set apart their hour for it, find it easy to cover 
reams of paper with talk from the end of the pen. 

You say nothing of yourself, which is rather un- 
kind. We are enjoying a perfect tHe-a-tite. On 
Friday we are going to hear the “ Judas Macca- 
beus,” and try if possible to be stirred to some- 
thing heroic by “ Sound an alarm.” 

I was more sorry than it is usually possible to 
be about the death of a person utterly unknown to 
me, when I read of Maria Martineau’s death. She 
was a person whose office in life seemed so thor- 
oughly defined and so valuable. For an invalid 
like Harriet Martineau to be deprived of a beloved 
nurse and companion, is a sorrow that makes one 
ashamed of one’s small grumblings. But, oh dear, 
oh dear! when mil people leave off their foolish 
talk about all human lots being equal ; as if any- 
body with a sound stomach ever knew misery com- 
parable to the misery of a dyspeptic. 

^ A story by Mr. Roliert Bucbaiian in the ‘‘Cornhill,’* Feb. 1864 . 
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Farewell, dear Sara: be generous, and don’t 
always wait an age in silence because I don’t 
write. 

If you were anybody but yourself I should dis- 
like you, because I have to write letters to you. 
As it is, your qualities triumph even over ^ ^ „ 

the vice of bemg in Italy (too far oft ^^ eve^«ii 
for a note of three lines ) , and expecting ’ ’ • 

to hear from me, though I fear I should be grace- 
less enough to let you expect in vain if I did not 
care very much to hear from ?/ow, and did not find 
myself getting uneasy when many weeks have 
been passed in ignorance about you. I do hope to 
hear that you got your fortnight of sight-seeing 
before leaving Rome, — at least, you would surely 
go well over the great galleries. If not, I shall be 
vexed with you, and I shall only be consoled for 
your not going to Venice by the chance of the 
Austrians being driven or bought out of it — ^ on 
no slighter grounds. For I suppose you will not 
go to Italy again for a long, long while, so as to 
leave any prospect of the omission being made up 
for by-and-by. 

We run off to Scotland for the Raster week, set- 
ting out on Sunday evening; so if the spring runs 
away again, I hope it will run north- tetter to mas 
ward. We shall return on Monday the 
4th April. Some news of your inwards 
and outwards would be acceptable; but don’t wite 
unless you really like to write. You see Strauss 
has come out wdth a popular “ Life of Jesus.” 

Fog, east wind, and headache: there is my 
week’s history. But this morning, when tetter tom®, 
your letter came to me, I had got up 
well, and was reading the sori’ows of 
the aged Hecuba with great enjojunent. I wish 
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an immortal drama could be got out oimy sorrows, 
that people might be the better for them two thou- 
sand years hence. But fog, east wind, and head- 
ache are not great dramatic motives. 

Your letter was a reinforcement of the delicious 
sense of hien Hre that comes with the departure of 
bodily pain; and I am glad, retrospectively, that 
beyond our fog lay your moonlight and your view 
of the glorious sea. It is not difficult to me to be- 
lieve that you look a new creature already. Mr. 
Lewes tells me the country air has always a magical 
effect on me, even in the first hour ; but it is not the 
air alone, is it? It is the wide sky and the hills and 
the wild-flowers which are linked with all calming 
thoughts, just as every object in town has its per- 
turbing associations. 

I share your joy in the Federal successes, — -with 
that cheek that attends all joy in a war not abso- 
lutely ended. But you have worked and earned 
more joy than those who have been merely passives. 
M ^ 6. -- Mr. Spencer called for the 

first time after a long correspondence 
on the subject of his relation to Comte, 
letter to Miss Yes ! I am come back from Scot- 

land, — came back last Saturday night. 

I was much pleased to see Cara so 
wonderfully w'ell and cheerful. She seems to me 
ten times more cheerful than in the old days. I am 
interested to know more about your work which is 
filling your life now, but I suppose I shall Imow 
nothing until it is in print, — and perhaps that is 
the only form in which one can do any one’s work 
full justice. It is very disappointing to me to 
hear that Cara has at present so little promise of 
monetary results from her conscientious labour. 
I fear the fatal system of half profits is working 



1864] MR. BURTON’S PICTURE 297 

against her as against others. We are going to the 
opera to-night to hear the “ Favorita.” It was the 
first opera I ever saw (with you I saw it!), and I 
have never seen it since, — that is the reason I was 
anxious to go to-night. 

This afternoon we go to see Mulready’s pictures, 
— so the day will be a full one. 

April 18. — We w^ent to the Crystal jonmai, isa. 
Palace to see Garibaldi. 

Only think! next Wednesday morning we start 
for Italy. The move is quite a sudden one. We 
need a good shake for our bodies and lewertoMiss 
minds, and must take the spring-time f^fprSf*’ 
before the weather becomes too hot. We 
shall not be away more than a month or six weeks 
at the utmost. Our friend Mr. Burton, the artist, 
will be our companion for at least part of the time. 
He has just painted a divine picture, which is now 
to be seen at the old Water-Colour Exhibition. 
The subject is from a Norse legend; but that is no 
matter, — the picture tells its story. A knight in 
mailed armour and surcoat has met the fair tall 
woman he (secretly) loves, on a turret stair. By 
an uncontrollable movement he has seized her arm 
and is kissing it. She, ama;Zed, has dropped the 
flowers she held in her other hand. The subject 
might have been made the most vulgar thing in the 
world, — the artist has raised it to the highest pitch 
of refined emotion. The kiss is on the fur-lined 
sleeve that covers the aim, and the face of the 
knight is the face of a man to whom the Idss is a 
sacrament. 

How I should like a good long talk with you! 
From what you say of your book that is to come, 
I expect to be very much interested in it. I think 
I hardly ever read a book of the kind you describe 
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without getting some help from it. It is to this 
strong iihluence that is felt in all personal state- 
ments of inward experience, that we must_ perhaps 
refer the excessive publication of religious journals. 

3Iav 4. — We started for Italy with 

Jouraal, 1864. ^ ^ ^ 

Mr. Burton. 

June 20. —Arrived at our pretty home again 
after an absence of seven weeks. 

Your letter has affected me deeply. Thank you 
very much for witing it. It seems as if a close 
tetter to 3 SHss 'dew of almost every human lot would 

disclose some suffering that makes life 
1864. doubtful good — except perhaps at 

certain epochs of fresh love, fresh creative activity, 
or unusual power of helping others. One such 
epoch we are witnessing in a young life that is very 
near to us. Our “ boy,” Charles, has just become 
engaged, and it is very pretty to see the happiness 
of a pure first love, full at present of nothing but 
promise. It will intei-est you to know that the 
young lady w'ho has won his heart, and seems to 
have given him her own with equal ardour and en- 
tireness, is the grand-daughter of Dr. Southward 
Smith, whom he adopted when she was three years 
old, and brought up under his own eye. She is 
very handsome, and has a splendid contralto voice. 
Altogether Pater and I rejoice; for though the 
engagement has taken place earlier than we ex- 
pected, or should perhaps have chosen, there are 
counterbalancing advantages. I always hoped 
Charlie would be able to choose, or rather find, the 
other half of himself by the time he was twenty- 
three, — the event has only come a year and a half 
sooner. This is the news that greeted us on our 
return! We had seen before we went that the ac- 
quaintance, which was first made eighteen months 
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or more ago, had become supremely interesting to 
Charlie. Altogether we rejoice. 

Our journey was delightful in spite of Mr. 
Lewes’s frequent malaise; for his cheerful natui-e 
is rarely subdued even by bodily discomfort. We 
saw only one place that we had not seen before, — 
namely, Brescia; but all the rest seemed more 
glorious to us than they had seemed four yeai’s ago. 
Our course was to Venice, where we stayed a fort- 
night, pausing only at Paris, Turin, and Milan 
on our way thither, and taking Padua, Verona, 
Brescia, and again Milan, as points of rest on our 
way back. Our friend Mr. Burton’s company was 
very stimulating from his great knowledge, not of 
pictures only, but of almost all other subjects. He 
has had the advantage of living in Germany for 
five or six years, and has gained those large serious 
views of history which are a special product of 
German culture, and this was liis first visit to Italy, 
so you may imagine his eager enjoyment in finding 
it beautiful beyond his hopes. We crossed the 
Alps by the St. Gothard, and stayed a day or two 
at Lucerne; and this, again, was a first sight of 
Switzerland to him. 

Looking at my little mats this morning while I 
was dressing, I felt very grateful for them, and 
remembered that I had not shown my , „ , „ 
gratitude when you gave them to me. 

If I were a “ conceited ” poet, I should 
say your presence was the sun, and the mats were 
the tapers ; but now you are away I delight in the 
tapers. How pretty the pattern is — and your 
brain counted it out! They will never be worn 
quite away wliile I live, or my little purse for 
coppers either. 

July 17. — Horrible scepticism about all things 
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paralysing my mind. Shall I ever be good for 
jonraai isw. anything again? Ever do anything 
again? 

19. — Reading Gibbon, vol. i., in connec- 
tion with Mosheim; also Gieseler on the condition 
of the world at the appearance of Christianity. 

I am distressed to find that I have let a week 
pass without W'riting in answer to your letter, 
which made me very glad when I got 
saraHenneii, it. Remembering you just a minute 
28 t]iAug. 1864. I started up from Max Muller’s 

new volume, with which I was consoling myself 
under a sore throat, and rushed to the desk that I 
might not risk any further delay. 

It was just what I wanted to hear about you, 
that you were having some change, and I think 
the freshness of the companionship must help other 
good influences, not to speak of the “ Apologia,” 
which breathed much life into me when I read it. 
Pray mark that beautiful passage in which he 
thanks his friend Ambrose St. John. I know 
hardly anything that delights me more than such 
evidences of sweet brotherly love being a reality in 
the world. I envy you your opportunity of seeing 
' and hearing N’evman, and should like to make an 
expedition to Birmingham for that sole end. 

My trouble now is George’s delicate health. He 
gets thinner and thinner. He is going to try what 
horseback will do, and I am looking forward to 
that with some hope. 

Our boy’s love-story runs smoothly, and seems 
to promise nothing but good. His attraction to 
Hampstead gives George and me more of our dear 
old tite-a-Ute, which we can’t help being glad to 
igilcQveK'lm' 

Dear Cara and Mr. Rray ! I wish they too had 
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joy instead of sadness from the young life they 
have been caring for these many years. When 
you write to Cara, or see her, assure her that she 
is remembered in my most affectionate thoughts, 
and that I often bring her present experience be- 
fore my mind — • more or less truly — for we can 
but blunder about each other, we poor mortals. 

Write to me whenever you can, dear Sara. I 
should have answered immediately but for sick- 
ness, visitors, business, &;c. 

Sept. 6 . — I am reading about Spain, and try- 
ing a drama on a subject that has fasci- ■ , , 

“ 7 . 7 7* Journal, 1864 . 

nated me, — have mitten the prologue, 

and am beginning the First Act. But I have little 

hope of mahing anything satisfactory. 

Sept. 13 to 30. — Went to Harrogate and Scar- 
borough, seeing York Minster and Peterborough. 

We journeyed hither on Tuesday, and found the 
place quite as pretty as we expected. The great 
merit of Harrogate is that one is every- 
where close to lovely open walks. Your saraHemeu, 
“plan ” has been a delightful reference 
for Mr. Lewes, who takes it out of his 
pocket every time we walk. At present, of course, 
there is' not much improvement in health to be 
boasted of, but we hope that the delicious bracing 
ail* — and also the chalybeate waters, which have 
not yet been tried — will not be without good 
effect. The journey was long. How hideous 
those towns of Holbeck and Wakefield are! It 
is difiicult to keep up one’s faith in a millennium 
within sight of this modern civilisation which con- 
sists in “ development of industries.” Egypt and 
her big calm gods seems quite as good. 

We migrated on Friday last from delightful 
Harrogate, pausing at York to see the glorious 
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Gathedi’aL The weather is perfect, the sea blue 
as a sapphire, so that we see to utmost advantage 

letter toMiss coast here, and the 

saranAaeS magnificent breadth of sand. Even the 
Tenby sands are not so fine as these, 
ftorougi. Better than all, Mr Lewes, in spite of a 
sad check of a few days, is strengthened beyond 
our most hopeful expectations by this brief trial of 
fi’esh conditions. He is wonderful for the rapidity 
with which he “ picks up ” after looking alarmingly 
feeble, and even wasted. We paid a visit to 
Ivnaresborough the very last day of our stay at 
Harrogate, and were rejoiced that we had not 
missed the sight of that pretty characteristic north- 
ern town. There is a ruined castle here too, stand- 
ing just where one’s eyes would desire it on a 
grand line of cliff; but perhaps you know the 
place. Its only defect is that it is too large, and 
therefore a little too smoky; but except in Wales 
or Devonshire, I have seen no sea place on our 
English coast that has greater natural advan- 
tages. I don’t know quite why I should write you 
this note all about ourselves, — except that your 
goodness having helped us to the benefit we have 
got, I like you to know of the said benefit. 

The wished-for opportunity is coming very soon. 
AText Saturday, Charlie will go to Hastings, and 
letter to Mra. ’^viU not return till Sunday evening. 

Will you — can you — arrange to come 
to us on Saturday to lunch or dinner, 
and stay \\’ith us till Sunday evening? We shall be 
very proud and happy if you will consent to put 
up with such travelling quarters as we can give you. 
You w'ill be rejoicing our hearts by coming; and I 
know that for the sake of cheering others, you -would 
endure even large privations as well as small ones. 
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What a pure delight it was to have you with 
us! I feel the better for it in spite of a cold which 
I caught yesterday, — perhaps owing letter to Mrs. 
to the loss of your sunny presence all 
of a sudden. fouowing. 

It makes me very, very happy to see George so 
much better, and to i*eturn with that chief satis- 
faction to the quiet comforts of home. 

We register Harrogate among the samHenneS 
places to be revisited,. 

I have had a fit of Spanish history lately, and 
have been learning Spanish grammar — the easiest 
of all the Romance grammars — since we have 
been away. Mr. Lewes has been rubbing up his 
Spanish by reading “ Don Quixote ” in these 
weeks of idlesse; and I have read aloud and trans- 
lated to him, like a good c h ild. I find it so much 
easier to learn anything than to feel that I have 
anything worth teaching. 

All is perfectly w'ell with us, now the “ little 
Pater ” is stronger, and we are especially thankful 
for Charlie’s prospect of marriage. We could not 
have desired anything more suited to his character 
and more likely to make his life a good one. But 
this blessing vdiich has befallen us, only makes me 
feel the more acutely the cutting off of a like sat- 
isfaction from the friends I chiefly love. 

Oct. 5. — Finished the first draught of the 
First Act of my drama, and read it to jg^ 
George. 

Oct. 15. — Went to the Maestro (Burton) for a 
sitting. 

Nov. 4. — Read my second Act to George. It 
is written in verse, — my first serious attempt at 
blank verse. G. praises, and encourages me. 

Nov. 10. — I have been at a very low ebb, body 
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and mind, for the last few days, sticking in the 
mud continually in the construction of my 3d, 4th, 
and 5th Acts. Yesterday Browning came to tell 
us of a bust of Savonarola in terra-cotta, just dis- 
covered at Florence. 

I believe I have thought of you every day for the 
last fortnight, and I remembered the birthday — - 
and “ everjiihing.” But I was a little 
saraHemeS cross, because I had heard nothing of 
23dHov.i8M. Bj-ay’s yisit. And I said 

to myself, “ If she wanted to write she would 
write.” I confess I was a little ashamed when 
I saw the outside of your letter ten minutes 
ago, feelmg that I should read within it the 
proof that you were as thoughtftd and mindful 
as ever. 

Yes, I do heartily give my gi'eeting, — had 
given it already. And I desire very much that the 
work which is absorbing you, may give you some 
happiness besides that which belongs to the activity 
of production. 

It is very kind of you to remember Chaidie’s 
date too. He is as happy as the day is long — and 
very good: one of those creatures to whom good- 
ness comes naturally, — not any exalted goodness, 
but every-day serviceable goodness, such as wears 
through life. Whereas exalted goodness comes in 
brief inspirations, and requires a man to die lest 
he should spoil his work. 

I have been iU, but now am pretty well, with 
much to occupy and interest me, and with no 
trouble except those bodily ailments. 

I could chat a long while with you, — but I re- 
strain myself, because I must not carry on my 
letter-writing into the “solid day.” 

Y'our precious letter did come last night, and 
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crowned the day’s enj oyment. Our family party 
went off very well, entirely by dint of George’s 
exertions, I wish you had seen him act- r^ttertoMrs. 
ing charades, and heard him make an cS^^Day, 
after-supper speech. You would have 
understood all the self-forgetful goodness that lay 
under the assumption of boyish animal spirits. A 
horrible German whom I have been obliged to see, 
has been talking for two hours, with the hardest 
eyes, blind to all possibilities that he was boring 
us, and so I have been robbed of all the time I 
wanted for writing to you. I can only say now 
that I bore you on my heart — you .and all yours 
known to me — even before I had had your letter 
yesterday. Indeed, you are not apart from any 
delight I have in life: I long always that you 
should share it, — if not otherwise, at least by 
knowing of it, which to you is a sort of sharing. 
Our double loves and best wishes for all of you — 
Rough being included, as I trust you include Ben. 
Are they not idlers with us? Also a title to regard 
as well as being collaborateurs. 

Dec. 24. — A family party in the 
evening. 

Dec. 25. — I read the Third Act of my drama 
to George, who praised it highly. We spent a 
perfectly quiet evening, intending to have our 
Christmas Day’s jolhty on Tuesday, when the 
boys are at home, 

Jan. 1. — The last year has been unmarked by 
any trouble except bad health. The bright spots 
in the year have been the publication of 
“ Aristotle,” and our j oumey to V enice. 

With me the year has not been fruitful. I have 
written three Acts of my drama, and am now in 
a condition of body and mind to make me hope for 

VOL. XIX — go 
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better things in the coming year. The last quarter 
has made an epoch for me, % the fact that, for the 
first time in my serious authorship, I have written 
verse. In each other we are happier than ever. I 
am more grateful to my dear husband for his per- 
fect love, which helps me in all good and checks 
me in all evil, — more conscious that in him I have 
the greatest of blessings. 

I hope the wish that this New V’^ear may be a 
happy one to you does not seem to be 
i^erto Mrs. made a mockery by any troubles or 
Jan. 1865. anxieties pressing on you* 

I enclose a cheque, which I shall be 
obliged if you will offer to Mr. Congreve, as I 
know he prefers that payments should be made at 
the beginning of the year. 

I shall think of you on the nineteenth. I wonder 
how many there reaUy were in that “ small upper 
room ” 1866 years ago. 

Jan. 8. — Mrs. Congreve staying with us for a 
couple of nights. Yesterday we went to hlr. Bur- 
T , ton’s to see my portrait, with which she 
was much pleased. Since last Monday 
I have been writing a poem, the matter of which 
was written in prose three or four years ago, — 
“ My Vegetarian Friend.” 

Jan. 15 to 25. — Visit to Paris. 

Are we not happy to have reached home on 
Wednesday, before this real winter came? We 
tetter to Mtas. enjoyed our visit to Paiis greatly, in 
spite of bad weather, going to the thea- 
i8<5. Qj. Qpera nearly every night, and 

seeing sights all day long. I think the most in- 
teresting sight we saw was Comte’s dwelling. 
Such places, that knew the great dead, always 
move me deeply ; and I had an unexpected sight 
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of interest in the photograph taken at the very last. 
M. Thomas was very friendly, and pleasant to talk 
to because of his simple manners. We gave your 
remembrances to him, and promised to assure you 
of his pleasure in hearing of you. I wish some 
truer representation of Mr. Congreve hung up in 
the Salon instead of that (to me) exasperating 
photograph. 

We thought the apartment very freundlieh, and 
I flattered myself that I could have written better 
in the little study there than in my own. Such 
self-flattery is usualty the most amiable phase of 
discontent with one’s oivn inferiority. 

I am really stronger for the change. , 

Jan. 28. — Finished my poem on 
“Utopias.” 

I suspect you have come to dislike letters, but 
until you say so, I must write now and then to 
gratify myself. I want to send my love, 
lest all the old messages shall have lost swaHeim^, 
their scent, like old lavender bags. ' ' 

Since I vTote to you last we have actually been 
to Paris ! A little business was an excuse for get- 
ting a great deal of pleasure; and I, for whom 
change of air and scene is always the best tonic, 
am much brightened by our wintry expedition, 
which ended just in time for us to escape the heavy 
fall of snow. 

We are very happy, having almost recovered our 
old tMe-d-tSte, of wliich I am so selfishly fond that 
I am beginning to feel it an heroic effort when I 
make up my mind to invite half-a-dozen visitors. 
But it is necessary to strive against this unsocial 
disposition, so we are going to have some open 
evenings. 

There is great talk of a new periodical, — a 
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fortnightly apparition, partly on the plan of the 
“ Revue des Deux Mondes,” Mr. Lewes has con- 
sented to become its editor, if the preliminaries are 
settled so as to satisfjMiim. 

Ecco! I have told you a little of our news, not 
daring to ask you anything about yourself, since 
you evidently don’t want to tell me anything. 

The party was a “ mull.” The weather was bad. 
Some of the invited were ill and sent regrets, 
, „ others were not ardent enough to brave 
coMyeve, _ the damp evening, m fine, only twelve 
® ® • came. We had a charade, which, like 
our neighbours, was no better than it should have 
been, and some rather languid music, our best 
musicians half failing us, — - so ill is merit rewarded 
in this world! If the severest sense of fulfilling a 
duty could make one’s parties pleasant, who so 
deserving as I ! I turn my inward shudders into 
outward smiles, and talk fast with a sense of lead 
on my tongue. However, Mr. Pigott made a 
woman’s part in the charade so irresistibly comic 
that I tittered at it at intervals in my sleepless 
hours. I am rather tmcomfortable about you, be- 
cause you seemed so much less well and strong the 
other day than your average. Let me hear before 
long how you and Mr. Congreve are. 

21. — 111 and very miserable. 

1865* 1 X. 1 1 

George has taken my drama away from 
me. 

The sun shone through my window on your let- 
ter as I read it, adding to its cheeriness. It w^as 

Letter to Mrs. S^od of you to Write it. I was ill last 
week, and had mental troubles beside, 
— happily such as are unconnected with 
any one’s experience except my own. I am still 
ailing, but striving hard “ not to mind,” and not 
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to diffuse my inward trouble, according to Madame 
de Vaux’s excellent maxim. I shall not, I fear, be 
able to get to you till near the end of next week 
— towards the 11th. I think of you very often, 
and especially when my own malaise reminds me 
how much of your time is spent in the same sort 
of endurance. Mr. Spencer told us yesterday that 
Dr. Ransom said he had cured himself of dyspepsia 
by leaving off stimulants, — the full benefit mani- 
festing itself after two or three months of absti- 
nence. I am going to try. All best regards to Mr. 
Congreve and tenderest sisterly love to yourself. 

March 1. — I wrote an article for the “ Pall 


Mall Gazette,” — “ A Word for the . 

Germaiis. 

March 12. — Went to Wandsworth, to spend 
the Sunday and Monday with Mr. and Mrs. Con- 
greve. Feeling very ailing; in constant dull pain, 
which makes all effort burthensome. 


I did not promise, like Mr. Collins, that you 
should receive a letter of thanks for your kind 
entertainment of me; but I feel the ^ ^ ^ „ 
need oi writinjs^ a word or two to break cpngreve, i6tii 

- - . March, ms. 

the change from your presence to my 
complete absence from you. It was really an en- 
joyment to be with you, in spite of the bodily 
uneasiness which robbed me of half my mind. One 
thing only I regret, — that in my talk with you 
I think I was rather merciless to other people. 
Whatever vices I have, seem to be exaggerated by 
my malaise, — such “ chastening ” not answering 
the purpose of purification in my case. Pray set 
down any unpleasant notions I have suggested 
about others to my account, — i. e., as being my 
unpleasantness, and not theirs. When one is bil- 
ious, other people’s complexions look yellow, and 
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one of their eyes higher than the other, — all the 
fault of one’s own evil interior. I long to hear 
from you that you are better, and if you are not 
better, still to hear from you before too long an 
interval. Mr. Congreve’s condition is really cheer- 
ing, and he goes about with me as a pleasant pic- 
ture, —like that Raffaelle the Tuscan duke chose 
always to carry with him. 

I got worse after I left you; but to-day I am 
better, and begin to think there is nothing seiious 
the matter With me except the “weather,” which 
every one else is alleging as the cause of their 
symptoms. 

I believe you are one of the few who can under- 
stand that in certain crises direct expression of 
„ sympathy is the least possible to those 

Bra^iwii ■ who most feel sympathy. If I could 
nave been with you in bodily presence, 
I should have sat silent, thinking silence a sign of 
feeling that speech, trying to be wise, must always 
spoil. The truest things one can say about great 
Death are the oldest, simplest things that every- 
body knows by rote, but that no one knows really 
till death has come very close. And when that 
inward teaching is going on, it seems pitiful pre- 
sumption for those who are outside to be saying 
anything. There is no such thing as consolation 
when we have made the lot of another onr own. I 
don’t know whether you strongly share, as I do, 
the old belief that made men say the gods loved 
those who died young. It seems to me truer than 
ever, now life has become more complex, and more 
and more difficult problems have to be worked out. 
Life, though a good to men on the whole, is a doubt- 
ful good to many, and to some not a good at all. 
To my thought, it is a source of constant mental 
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distortion to make the denial of this a part of re- 
ligion, — to go on pretending things are better 
than they are. To me early death takes the aspect 
of salvation; though I feel, too, that those who 
live and suffer may sometimes have the greater 
blessedness of being a salvation. But I will not 
write of judgments and opinions. What I want 
my letter to tell you is that I love you truly, grate- 
fully, unchangeably. 

March 25. — 1 am in deep depression, feeling 
powerless. I have written nothing but beginnings 
since I finished a little article for the _ , 

“Pall Mall,” on the “Logic of Ser- 
vants.” Dear George is all activity, yet is in very 
frail health. How I worship his good humour, his 
good sense, his affectionate care for every one who 
has claims on him! That worship is my best life. 

March 29. — Sent a letter on “ Futile Lying,” 
from Saccharissa, to the “ Pall Mall.” 

I have begun a novel (“ Felix Holt ”) . 

We are wondering if, by any coincidence or con- 
dition of things, you could come to us on Thurs- 
day, when we have our last evening 
party, — wondering how you are, — coii^e,ntii 

\ 1 X. T Aprilf 1865* 

wondenng everythmg about you, and 
knowing nothing. Could you resolve some of our 
wonderings into cheering knowledge? It is ages 
since you made any sign to us. Are voe to be 
blamed, or you? I hope you are not unfavourably 
affected by the sudden warmth which comes wdth 
the beautiful sunshine. Some word of you, in pity ! 

If the sun goes on shining in this glorious way, 
I shall think of your jotn-ney with pleas- 
ure. The sight of the country must be 
a good wFen the trees are bursting into 
leaf. But I will remember your warning to Emily, 
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and not insist too much on the advantages of 
paying visits. Let us hear of you sometimes, and 
t hink of us as very busy and very happy, but 
always including you in our world, and getting 
uneasy w'hen we are left too much to our imagina- 
tions about you. Tell Emily that Ben and I are 
the better for having seen her. He has added to 
his store of memories, and will recognise her when 
she comes again. 

May 4. — Sent an article on Lecky’s “ History 
of Rationalism ” for the “ Fortnightly.” 
« - por neai’ly a fortnight I have been ill, 

one way or other. 

May 10. — Finished a letter of Saccharissa for 
the “ Pall MaU.” Reading .^schylus, “ Theatre of 
the Greeks,” Klein’s “ History of the Drama,” &c. 

This note will greet you on your return, and tell 
you that we were glad to hear of you in your ab- 

lettertoMrs scnce, even though the news was not of 
Congreve, nth the brightest. Next week we are going 

1865* T X. 1 X.1 1 

away, — 1 don t yet know exactly ■where ; 
but it is firmly settled that we start on Monday. 
It will be good for the carpets, and it will be still 
better for us, who need a wholesome shaking, even 
more than the carpets do. 

The first number of the “ Review ” was done 
with last Monday, and will be out on the 15th. 
You will be glad to hear that Mr. Harrison’s ar- 
ticle is excellent, but the “mull” which George 
declares to be the fatality with aU first numbers 
is so far incurred with regard to this very article, 
that from overwhelming alarm at its length George 
put it (perhaps too hastily) into the smaller type. 
I hope the importance of the subject and the 
excellence of the treatment ■will overcome that 
disadvantage. 
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Nurse all pleasant thoughts in yOur solitude, 
and count our affection among them. 

We have just returned from a five days’ holiday 
at the coast, and are much invigorated Letter to Miss 
by the tonic breezes. 

We have nothing to do with the 
“ Fortnightly ” as a money speculation. Mr. 
Lewes has simply accepted the post of editot, 
and it was seemly that I should write a little in it. 
But do not suppose that I am going into periodical 
writing. Amd your friendship is not required to 
read one syllable for our sakes. On the contrary, 
you have my full sympathy in abstaining. Rest 
in peace, dear Sara, and finish your work, that you 
may have the sense of having spoken out what was 
within you. That is really a good, — I mean when 
it is done in all seriousness and sincerity. 

May 2%. — Finished Bamford’s “Passages 
from the Life of a Radical.” Have , 

. , , . Ti/r*n5 cc t,* t JOUrHal, I865, 

just begun again Mill s Political 
Economy,” and Comte’s “ Social Science,” in 
Miss Martineau’s edition. 

June 7. — Finished “Annual Register” for 
1832, Reading Blackstone. Mill’s second article 
on “ Comte,” to appear in the “ Westminster,” lent 
me by Mr. Spencer. My health has been better 
of late. 

June 15, — Read again Aristotle’s “ Poetics ” 
with fresh admiration. 

June 20. — Read the opening of my novel to G. 
Yesterday we drove to Wandsworth. Walked 
together on Wimbledon Common, in outer and 
inner sunshine, as of old; then dined with Mr. 
and Mrs, Congreve, and had much pleasant talk. 

June 25. — Reading English History, reign of 
George III.; Shakspeare’s “ King John.” Yes- 
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terday G. dined at Greenwich ■with the multitude 
of so-called writers for the “ Saturday.” He heard 
much commendation of the “ Fortnightly,” espe- 
cially of Bagehot’s articles, which last is reassuring 
after Mr. Trollope’s sti’ong objections. 

JmZz/ 3. — Went to hear the “ Faust ” at Covent 
Garden : Mario, Lucca, and Graziani. I was much 
thrilled by the great symbolical situations, and by 
the music, more, I think, than I had ever been 
before. 

July 9. — We had Browning, Huxley, Mr. 
Warren, Mr. Bagehot, and Mr. Crompton, and 
talk w'as pleasant. 

Success to the canvassing! It is “very meet 
and right and your bounden duty ” to be with Mr. 
tetter to Mrs. Taylor in this time of hard work, and I 
am glad that your health has made no 
jnty, I86S. impediment. I should have liked to be 
present when you were cheered. The expression 
of a common feeling by a large mass of men, when 
the feeling is one of good-will, moves me like music. 
A public tribute to any man who has done the 
world a service with brain or hand, has on me the 
effect of a great religious rite, with pealing organ 
and full-voiced choir. 

I agi’ee with you in your feeling about Mill. 
Some of his works have been frequently my com- 
panions of late, and I have been going through 
many actions de grace towards him. I am not 
anxious that he should be in Parliament : thinkers 
can do more outside than inside the House. But 
it would have been a fine precedent, and would 
have made an epoch, for such a man to have been 
asked for and elected solely on the ground of his 
mental eminence. As it is, I suppose it is pretty 
certain that he will not be elected. 



1865] 


MAZZINI FUND 


315 


I am glad you have been interested in Mr. 
Lewes’s article. His great anxiety about the 
“ Fortnightly ” is to make it the vehicle for sin- 
cere writing, — real contributions of opinion on 
important topics. But it is’ more difficult than 
the inexperienced could imagine to get the sort 
of writing which will correspond to that desire 
of his. 

July 16. — Madame Bohn, niece of Professor 
Scherer, called. She said certain things about 
“Romola” which showed that she had 
felt what I meant my readers to feel. • 

She said she knew the book had produced the same 
effect on many others. I wish I could be encour- 
aged .by this. 

July 22. — Sat for my portrait — I suppose for 
the last time. 

July 23. — I am going doggedly to work at my 
novel, seeing what determination can do in the 
face of despair. Reading Neale’s “ History of the 
Puritans.” 

I received yesterday the circular about the Maz- 
zini Fund. Mr. Lewes and I would have liked to 
subscribe to a tribute to Mazzini, or to 
a fund for his use, of which the applica- ^ toi ayior^’ 
tion was defined and guaranteed by his 
own w'ord. As it is, the application of the de- 
sired fund is only intimated in the vaguest manner 
by the Florentine .Committee. The reflection is 
inevitable, that the application may ultimately be 
the promotion of conspiracy, the precise character 
of which is necessarily untoown to subscribers. 
Now, though I believe there are cases in which 
conspiracy may be a sacred, necessary struggle 
against organised wrong, there are also cases in 
which it is hopeless, and can produce nothing but 
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misery ; or needless, because it is not the best means 
attainable of reaching the desired end; or unjusti- 
fiable, because it resorts to acts which are more 
unsocial in their character than the very wrong they 
are directed to extinguish: and in these three sup- 
posable cases it seems to me that it would be a 
social crime to further conspiracy even by the im- 
pulse of a little finger, to which one may well com- 
pare a small money subscription. 

I think many persons to whom the circular might 
be sent would take something like this view, and 
would grieve, as we do, that a proposition intended 
to honour Mazzini should come in a form to which 
they cannot conscientiously subscribe. 

I trouble you and Mr. Taylor with this expla- 
nation, because both Mr. Lewes and I have a real 
reverence for Mazzini, and could not therefore be 
content to give a silent negative. 

I fear that my languor on Saturday prevented 
me from fairly showing you how sweet and pre- 

i^ttertoMrs presence was to me then, as at 

cyev^ist all times. We have almost made up our 
minds to start some time in this month 


for a run in Normandy and Brittany. We both 
need the change; though when I receive, as I did 
yestei’day, a letter from some friend telling me of 
cares and trials from which I am quite free, I am 
ashamed of wanting anything. 

j0Bn.ai,i865. 2 - -- Finished the “ Agamem- 

non second time. 


When I wrote to you last, I quite hoped that I 
should see you and Emily before we left home; 
T bnt now it is settled that we start on 

£ong«v^ ith Ihursday morning, and I have so many 
little things to remember and to do that 
I dare not set apart any of the intervening time 
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for the quiet enjoyment of a visit from you. It 
is not quite so cheerful a picture as I should like 
to carry with me, that of you and Emily so long 
alone, with Mr. Congreve working at Bradford. 
But your friends are sime to think of you, and 
want to see you. I hope you did not suffer so 
sevei’ely as we did from the arctic cold that rashed 
in after the oppressive heat. Mr. T. Trollope 
came from Italy just when it began. He says it 
is always the same when he comes to England, — 
people always say it has just been very hot, and 
he believes that means they had a few days in which 
they were not obliged to blow on their fingers. 

When you write to Mr. Congreve, pray tell him 
that we were very grateful for his Itinerary, which 
is likely to be useful to us, — indeed, has already 
been useful in determining our route. 

Sept. 7. — - We returned home after an expedi- 
tion into Brittany. Om* course was from Boulogne 
to St. Valery,^Dieppe Eouen, Caen, 

Bayeux, St. Lo, Vire, Avranches, Dol, 

St. Malo, Rennes, Avray, and Carnac, — back by 
Nantes, Tours, Le Mans, Chartres, Paris, Rouen, 
Dieppe, Abbeville, and so again to Boulogne. 

We came home again on Thursday night — this 
day week — after a month’s absence in Normandy 
and Brittany. I have been thinking of 
you very often since, but believed that s^Henneu^^ 
you did not care to have the interruption 
of letters just now, and would rather defer cor- 
respondence till your mind was freer. If I had 
suspected that you would feel any want satisfied 
by a letter, I should certainly have written. I had 
not heard of Miss Bonham Carter’s death, else I 
should have conceived something of your state of 
mind. I think you and I are alike in this, that we 
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can get no good out of pretended comforts, which 
are the devices of self-love, but would rather, in 
spite of pain, grow into the endurance of all 
“naked truths.” So I say no word about your 
great loss, except that I love you, and sorrow with 
you. 

The circumstances of life — the changes that 
take place in ourselves - — hem in the expression 
of alfections and memories that live within us, and 
enter almost into every day, and long separations 
often make intercourse difficult when the oppor- 
tunity comes. But the delight I had in you, and 
in the hours we spent together, and in all your acts 
of friendship to me, is really paid of my life, and 
can never die out of me. I see distinctly how much 
poorer I should have been if I had never known 
you. If you had seen more of me in late years, 
you would not have such almost cruel thoughts as 
that the Bbok into which you have faithfully put 
your experience and best convictions could make 
you “ repugnant ” to me. Whatever else my 
growth may have been, it has not been towards 
irreverence and ready rejection of what other 
minds can give me. You once unliappily mistook 
my feeling and point of view in something I wrote 
apropos of an argument in your “ Aids to Faith,” 
and that made me think it better that we should 
not wi’ite on large and difficult subjects in hasty 
letters. But it has often been painful to me — I 
should say, it has constantly been painful to me — 
that you have ever since inferred me to be in a 
hard and unsympathetic state about your views 
and your writing. But I am habitually disposed 
myself to the same unbelief in the sympathy that 
is given me, and am the last person who should be 
allowed to complain of such unbelief in another. 
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And it is very likely that I may have been faulty 
and disagreeable in my expressions. 

Excuse all my many mistakes, dear Sara, and 
never believe otherwise than that I have a glow 
of joy when you write to me, as if my existence 
were some good to you. I know that I am, and 
can he, very little practically ; hut to have the least 
value for your thought is what I care much to be 
assured of. 

Perhaps, in the cooler part of the autumn, when 
your book is out of your hands, you will like to 
move from home a little and see your London 
friends? 

Our travelling in Brittany was a good deal 
marred and obstructed by the Emperor’s fSte, 
which sent all the world on our track towards Cher- 
bourg and Brest. But the Norman churches, the 
great cathedrals at Le Mans, Tours, and Chartres, 
with their marvellous painted glass, were worth 
much scrambling to see. 

I have read Mr. Masson’s book on “Recent 
Philosophy.” The earlier part is a useful and 
creditable survey, and the classification j^ttgrtoiEss 
ingenious. The later part I thought saraH^eii, 
poor. If, by what he says of Positivism, 
you mean what he says at p. 246, I should answer 
it is simply “ stuff,” — he might as well have writ- 
ten a dozen lines of jargon. There are a few ob- 
servations about Comte, scattered here and there, 
which are true and just enough. But it seems to 
me much better to read a man’s own \witing than 
to read what others say about him, especially when 
the man is first-rate and the “ others ” are third- 
rate. As Goethe said long ago about Spinoza, 
“ Ich zog immer vor von dem Menschen zu er- 
fahren me er dachte als von einem anderen zu 
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horen wie er lidtte denken sollen.” ^ However, I 
am not fond of expressing criticism or disapproba- 
tion. The difficulty is to digest and live upon any 
valuable truth one’s self. 

Nov. 15. — During the last tliree weeks George 
has been very poorly, but now he is better. I have 
, been reaffing Fawcett’s “Economic 
OMB , 186 . (2;ondition of the Working Classes,” 
Mill’s “ Liberty,” looking into Strauss’s second 
“ Life of Jesus,” and reading Neale’s “ History of 
the Puritans,” of which I have reached the fourth 
volume. Yesterday the news came of Mrs. Gas- 
kell’s death. She died suddenly wliile reading 
aloud to her daughter. 

Nov. 16. — Writmg Mr. Lyon’s story, which I 
have determined to insert as a narrative. Reading 
the Bible. 

Nov. 24s. — Finished Neale’s “History of the 
Puritans.” Began , HaUam’s “ Middle Ages.” 

Dec. 4s. — Finished second volume of Hallam. 
The other day read to the end of chapter ix. of 
my novel to George, who was much pleased, and 
found no fault. 

We send to-day “ Orley Farm,” “ The Small 
House at Allington,” and “ The Story of Eliza- 
beth.” “ The Small House ” is rather 
^fcon^ve, lighter than “ Orley Farm.” “ The 
Story of Elizabeth ” is by Miss Thacke- 
ray. It is not so cheerful as Trollope, but is charm- 
ingly written. You can taste it, and I'eject it if it 
is too melancholy. I think more of you than you 
are likely to imagine, and I believe we talk of you 
all more than of any other mortals. 

It is worth your while to send for the last “ Fort- 

^ ‘‘I always preferred to learn from the man himself what he thought, 
rather than to hear from some one else, what he ought to have thought 
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nightly ” to read an article of Professor Tyn- 
dali’s “ On the Constitution of the Universe.” It 
is a splendid piece of writing on the 
higher physics, which I know will inter- saraHenneii, 
est you. Apropos of the feminine intel- ‘ 

lect, I had a bit of experience with a superior 
woman the other day, which reminded me of Syd- 
ney Smith’s story about his sermon on the Being 
of a God. He says, that after he had delivered his 
painstaking argument, an old parishioner said to 
him, “ I don’t agree wi’ you, Mr. Smith; I think 
there be a God.” 

Dec. 11. — For the last three days I have been 
foundering from a miserable state of 
head. I have written chapter x. This 
evening read again Macaiday’s Introduction. 

Dec. 15. — To-day is the first for nearly a week 
on which I have been able to write anything fresh. 
I am reading Macaulay and Blaekstone. This 
evening we went to hear the “ Messiah ” at Exeter 
Hall. 

Your kind letter came to me yesterday. I wish 
there had been no family trouble to disturb the 
happiness of which your previous letter 
had given me an idea, and which I al- 
lowed myself to trust in as still continu- 
ing, notwithstanding your long silence. I sym- 
pathise with the indisposition to write letters : time 
becomes more precious as one gets older and in 
need of economising all strength for the sake of 
not falling short towards immediate duties. 

“ The Fortnightly ” is a great succh d’estime. 
The principle of signature, never before thor- 
oughly carried out in England, has given it an ex- 
ceptional dignity, and drawn valuable wi-iters. It 
is a thoroughly serious periodical, intended for the 
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few who will pay a high price, and is supported by 
proprietors unconnected with the publishing trade. 
It is still a question whether it will succeed com- 
mercially. I think I told you that Mr. Lewes 
accepted the editorship on urgent request, after 
having previously refused it; and has nothing to 
do with it as speculation. He likes the work very 
well, now he has entered into it, finding that supe- 
rior contributors present themselves and brave the 
supposed perils of signature. - 

I am occupied, in a leisurely way, with my own 
writing, and, as you know, am not in the habit of 
contributing to periodicals. 

It grieves me that you have had your trouble in 
vain in translating “ Romola.” I have had at least 
four applications from France for permission to 
translate it. But in fact the permission always 
belonged to Smith & Elder; and now no permis- 
sion is needed. A short time ago we had a visit 
from Mdlle. Bohn, the niece of Professor Scherer, 
residing with him at Versailles. She says that by 
herself and in her circle “ Romola ” is valued more 
than any of my previous books. It is rather a cruel 
thing that she, like so many others, inquired 
whether my books had been translated into Fi*ench. 
I mean it is cruel for you that, after your con- 
scientious labours, your publishers have not been 
able to make better arrangements for you with 
Parisian houses. I have received numerous letters 
asking me to give my authorisation to translations 
of the “ Clerical Scenes,” or “ Silas Marner,” or 
“ The MiU.” I only tell you this, as so much in- 
formation that you might perhaps use in your rela- 
tions with your publishers. 

“ A Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year ” 
is a sort of hieroglyph for I love you and wish you 
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well all the year round. Christmas to me is like 
a great many other pleasures, which I am glad to 
imagine as enjoyed by others, but have 
no delight in myself. Berried holly, and s^Heaneu, 
smiling laces, and snapdragon, grand- 
mamma and the children, turkey and plum-pud- 
ding, — they are all precious things, and I would 
not have the world without them; but the}'' tire me 
a little. I enjoy the common days of the year 
more. But for the sake of those who are stronger, 
I rejoice in Christmas. 

Dec. 24. — For two days I have been sticking in 
the mud from doubt about my construction. I 
have just consulted G., and he confirms 
my choice of incidents. 

Dec. 31. — The last day of 1865. I will say 
nothing but that I trust — I will strive — to add 
more ardent effort towards a good result from all 
the outward good that is given to me. My health 
is at a lower ebb than usual, and so is George’s. 
Bertie is spending his holidays with us, and shows 
hopeful characteristics. Charles is happy. 


Journal, IS65» 
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JANUABY, 186^, TO DECEMBEE, 1865 / V 

Begins “Romola” again — Lietter to M. D’Albeii; — Letter to Miss 
Hemiell — Max Miiller’s book — “Orley Farm” -- Antliony Trollope — 
T. A, Trollope’s “Beata” — Acquaintance with Mr. Burton and Mr. W. 
G. Clark — George Smith, publisher, suggests a “magnificent offer” — 
Depression about Romola ” — Letter 1:o Mrs. Bray asking for loan of 
music — Pantomime — First visit to Dorking — Letter to Madame Bodi- 
chon — Impatience of concealment — Anxiety about war with America — 
Sympathy with Queen — Mr.: Lewes begins “History of Science” — Mrs. 
Browning’s “Casa Guidi Windows” — • Depression — George Smith offers 

10,000 for “Romoia” for the “Cornhill” — Idea given up — Visit to 
Englefield Green — W'orking under a weight — Letter to M. D’Albert — 
Second visit to Dorking for three weeks — Delight in spring — Accepts 
i^TOOO for “Romoia” in “Cornhill” — Regret at leaving Blackwood — 
Palsy in writing — Visit to Littlehampton and to Dorking third time — ■ 
Letter to hi. D’Albert — Letter to Mrs. Congreve — Mr. Lewes at Spa — 
George Eliot in better spirits — Letter to Miss Henneii — J oachim’s play- 
ing — New Literary Club — Reading Poliziano — Suggestion of Tenny- 
son’s “Palace of Art” — Visit from Browning — Depression — Letter 
to Madame Bodichon — No negative propaganda — Letter to M. D’Albert 

— Letter to Mrs. Peter Taylor — The “Messiah” on Christmas Day — 
Letter to Miss Hennell — St. Paul’s “Charity” — The Poetry of Chris- 
tianity — The Bible — ^ Adieu to year 1862 — Letter to Miss Hennell — 
Encouragement about “Romoia” — Literary Club dissolves — Miss 
Cobbe — Letter to Mrs. Congreve — Depression — Fouilh visit to Dork- 
ing for fortnight — Letter to Charles Lewes on Thackeray’s Lectures — ■ 
The effect of writing “ Romoia ” — Letter to Madame Bodichon — Odioiis- 
ness of intellectual superciliousness — Letter to Mrs. Bray — Thinking 
of The Priory — “Romoia” finished — Inscription — Visit to Isle of 
Wight — Ristori — Letter to Miss Henneii — Thornton Lewies — Lon- 
don amusements — Opera — Letter to M. D’x\lbert — Reading Mommsen, 
Liddell’s “Rome,” and “Roba di Roma” — Letter from Frederick Mau- 
rice referred to as most generous tribute ever given — Letter to Mrs. Peter 
Taylor — Renan’s “Vie de Jesus” — Visit to Worthing- — Mrs. Hare — > 
Return to London — Depression — Letter to R. H. Hutton on “Romoia” 

— The importance of the medium in which characters move — Letter to 
Madame Bodichon — Effect of London on health — Letter to Mrs. Bray 

— Delight in autumn — Mommsen’s History — Letter to Mrs. Congreve 

— “The Discours Preliminaire ” — Removal to The Priory — Mr. Owen 
Jones decorates the house — Jansa the violinist — Letter to Mrs. Bray — 
“Physiology for Schools”— -Letter to Madame Bodichon — Enjoying rest, 
and music with Jansa — Letter to Miss Henneii — Renan — Letter to 
Mrs. Bray — Enjoyment of -.priory. -r-' Letter to Mrs. Congreve — Mr. 
Lewes’s “Aristotle” finished ^Letter to Mrs. Peter Taylor — Compen- 
sation-Letter to Mrs..'.P.; A. 'T^lor — Effect of sunshine — Death of 
Mrs. Hare — “David Gray” — Letter to Miss Hennell — Dislike of 
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note writing — Visit to Scotland — Letter to Mrs. Peter Taylor — Joy in 
Federal successes — Crystal Palace to see Garibaldi -—Mr. .Burton’s, pic- 
ture of a Legendary Knight in Armour — Third visit to Italy with Mr. 
Burton for seven weeks — Return to London — Charles Lewes’s engage- 
ment to Miss Gertrude Hill — Pleasure in Mr. Burton’s companionship 
in travel ■ — Letter to Mrs. Congreve — Present of mats ~ Depression — 
Reading Gibbon — Gieseler -—Letter to Miss Hennell — Reading Max 
MiiUer — Reference to the “Apologia” — Newman — Reading about 
Spain — Trying a drama — Letter to Miss Hennell Harrogate — De- 
velopment of Industries — Scarborough — Letters to Mrs. Congreve — 
Pleasure in her visit — Letter to Miss Hennell — Learning Spanish — Two 
Acts of drama written — Sticking in construction of remainder — ^ Letter 
to Mrs. Congreve — Christmas greeting — Retrospect of year 1864 — 
Letter to Mrs. Congreve — First payment to Positivist Fund — Compari- 
son with “small upper room” 1866 years ago- — Mrs. Congreve staying 
at The Priory — Poem “My Vegetarian Friend” written Visit to faris 

— Letter to Mrs. Congreve — Visit to Comte’s apartment in Paris — Fin- 
ished Poem on “ Utopias ” — Letter to Miss Sara Hennell — Delight in 
dual solitude — “Fortnightly Review ” — Letter to Mrs. Congreve — 
Charades — Depression — Mr. Lewes takes away drama — xMticle for 
the “Pall Mall,” “A Word for the Germans” — Letter to Mrs. Congreve 

— Visit to Wandsworth — Depression — Letter to Mrs. Congreve after 
visit — Letter to Mrs. Bray on a young friend’s death — Deep depression 

— Admiration of Mr. Lewes’s good spirits — “Felix Holt” begun — Ar- 
ticle on Lecky’s “History of Rationalism’* in “Fortnightly” — Reading 
iEschylus, “Theatre of the Greeks” — Klein’s “History of the Drama” — 
Letter to Mrs. Congreve — First number of the “Fortnightly” — Frederic 
Harrison’s article — Reading Mill, Comte, and Blackstone — Aristotle’s 
“Poetics” — Dine with Congreves at Wandsworth — Faust at Co%^ent 
Garden — Sunday reception — Browning — Huxley and Bagehot — - Mr. 
Burton’s portrait finished — Letter to Mrs. Peter Taylor on j. S. Mill — 
The “Fortnightly Review” — Mazzini subscription — Letter of adieu to 
Mrs. Congreve — Expedition to Brittany for month — Letter to Miss 
Hennell — “Pretended comforts” — Recollection of early feelings — De- 
light in her friendship — Masson’s “Recent Philosophy”^ — Comte — 
Goethe on Spinoza — Reading Fawcett’s “Economic Condition of Work- 
ing Classes ” — Mill’s “Liberty” — ^Strauss’s second “Life of Jesus” — 
Neale’s “History of the Puritans” — Hallam’s “Middle Ages” — Lc^tter 
to Miss Hennell on Tyndall’s article on “The Constitution of the Uni- 
verse” — Letter to M. D’ Albert on the “Fortnightly” — View of Christ- 
mas Day — Retrospect of 1865. 


CHAPTER XIII 


I HAVE had it in my mind to write to you for 
many days, wanting to teU you, yet feeling 
there might be some impertinence in doing so, 
of the delight and gratitude I felt in reading your 
Utter to article on Industrial Co-operation. Cer- 

tain points admirably brought out in 
that article would, I think, be worth the 
labour of a life if one could help in winning them 
thorough recognition. I don’t mean that my think- 
ing so is of any consequence, but simply that it is 
of consequence to me when I find your energetic 
writing confirms my own faith. 

It would be fortunate for us if you had nothing 
better to do than look in on us on Tuesday evening. 
Professor Huxley will be with us, and one or two 
others whom you know, and your presence would 
make us all the brighter. 

Jan. 9. — Professors Huxley and Beesly, Mr. 
T , Burton and Mr. Spencer, dined with us. 

jOTmal, 1866 . . 

Mr. Harrison in the evenmg. 

The ample and clear statement you have sent me 
with kind promptness has put me in high spirits, 

letter to lied- — spirits as can belong to an 

im^^ 6 author. Your hypothetical 

case of a settlement suits my needs 
surprisingly well. I shall be thankful to let 
Sugden alone, and throw myself entirely on your 
goodness, especially as what I want is simply a 
basis of legal possibilities, and not any command 
of details. I want to be sure that my chords 
will not offend a critic accomplished in thorough- 
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bass, — not at all to present an exercise in 
thorough-bass. 

I was going to write you a long story, but on 
consideration it seems to me that I should tax your 
time less, and arrive more readily at a resolution 
of my doubts on various points not yet mentioned 
to you, if you could let me speak instead of writing 
to you. 

On Wednesday afternoons I am always at home; 
but on any day when I could be sure of your com- 
ing, I would set everjrthing aside for the sake of 
a Consultation so valuable to me. 


Jan. 20. — For the last fortnight I have been 
unusually disabled by ill health. I have been con- 
sulting Mr. Harrison about the law in . , 

my book with satisfactory result. 

I had not any opportunity, or not enough pres- 
ence of mind, to tell you yesterday how , ^ , 

much I lelt your kindness in writing me 
that last little note of sympathy. 

In proportion as compliments {always beside 
the mark) are discouraging and nauseating, at 
least to a writer who has any serious aims, genuine 
words from one capable of understanding one’s 
conceptions are precious and strengthening. 

Yet I have no confidence that the book will ever 


be worthily written. And now I have something 
else to ask. It is, that if anything strikes you as 
untrue in cases where my drama has a bearing on 
momentous questions, especially of a public nature, 
you will do me the great kindness to teU me of 
your doubts. 

On a few moral points, which have been made 
clear to me by my experience, I feel sufficiently 
confident, — without such confidence I could not 
write at all. But in every other direction I am 
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so much in need of fuller instruction as to be con- 
stantly under the sense that I am more likety to 
be wrong than right. 

Hitherto I have read my MS. (I mean of my 
previous books) to Mr. Lewes, by forty or fifty 
pages at a time, and he has told me if he felt an 
objection to anytliing. ISTo one else has had any 
knowledge of my writings before their publica- 
tion. (I except, of course, the publishers.) 

But now that you are good enough to incur the 
trouble of reading my MS., I am anxious to get 
the full benefit of your participation. 

We arrived here on Tuesday, and have been 
walking about four hours each day, and the walks 
, „ are so various that each time we have 

turned out we have found a new one. 
fr^tobridge George is already, much the better for 
the perfect rest, quiet, and fi’esh air. 
Will you give my thanks to Mr. Congreve for the 
“ Synthese,” which I have brought with me and 
am reading? I expect to understand three chap- 
ters well enough to get some edification. 

George had talked of our taking the train to 
Dover to pay you a “ morning call.” He observes 
that it would have been a “ dreadful sell ” if we 
had done so. Your letter, therefore, v’^as provi- 
dential — and without doubt it came from a dear 
little Providence of mine that sits in your heart. 

I have received both your precious letters, — the 
second edition of the ease, and the subsequent 
L^t»r«d- The story, is sufficiently in the 

0* ordmary probabihty; and the 
^^Toibrwge careful trouble you have so generously 
given to it, has enabled me to feel a sat- 
isfaction in my plot which beforehand I had sighed 
for as unattainable. . 
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There is stiE a question or two which I shaE 
want to ask you, but I am afraid of taxing your 
time and patience in an unconscionable manner. 
So, since we expect to return to town at the end of 
next week, I think I wiE reserve my questions until 
I have the pleasure and advantage of an interview 
ivith you, in which pros &116. cons can be more 
rapidly determined than by letter. It seems 
to me that you have fitted my phenomena w-ith 
a rationale quite beautifuEy. If there is any one 
who could have done it better, I am sure I know 
of no man who would. Please to put your help 
of me among your good deeds for this year of 
1866. 

To-day we have resolute rain, for the first time 
since we came down. You don’t yet know what 
it is to be a sickly wretch, dependent on these skyey 
influences. But Heine says illness “ spiritualises 
the members.” It had need do some good in return 
for one’s misery. 

Thanks for your kind letter. Alas! we had 
chiefly bad weather in the country. George was 
a little benefited, but only a little. He , „ ^ 

IS too far run down to be wound up saraHenn^, 
m a very short time. We enjoyed our 
return to our comfortable house, and perhaps that 
freshness of home was the chief gain from our 
absence. 

You see, to counterbalance all the great and 
good things that life has given us beyond what our 
fellows have, we hardly know now what it is to be 
free from bodily malaise. 

After the notion I have given you of my health, 
you will not wonder if I say that I don’t know when 
anything of mine will appear. I can never reckon 
on myself. 
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March 7. — I am reading Mill’s “Logic” again. 
T , Theocritus still, and English History 
and Law. 

March 17. — To St. James’s Hall, hearing Jo- 
achim, Piatti, and Halle in glorious Beethoven 
music. 

Don’t tliink any evil of me for not writing. Just 
now the days are short, and art is long to artists 

Letter toMJss feeble bodies. If people don’t say 

s«aH^eu, expressly that they want anything from 
me, I easily conclude that they will do 
better without me, and have a good weight of idle- 
ness, or rather bodily fatigue, which puts itself into 
the scale of modesty. I torment myself less with 
fruitless regrets that my particular life has not 
been more perfect. The young things are grow- 
ing, and to me it is not melancholy but joyous that 
the world will be brighter after I am gone than it 
has been in the brief time of my existence. You see 
my pen runs into very old reflections. The fact is, 
I have no details to tell that w'ould much interest 
you. It is true that I am going to bring out an- 
other book, but just 'when is not certain. 

The happiness in your letter was delightful to 
me, as you guessed it would be. See how much 
Letter to better things may turn out for all man- 

loaj kind, since they mend for single mortals 
April, 1866 . gygjj confused state of the bodies 

social and politic. 

As soon as we can leave we shall go away, prob- 
ably to Germany, for six weeks or so. But that 
will not be till June. I am finishing a book which 
has been growing slowly like a sickly child, because 
of my own ailments ; but now I am in the later acts 
of it, I can’t move till it is done. 

You know all the news, public and private, — all 
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about the sad cattle plague, and the Reform Bill 
and who is going to bp married, and who is dead. 
So I need tell you nothing. Y ou will find the Eng- 
lish world extremely like what it was when you left 
it, — conversation more or less trivial and insin- 
cere, literature just now not much better, and pol- 
itics worse than either. Bring some sincerity and 
energy to make a little draught of pure air in your 
particular world. I shall expect you to be a heroine 
in the best sense, now you are happier after a time 
of suffering. See what a talent I have for telling 
other people to be good ! 

We are getting patriarchal, and think of old 
age and death as journeys not far off. All knowl- 
edge, all thought, all achievement seems more pre- 
cious and enjoyable to me than it ever was before 
in life. But as soon as one has found the key of 
life, “ it opes the gates of death.” Youth has not 
learned the art of living, and we go on bungling 
till our experience can only serve us for a very brief 
space. That is the “ external order ” we must 
submit to. 


I am too busy to write except when I am tired, 
and don’t know very well what to say, so you must 
not be surprised if I write in a dreamy way. 


April 21. — Sent MS. of two volumes . 

f - Jottmal, 1846. 

to Blackwood. 

April 25. — Blackwood has written to offer me 
£5000 for “ Felix Holt.” I have been ailing, and 
uncertain in my strokes, and yesterday got no fur- 
ther than p. 52 of vol. iii. 

It is a great pleasure to me to be writing to you 
again, as in the old days. After your letter to Jolm 
kind letters, I am chiefly anxious that 
the publication of “Felix Holt” may 
be a satisfaction to you from beginning to end. 
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Mr. Lewes writes about other business matters, 
so I will only say that I am desirous to have the 
proofs as soon and as rapidly as will be practicable. 

They will require correcting with great care, and 
there are large spaces in the day when I am unable 
to write, in which I could be attending to my proofs. 

I think I ought to tell you that I have consulted 
a legal friend about my law, to guard against 
errors. The friend is a Chancery barrister, -who 
“ ought to know.” 

After I had written the first volume, I applied 
to him, and he has since read through my MS. 

How very good it was of you to wndte me a let- 
tettertojoim ter whicli is a guarantee to me of the 
fmSifl,' pleasantest kind that I have made my- 
i8i6. ggj£ understood. 

The tone of the prevalent literature just now is 
not encouraging to a writer who at least wishes to 
be serious and sincere; and, owing to my want of 
health, a great deal of this book has been written 
under so much depression as to its practical effec- 
tiveness, that I have sometimes been I’eady to give 

Your letter has made me feel, more strongly 
than any other testimony, that it would have been 
a pity if I had listened to the tempter Despond- 
ency. I took a great deal of pains to get a true 
idea of the period. My own recollections of it are 
childish, and of course disjointed, but they help to 
illuminate my reading. I went through the 
“ Times ” of 1832-33 at the British Museum, to 
be sure of as many details as I could. It is amaz- 
ing what strong lan^age was used in those days, 
especially about the Church. “ Bloated plural- 
ists,” “ Stall-fed dignitaries,” &c., are the sort of 
phrases conspicuous. There is one passage of 
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prophecy wliich I longed to quote, but I thought 
it wiser to abstain: “ Now, the beauty of the &- 
form Bill is, that under its mature operation the 
people must and will become free agents,” — a 
prophecy which I hope is true, only the maturity of 
the operation has not arrived yet. 

Mr. Lewes is well satisfied with the portion of 
the third volume already vTitten; and as I am 
better in health just now, I hope to go on with 
spirit, especially with the help of your cordial sym- 
pathy. I trust you will see, when it comes, that the 
third volume is the natural issue prepared for by 
the first and second. 

A thousand thanks for your note. Do not worry 
yourself so much about those two questions that 
you will be forced to hate me. On Tues- T<?wr to Fred- 
day next we are to go to Dorking for 
probably a fortnight. I wished you to 
read the first 100 pages of my third volume; but 
I fear now that I must be content to wait and 
send you a duplicate proof of a chapter or two that 
are likely to make a lawyer shudder by their poetic 
licence. Please to be in great distress some time 
for want of my advice,' and tease me considerably 
to get it, that I may prove my grateful memory of 
these days. 

To-morrow we go — Mr. Lewes’s bad health 
driving us — to Dorking, where every- tetter to joim 
thing will reach me as quickly as in 
London. 

I am in a horrible fidget about certain points 
which I want to be sure of in correcting my proofs. 
They are chiefly two questions. I wish to know — 

1.' Whether in Napoleon’s war with England, 
after the breaking up of the Treaty of Amiens, the 
seizure and imprisonment of civilians was excep- 



334 “ FELIX HOLT ” FINISHED [the pbioey, 

tional, or whether it was continued throughout the 
war? 

. 2. Whether in 1833, in the case of transporta- 
tion to one of the colonies, when the sentence did 
not involve hard laboui*, the sentenced person might 
be at large on his arrival in the colony ? 

It is possible you may have some one near at 
hand who will answer these questions. I am sure 
you wiU help me if you can, and will sympathise 
in my anxiety not to have even an allusion that in- 
volves practical impossibilities. 

One can never be perfectly accurate, even with 
one’s best effort, but the effort must be made. 

1866 . May 31. — Finished “ Felix Holt.” 

TAe manuscript hears the following inscription: - — 

From George Eliot to her dear Husband, this 
thirteenth year of their united life, in which the 
deepening sense of her own imperfeetness has the 
consolation of their deepening love.” 

My last hope of seeing you before we start has 
vanished. I find that the things urged upon me to 
i^etterto be done, in addition to my own small 
matters of preparation, will leave me 
' no time to enjoy anything that I should 
nave chosen if I had been at leisure. Last Thurs- 
day only I finished writing, in a state of nervous 
^^^dement that had been making my head throb 
^^^d my heart palpitate all the week before. As 
soon as I had fmished I felt well. You know how 
had counted on a parting sight of you; and 
1 should have particularly liked to see Emily; and 
’'vitness the good effect of Derbyshire. But send 

^11 lo say how you 

Ml three are. We start on Thursday evening for 
-orussels. Then to Antwerp, The Hague, and 
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Amsterdam. Out of Holland we are to find our 
way to Schwalbach. Let your love go with us, as 
mine will hover about you and all yours, — that 
group of three which the word “ Wandsworth ” 
always means for us. 

I finished writing [“ Felix Holt ”] on the last 
day of May, after days and nights of throbbing 
and palpitation, — chiefly, I suppose, 
from a nervous excitement which I was 3 Sbs. Bray, 
not strong enough to support well. As 
soon as I had done I felt better, and have been a 


new creature ever since, though a little overdone 
with visits from friends, and attention (misera&i'Ze 
dictu!) to petticoats, &c. 

I can’t help being a little vexed that the course of 
things hinders my having the great delight of see- 
ing you again — during this visit to town. Now 
that my mind is quite free, I don’t know anjdhing 
I should have chosen sooner than to have a long, 
long, quiet day with you.. 


June 7. — Set off on our journey to 
Holland. 


Journal, I866, 


I wish you could know how idle I feel — how 
utterly disinclined to anything hut mere self-indul- 
gence — because that knowdedge would fetter to 

CD jyfyg CoilfiITG'V’6 

enable vou to estimate the affection and asajune, 
anxiety which prompt me to write in schwaiwch. 
spite of disinclination. June is so far gone that 
by the time you get this letter you wall surely have 
some result of the examination to tell me of ; and 


I can’t bear to deprive myself of that news by not 
letting you know where we are. “ In Paradise,” 
George says; but the Paradise is in the fields and 
woods of beech and fir, where we walk in uninter- 
rupted solitude in spite of the excellent roads and 
delightful resting-places, which seem to have been 
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prepared for visitors in general. The promenade, 
where the ladies — chiefly Russian and German, 
with only a small sprinkling of English and Amer- 
icans — display their ornamental petticoats and 
various hats, is only the outskirt of Paradise; but 
we amuse ourselves there for an hour or so in the 
early morning and evening, listening to the music 
and learning the faces of our neighbours. There 
is a deficiency of men, children, and dogs ; other- 
wise the winding walks, the luxuriant trees and 
grass, and the abundant seats of the promenade, 
have every charm one can expect at a German bath. 
We arrived here last Thursday, after a fortnight 
spent in Belgium and Holland; and we still fall to 
interjections of delight whenever we walk out,— 
first at the beauty of the place, and next at our own 
happiness in not having been frightened away from 
it by the predictions of travellers and hotel-keepers, 
that we should find no one here, — that the Prus- 
sians would break up the railways, &c., &c. — Nas- 
sau being one of the majority of small States who 
are against Prussia. I fear we are a little in danger 
of becoming like the Burger in “ Faust,” and mak- 
ing it too much the entertainment of our holiday 
to have a 

“Gesprach von Elrieg und Ivriegsgeschrei 
Wenn hinten, weit, in der Tiirkei, 

Die Volker alif einander schlagen/* 

Idle people are so eager for newspapers that tell 
them of other people’s energetic enthusiasm! A 
few soldiers are quartered here, and we see them 
wisely using their leisure to drink at the Brunnen. 
They are the only suggestion of war that meets 
our eyes among these woody hills. Already we feel 
great benefit from our quiet journeying and re- 
pose. George is looking remarkably well, and 
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seems to have nothing the matter with him. You 
know how magically quick his recoveries seem. I 
am too refined to say anytiiing about our excellent 
quarters and good meals; but one detail, I know, 
will touch your sympathy. We dine in our own 
room! It would have marred the Kur for me if 
I had had every day to undergo a, table d'hote 
where almost all the guests are English, presided 
over by the British chaplain. Please don’t suspect 
me of being scornful towards my fellow country 
men or women: the fault is all mine that I am 
miserably gSnee by the glances of strange eyes. 

We want news from you to complete our satis- 
faction, and no one can give it but yourself. Send 
us as many matter-of-fact details as you have the 
patience to write. We shall not be here after the 
4th, but at Schlangenbad. 

We got home last night, after a rough passage 
from Ostend. You have been so continually a re- 
current thought to me ever since I had 
your letter at Schwalbach, that it is only ' 

natural I should write to you as soon as Priory. 

1 am at my old desk again. The news of Mr. 
Congreve’s examination being over made me feel 
for several days that something had happened, 
which caused me unusual lightness of heart. I 
would not dwell on the possibility of your having 
to leave Wandsworth, which, I know, w'ould cause 
you many sacrifices. I clung solely to the great 
cheering fact that a load of anxiety had been lifted 
from Mr. Congreve’s mind. May we not put in a 
petition for some of his time now? And will he 
not come with you and Emily to dine with us next 
week, on any day except Wednesday and Friday? 
The dinner-hour seems more propitious for talk 
and enjoyment than lunch-time; but in all respects 
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choose what will best suit your health and habits 
— only let us see you. 

We returned from our health-seeking journey 
on Thursday evening, and your letter was the most 
T „ . _ . delightful thing that awaited me at 
e^HaSn,* home. Be sure it will be much read 
4 tiiAng. 1866. meditated; and may I not take it as 

an earnest that your help, which has already done 
so much for me, vdll be continued? I mean, that 
you will help me bj’- your thoughts and your sym- 
pathy, — not that you will be teased with my proofs. 

I meant to write you a long letter about the 
assthetic problem; but Mr. Lewes, who is still tor- 
mented with headachy effects from our rough pas- 
sage, comes and asks me to walk to Hampstead 
with him, so I send these hasty lines. Come and 
see us soon. 

We got home on Thursday evening, and are 
still feeling some unpleasant effects from our 
T ''^erv rough passage, — an inconvenience 
Kactaood, which we had waited some days at Os- 
■ tend to avoid. But the wind took no 
notice of us, and went on blowing. 

I was much pleased with the handsome appear- 
ance of the three volumes, which were lying ready 
for me. My hatred of bad paper and bad print, 
and my love of their opposites, naturally get 
stronger as my eyes get weaker; and certainly 
that taste could hardly be better gratified than it 
is by Messrs. Blackwood & Sons. 

Colonel Hamley’s volume is another example of 
that fact. It lies now on my revolving desk as 
one of the books I mean first to read. I am really 
grateful to have such a medium of knowledge, and 
1 expect it to make some pages of history much 
less dim to me. 



1866 ] 


COLONEL HAMLEY 


339 


My impression of Colonel Hamley, when we had 
that pleasant dinner at Greenwich, and afterwards 
when he called in Blandford Square, was quite in 
keeping with the high opinion you express. Mr. 
Lewes liked the article on “ Felix ” in the Maga- 
zine very much. He read it the first thing yester- 
day morning, and told me it was written in a nice 
spirit, and the extracts judiciously made. 

I have had a dehghtful hohday, and find my 
double self very much the better for it. We made 

a great round in our journeying. From j^ttertoMss 
Antwerp to Rotterdam, The Hague, SMaHenne^ 
Leyden, Amsterdam, Cologne ; then up 
the Rhine to Coblentz, and thence to Schwalbach, 
where we stayed a fortnight. From Schw^albach 
to Schlangenbad, where we stayed till we feared 
the boats would cease to go to and fro; and in 
fact, only left just in time to get down the Rhine 
to Bonn by the Dutch steamer. From Bonn, after 
two days we went to Aix ; then to dear old Liege, 
where we had been together thirteen years before; 
and, to avoid the King of the Belgians, ten min- 
utes backwards to the baths of pretty Chaudfon- 
taine, where we remained three days. Then to 
Louvain, Ghent, and Bruges; and, last of all, to 
Ostend, where we waited for a fine day and calm 
sea, until we secured — a very rough -passage 
indeed. 

Ought we not to be a great deal wiser and more 
efficient personages, or else to be ashamed of our- 
. selves? Unhappily, this last alternative is not a 
compensation for wisdom. 

I thought of you — to mention one occasion 
amongst many — when we had the good fortune, 
at Antwerp, to see a placard announcing that the 
company from the Ober-Ammergau, Bavaria. 
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would represent, that Sunday evening, the Lebens- 
geschicMe of otu’ Saviour Christ, at the TheMre 
des Varietes. I remembered that you had seen the 
representation with deep interest, — and these ac- 
tors are doubtless the successors of those you saw. 
Of com’se we went to the theatre. And the Christ 
was, vdthout exaggeration, beautiful. AJl the rest 
was inferior, and might even have had a painful 
approach to the ludicrous ; but both the person and 
the action of the Jesus were fine enough to over- 
power all meaner impressions. Mr. Lewes, who, 
you know, is keenly alive to everything “ stagey ” 
in phj’^siognomy and gesture, felt what I am say- 
ing quite as much as I did, and w’as much moved. 

Rotterdam — with the grand approach to it by 
the broad river; the rich red brick of the houses; 
the canals, uniformly planted with trees, and 
crowded with the bright brown masts of the Dutch 
boats — is far finer than Amsterdam. The colour 
of Amsterdam is ugly: the houses are of a choco- 
late colour, almost black (an artificial tinge given 
to the bricks) , and the woodwork on them screams 
out in ugly patches of cream-colom*; the canals 
have no trees along their sides, and the boats are 
infrequent. We looked about for the very Portu- 
guese synagogue where Spinoza was nearly assas- 
sinated as he came from worship. But it no longer 
exists. There are no less than three Portuguese 
synagogues now, — very large and handsome. 
And in the evening we went to see the worship 
there. Not a woman was present, but of devout 
men not a few, — a curious i-eversal of what one 
sees in other temples. The chanting and the sway- 
ing about of the bodies — almost a wriggling — 
are not beautiful to the sense ; but I fairly cried 
at witnessing this faint symbolism of a religion of 
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sublime, far-off memories. The skulls of St. Ur- 
sula’s eleven thousand virgins seem a modern sug- 
gestion compared with the Jewish Synagogue. At 
Schwalhach and Schlangenbad our life was led 
chiefly in the beech woods, which we had all to 
ourselves, the guests usually confining themselves 
to the nearer promenades. The guests, of course, 
were few in that serious time, — and between war 
and cholera we felt our position as health — - and 
pleasure — seekers somewhat contemptible. ' 

There is no end to what one could say, if one did 
not feel that long letters cut pieces not to be spared 
out of the solid day. 

I think I have eaimed that you should write me 
one of those perfect letters in which you make me 
see everything you like about yourself and others. 

Aug. 30. — I have taken up the idea of my 
drama, “ The Spanish Gypsy,” again, and am 
reading on Spanish subjects, — B outer- 
wek, Sismondi, Depping, Llorente, &c. 

I have read several times your letter of the 19th, 
which I found awaiting me on my return, and I 
shall read it many times again. Pray 
do not even say, or inwardly suspect, ericBtoison, 
that anything you take the trouble to 
write to me wiU not be valued. On the contrary, 
please to imagine as well as you can the experience 
of a mind morbidly desponding, of a consciousness 
tending more and more to consist in memories of 
error and imperfection rather than in a strengthen- 
ing sense of achievement, — and then consider how 
such a mind must need the support of sympathy 
and approval from those who are capable of under- 
standing its aims. I assure you your letter is an 
evidence of a fuller understanding than I have ever 
had expressed to me before. And if I needed to 



342 


ESTHETIC TEACHING [THE PBioRY. 


give emphasis to this simple statement, I should 
suggest to you all the miseries one’s obstinate ego- 
ism endures from the fact of being a writer of 
novels,— hooks which the dullest and silliest reader 
thinks himself competent to deliver an opinion on. 
But I despise myself for feeling any annoyance 
at these trivial things. 

That is a tremendously difficult problem which 
you have laid before me; and I think you see its 
difficulties, though they can hardly press upon you 
as they do on me, who have gone through again and 
again the severe effoii; of trying to make certain 
ideas thoroughly incarnate, as if they had revealed 
themselves to me first in the flesh and i not in the 
spirit. I think aesthetic teaching is the highest of 
all teaching, because it deals with life in its highest 
complexity. But if it ceases to be purely £esthetic, 
— if it lapses anywhere from the picture to the 
diagram, — it becomes the most offensive of all 
teaching. Avowed Utopias are not offensive, be- 
cause they are understood to have a scientific and 
expository character; they do not pretend to work 
on the emotions, or could n’t do it if they did pre- 
tend. I am sure, from your own statement, that 
you see this quite clearly. Well, then, consider the 
sort of agonising labour to an English-fed imagi- 
nation to make out a sufficiently real background 
for the desired picture, — to get breathing indi- 
vidual forms, and group them in the needful re- 
lations, so that the presentation will lay hold on 
the emotions as human experience, — will, as you 
say, “ flash ” conviction on the world by means of 
aroused sympathy. 

I took tmspeakable pains in preparing to write 
“ Romola,” — neglecting nothing I could And that 
would help me to what I may call the “ idiom ” of 
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Florence, in the largest sense one could stretch the 
word to; and then I was only trying to give some 
out of the normal relations. I felt that the neces- 
sary idealisation could only be attained by adopt- 
ing the clothing of the past. And again, it is my 
way (rather too much so, perhaps) to urge the 
human sanctities through tragedy, — through pity 
and terror, as well as admiration and delight. I 
only say all this to show the tenfold arduousness 
of such a work as the one your problem demands. 
Gn the other hand, my whole soul goes with your 
desire that it should be done; and I shall at least 
keep the great possibility (or impossibility) per- 
petually in my mind, as something towards wliich 
I must strive, though it may be that I can do so 
ordy m a fragmentary way. 

At present I am going to take up again a work 
which I laid down before writing “ Felix.” It is 

— hut please, let this he a secret between ourselves 

— an attempt at a drama, which I put aside at 
Mr. Lewes’s request, after writing four acts, pre- 
cisely because it was in that stage of creation — 
or Werden — in which the idea of the characters 
predominates over the incarnation. Now I I’ead 
it again, I find it impossible to abandon it: the 
conceptions move me deeply, and they have never 
been wrought out before. There is not a thought 
or symbol that I do not long to use : but the whole 
requires recasting; and as I never recast anything 
before, I think of the issue very doubtfully. WTien 
one has to work out the dramatic action for one’s 
self, under the inspiration of an idea, instead of 
having a grand myth or an Italian novel ready to 
one’s hand, one feels anything but omnipotent. 
Not that I should have done any better if I had 
had the myth or the novel, for I am not a good 
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user of opportunities. I think I have the right 
locus, and historic conditions, but much else is 
wanting. 

I have not, of course, said half what I meant 
to say; but I hope opportunities of exchanging 
thoughts will not be wanting between us. 

It is so long since we exchanged letters, that I 
feel inclined to bi-eak the silence by telling you 
that I have been reading with much in- 

terest the “ Operations of War,” which 
6tnsept. is6i. jjjg with.' Also that I have 

had a pretty note, in aged handwTiting, from Dean 
Ramsay, with a present of his “ Reminiscences of 
Scottish Life.” I suppose you know him quite 
well, but I never heard you mention him. Also — 
what will amuse you — that my readers take quite 
a tender care of my text, writing to me to tell me 
of a misprint, or of “ one phrase ” which they en- 
treat to have altered, that no blemish may dis- 
figure “ Felix.” Dr. Althaus has sent me word 
of a misprint which I am glad to know of, — or 
rather of a word slipped out in the third volume. 
“ She saw streaks of light, &c. . . . and sounds.” 
It must be corrected when the opportunity comes. 

We are very well, and I am swimming in Span- 
ish history and literature. I feel as if I were 
molesting you with a letter without any good ex- 
cuse, but you are not bound to write again until 
a wet day makes golf impossible, and creates a 
dreariness in which even letter-'writing seems like 
a recreation. 


I am glad to know that Dean Ramsay is a friend 

letter to jota Sympathy was worth hav- 

mg, and I at once wrote to thank him. 
Another wonderfully lively old man — 
Sir Henry Holland — came to see me about two 
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Sundays ago, to bid me good-bye before going on 
an excursion to — North America! — -and to tell 
me that he had just been re-reading “ Adam Bede ” 
for the fourth time. “ I often read in it, you know, 
besides. But this is the fourth time quite through.” 
I, of course, with the mother’s egoism on behalf of 
the youngest born, was jealous for “ Felix.” Is 
there any possibility of satisfying an author? But 
one or two things that George read out to me from 
an article in “ Macmillan’s Magazine” by Mr. 
Morley did satisfy me. And yet I sicken again 
with despondency under the sense that the most 
carefully written books lie, both outside and in- 
side people’s minds, deep undermost in a heap of 
trash. 

Sept. 15. — Finished Depping’s “ Juifs au 
Moyen Age.” Reading Chaucer, to study Eng- 
lish. Also reading on Acoustics, Mu- . 

. V • J. J. P Jonnuil, is«. 

sical mstruments, &c. 

Oct. 15. — Recommenced the “ Spanish Gypsy,” 
intending to give it a new form. 

For a wonder, I remembered the day of the 
month, and felt a delightful confidence that I 
should have a letter from her who always 
remembers such things at the right mo- 
ment. You will hardly believe in my 
imbecility. I can never be quite sure whether your 
birthday is the 21st or the 23d. I know every one 
must think the worse of me for this want of reten- 
tiveness that seems a part of affection; and it is 
only justice that they should. Nevertheless I am 
not quite destitute of lovingness and gratitude, 
and perhaps the consciousness of my own defect 
makes me feel your goodness the more keenly. I 
shall reckon it part of the next year’s happiness 
for me if it brings a great deal of happiness to you. 
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That will depend somewhat — perhaps chiefly — 
on the satisfaction you have in giving shape to your 
ideas. But you say nothing on that subject. 

We knew about Faraday’s preaching, but not 
of his loss of faculty. I begin to think of such 
things as very near to me, — I mean decay of 
power and health. But I find age has its fresh 
elements of cheerfulness. 


Bless you, dear Sara, for all the kindness of 
many years, and for the newest kindness that 
comes to me this morning. I am very well now, 
and able to enjoy my happiness. One has happi- 
ness sometimes without being able to enjoy it. 

Nov. 22. — Reading Renan’s “ Histoire des 


, , , ,, Langues Semitiques — Ticknor’s 

“ ’ ® • “ Spanish Literature.” 

Dec. 6. — We returned from Tunbridge Wells, 


where we have been for a week. I have been read- 


ing Cornewall Lewis’s “ Astronomy of the An- 
cients,” Ockley’s “ History of the Saracens,” “ As- 
tronomical Geography,” and Spanish ballads on 
Bernardo del Carpio. 

We have been to Tunbridge Wells for a week, 

lettertoMa S^t plenty of fresh air, and 

sa^eim^, walking in that sandy undulating coun- 
try. But for three days it rained 
incessantly! 

No; I don’t feel as if my faculties were failing 
me. On the contrary, I enjoy all subjects — all 
study — more than I ever did in my life before. 
But that very fact makes me more in need of resig- 
nation to the certain approach of age and death. 
Science, history, poetry— r- 1 don’t know which 
draws me most, and there is little time left me for 
any one of them. I learned Spanish last year but 
one, and see new vistas everywhere. That makes 


1866] 


START FOR SPAIN 


347 


me think of time thrown away when I was young, 
— time that I should be so glad of now. I could 
enjoy everything, from arithmetic to antiquarian- 
ism, if I had large spaces of life before me. But 
instead of that I have a very small space. Un- 
feigned, unselfish, cheerful resignation is difficult. 
But I strive to get it. 

Dee. 11. — Ill ever since I came home, so that 
the days seem to have made a muddy 
flood, sweeping away all labour and all 
growth. 

Just before we received Dr. Congreve’s letter, 
we had changed our plans. George’s increasing 
weakness, and the more and more fre- 
Quent intervals in which he became un- ’^fcmgreve, 
able to work, made me at last urge mm 
to give up, the idea of “finishing,” which often 
besets us vainly. It will really be better for the 
work as well as for himself that he should let it 
wait. However, I care about nothing just now 
except that he should be doing all he can to get 
better. So we start next Thursday for Bordeaux, 
staying two days in Paris on our way. Madame 
Mohl writes us word that she hears from friends 
of the delicious weather — mild, sunny weather — 
to be had now on the French southwesteim and 
southeastern coast. You will all wish us well on 
our journey, I know. But I vcish I could carry a 
happier thought about you than that of your being 
an invalid. I shall write to you when we are at 
Biarritz or some other place that suits us, and when 
I have something good to tell. No; in any case 
I shall write, because I shall want to hear all about 
you. Tell Dr. Congreve we carry the “ Politique ” 
with us. Mr. Lewes gets more and more impressed 
by it, and also by what he is able to understand of 
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the “ Synthese.” I am wi-iting’ in the dark. Fare- 
well. With best love to Emily, and dutiful regards 
to Dr. Congreve. 

Dec. 27. — Set off in the evening on 
our journey to the south. 


Joizital, IS66. 
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SUMMARY OF CHAPTER XIII 

I 

JANUARY, 1866, TO DECEMBER, 1866 

Letters to Frederic Harrison on Industrial Co-operation — Consults Mm 
about law in “Felix Holt ” — Asks his opinion on other questions Letter 
to Mrs. Congreve — Visit to Tunbridge Wells — Reading Comte’s “ Syn- 
th ese” — Letter to F. Harrison on “case” for “Felix Holt” ■— Letter to 
Miss Henneii — " Joy in the world getting better — Letter to Madame Bodi- 
chon — “FeHxHolt” growing like a sickly child — Want of sincerity in 
England — Desire for knowledge increases — Blackwood offers £5000 for 
“Felix Holt” —Letters to John Blackwood renewing correspondence^ — 
Thanks for encouragement — Pains taken with “Felix Holt” — Letter to 
F. Harrison on legal points — The book finished — Inscription — Letter 
of adieu to Mrs. Congreve — Letter to Mrs. Bray — Excitement of finish- 
ing “Felix Holt” — Journey to HoUand and Germany — Letter to Mrs. 
Congreve from Schwalbach — Return to The Prioiy — Letter to F. Harri- 
son asking for sympathy — Letter to John Blackwood -y Colonel Hamley 
— Letter to Miss Henneii describing German trip — Miracle play at Ant- 
werp — Amsterdam synagogue — Takes up drama “The Spanish Gypsy” 
again — Reading on Spanish subjects — ^ Letter to F. Harrison — Weed 
of sympathy — ^Esthetic teaching — Tells him of the proposed drama — 
Letters to John Blackwood — Dean Ramsay — Sir Henry Holland — 
Article on “Felix Holt” in “Macmillan’s Magazine” — “The Spanish 
Gypsy” recommenced — Reading Renan’s “Histoire des Langues Semi- 
tiques” and Ticknor’s “Spanish Literature” — Visit to Tunbridge Weils 
for a week — Reading Cornewall Lewis’s “Astronomy of the Ancients” — 
Ockley’s “History of the Saracens ” and Spanish Ballads — Letter to Miss 
Henneii — Enjoyment of study — Depression — Letter of adieu to Mrs. 
Congreve — Set off on journey to Spam. 
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^ It If HE new year of 1867 opens with the description 
M of the journey to Spain. 

We enjoyed our stay in Paris, in order 
to see Madame Mohl, who was very good to us: 
invited the Scherers and other interest- tetter to 
mg people to meet us at dinner on the Bodidwn, jan. 
29th, and tempted us to stay and break- Bordeaux, 
fast with her on the 31st, by promising to invite 
Renan, which she did successfully, and so procured 
us a bit of experience that we were glad to have, 
over and above the pleasure of seeing a little more 
of herself and M. Mohl. I like them both, and 


wish there were a chance of knowing them better. 
We paid for our pleasure by being obliged to walk 
in the rain (from the impossibility of getting a 
carriage) all the way from the Rue de Rivoli — 
where a charitable German printer, who had taken 
us up in his fiacre, was obliged to set us down — 
to the Hotel du Helder, through streets literally 
jammed with carriages and omnibuses, carrying 
people who were doing the severe social duties of 
the last day in the year. The rain it raineth every 
day, with the exception of yesterday: we can’t 
travel away from it apparently. But we start in 
desperation for Bayonne in half an hour. 
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Snow on the ground here too — more, we are 
told, than has been seen here for fifteen years be- 
lettertoMra. fore. But it has been obliging enough 
to fall in the night, and the sky is glori- 
feairitz. Qyg morning, as it was yesterday. 
Sunday was the one exception since the 6th, when 
we arrived here to a state of weather which has 
allowed us to be out of doors the greater part of 
our daylight. We think it curious that among the 
many persons who have talked to us about Biarritz, 
the Brownings alone have ever spoken of its natural 
beauties; yet these are transcendent. We agree 
that the sea never seemed so magnificent to us be- 
fore, though we have seen the Atlantic breaking 
on the rocks at Ilfracombe, and on the great gran- 
ite walls of the Scilly Isles. In the southern divi- 
sion of the bay we see the sun set over the Pyre- 
nees; and in the northern we have two splendid 
stretches of sand, one with huge fragments of dark 
rock scattered about for the waves to leap over, 
the other an unbroken level, firm to the feet, where 
the hindmost line of wave sends up its spray on 
the horizon like a suddenly rising cloud. This 
part of the bay is worthily called the Chambre de 
r Amour; and we have its beauties all to ourselves, 
which, alas! in this stage of the wottd one can’t 
help feeling to be an advantage. The few fami- 
lies and bachelors who are here (chiefly English) 
scarcely ever come across our path. The days pass 
so rapidly, we can hardly believe in their number 
when we come to count them. After breakfast 
we both read the “ Politique,” — George one vol- 
ume and I another, interrupting each other con- 
tinually with questions and remarks. That morn- 
ing study keeps me in a state of enthusiasm through 
the day, — a moral glow, which is a sort of milieu 
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subjectif ioT the sublime sea and sky. Mr. Lewes 
is converted to the warmest admiration of the 
chapter on language in the third volume, which 
about three years ago he thought slightly of. I 
think the first chapter of the fourth volume is 
among the finest of all, and the most finely writ- 
ten. My gratitude increases continually for the 
illumination Comte has contributed to my life. 
But we both of us study with a sense of having 
still much to learn and to understand. About ten 
or half -past ten we go out for our morning walk, 
and then while we plunge about in the sand or 
march along the cliff, George draws out a book 
and tries my paces in Spanish, demanding a quick- 
as-light translation of nouns and phrases. Pres- 
ently I retort upon him, and prove that it is easier 
to ask than to answer. We find this system of 
viva-voce mutual instruction so successful that we 
are disgusted with ourselves for not having used 
it before through all our many years of companion- 
ship; and we are making projects for giving new 
interest to Regent’s Park, by pursuing all sorts 
of studies in the same way there. We seldom come 
indoors till one o’clock, and we turn out again at 
three, often remaining to see the sunset. One 
other thing I have been reading here which I must 
tell you of. It is a series of three papers by 
Saveney, in the “ Revue des Deux Mondes ” of 
last year, on “ La Physique Moderne,” — an ex- 
cellent siunmary, giving a glimpse of the great 
vista opened in that region. I think you would 
like to read them when you are strong enough for 
that sort of exertion. 

We stayed three days in Paris, and passed our 
time very agreeably. The first day we dined with 
Madame Mohl, who had kindly invited Professor 
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Scherer and his wife, Jules Simon, Lomenie, La- 
vergne, “ and others,” to meet us. That was on 
the Saturday, and she tempted us to stay the fol- 
lowing Monday by saying she would invite Renan 
to breakfast with us. Renan’s appearance is some- 
thing between the Catholic priest and the dissent- 
ing minister. His manners are very amiable, his 
talk pleasant, but not distmguished. We are en- 
tertaining great projects as to our further jour- 
neying. It will be best for you to address Paste 
Bestante, Barcelona. 

Are you astonished to see our whereabouts ? We 
left Biarritz for San Sebastian, where we stayed 
letter to three days; and both there and all our 
2i way to Barcelona our life has been a 
FeMsfi?. succession of delights. We have had 
perfect weather, blue skies, and a warm sun. We 
travelled from San Sebastian to Saragossa, where 
we passed two nights; then to Lerida for one 
night, and yesterday to Barcelona. You know 
the scenery from San Sebastian to Alsasua, 
through the lower Pyrenees, because it lies on the 
way to Burgos and Madrid. At Alsasua we 
turned off through Navarre into Aragon, seeing 
famous Pampeluna, looking as beautiful as it did 
ages ago amongst the grand hills. At Saragossa 
the scene was thoroughly changed: all through 
Aragon, as far as we could see, I should think 
the country resembles the highlands of Central 
Spain. There is the most striking effect of hills, 
flanking the plain of Saragossa, I ever saw. They 
are of palish clay, washed by the rains into undu- 
lating forms, and some slight herbage upon them 
makes the shadows of an exquisite blue. 

These hills accompanied us in the distance all 
the way through Aragon, the snovry mountains 
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topping them in the far distance. The land is all 
pale brown; the numerous towns and villages just 
match the land, and so do the sheep-folds, built 
of mud or stone. The herbage is all of an ashy- 
green. Perhaps if I had been in Africa, I should 
say as you do that the eoimtry reminded me of 
Africa: as it is, I think of all I have read about 
the East. The men who look on while others work 
at Saragossa also seem to belong to the East, with 
a great sti’iped blanket wrapped grandly round 
them, and a kerchief tied about their hair. But 
though Aragon was held by the Moors longer than 
any part of Northern Spain, the features and skins 
of the people seem to me to bear less traces of the 
mixtirre there must have been than one would 
fairly expect. Saragossa has a grand character 
still, in spite of the stucco with which the people 
have daubed the beautiful small brick of which the 
houses are built. Here and there one sees a house 
left undesecrated by stucco; and all of them have 
the fluted tiles and the broad eaves beautifully or- 
namented. Again, one side of the old cathedral 
still shows the exquisite inlaid work which in the 
facade has been overlaid hideously. Gradually, as 
we left Aragon, and entered Catalonia, the face 
of the coimtry changed, and we had almost every 
sort of beauty in succession: last of all, between 
Monserrat and Barcelona, a perfect garden, with 
the richest red soil, — blossoms on the plum and 
cherry trees, aloes thick in the hedges. At present 
we are waiting for the Spanish hardships to begin. 
Even at Lerida, a place scarcely at all affected by 
foreign travellers, we were perfectly comfortable, 
— and such sights! The people scattered on the 
brown slopes of rough earth round the fortress, — - 
the women knitting, &c., the men playing at cards; 
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one wonderful gaudily dressed group, another of 
handsome gypsies. We are actually going by 
steamboat to Alicante, and from Alicante to Mal- 
aga. Then we mean to see Granada, Cordova, 
and Seville. We shall only stay here a few days 
— if this weathet continues. 

Yoirr kind letter, written on the 5th, reached 
me here this morning. I had not heard of the 
criticism in the “ Edinburgh.” Mr. 
Lewes read the article, but did not tell 
Graiada.’ me of the reviewer’s legal wisdom, think- 
ing that it would only vex me to no purpose. 
However, I had felt sure that something of that 
sort must have appeared in one review article or 
another. I am heartily glad and grateful that 
you have helped justice in general, as well as jus- 
tice to me in particular, by getting the vindication 
written for the “ Pall Mall.” It was the best 
possible measure to adopt. Since we left Barce- 
lona a fortnight ago, we have seen no English 
papers, so that we have been in the dai’k as to 
English news. 

Were you not surprised to hear that we had 
come so far? The journey from San Sebastian by 
Saragossa and Lerida turned out to be so easy and 
deligfeul that we ceased to tremble, and deter- 
mined to carry out our project of going by steamer 
to Alicante and Malaga. You cannot do better 
than follow our example, — I mean, so far as com- 
ing to Spain is concerned. Believe none of the 
fictions that bookmakers get printed about the 
horrors of Spanish hotels and cookery, or the hard- 
ships of Spanish travel, — still less about the rude- 
ness of Spaniards. It is true that we have not yet 
endured the long railway journeys through Cen- 
tral Spain, but wherever we have been hitherto 
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we have found nothing formidable, even for our 
rickety bodies. 

We came hither from Malaga in the herlina 
{coupe) of the diligence, and have assured our- 
selves that Mr. Blackburne’s description of a sup- 
posed hen-roost, overturned in the AJameda at 
Malaga, which proved to be the Granada diligence, 
is an invention. The vehicle is comfortable enough, 
and the road is perfect: and at the end of it we 
have found ourselves in one of the loveliest scenes 
on earth. 

We shall remain here tdl the 28d, and then go 
to Cordova first, to Seville next, and finally to 
Madrid, making our way homeward from thence 
by easy stages. We expect to be in the smoky 
haze of London again soon after the middle of 
March, if not before. 

I wish I could believe that you were all having 
anything like the clear skies and warm sun which 
have cheered our journeying for the last month. 
At AJicante we walked among the palm-trees with 
their golden fruit hanging in rich clusters, and felt 
a more delightful warmth than that of an English 
summer. Last night we walked out and saw the 
towers of the Alhambra, the wide Vega, and the 
snowy mountains by the brilliant moonlight. You 
see we are getting a great deal of pleasure, but we 
are not working as you seem charitably to imagine. 
We tire ourselves, but only with seeing or going 
to see unforgettable things. You will say that we 
ought to work to better purpose when we get home. 
Amen. But just now we read nothing but Spanish 
novels — and not much of those. We said good- 
bye to philosophy and science when we packed up 
our trunks ' 

Please keep some friendship warm for us, that 
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we may not be too much chilled by the English 
weather when we get back. 

We are both heartily rejoiced that we came to 
Spain. It was a great longing of mine, for, three 

tetter to Tota ^ began to interest myself in 

Bia<Sw?*, “ Spanish history and literature, and have 
had a work Ipng by me, partly written, 
the subject of which is connected with Spain. 
Whether I shall ever bring it to maturity so as to 
satisfy myself sufficiently to print it, is a question 
not settled; but it is a work very near my heart. 
We have had perfect weather ever since the 27th 
of January, — magnificent skies and a summer 
sun. At Alicante, walking among the palm-trees, 
with the bare brown rocks and brown houses in the 
background, we fancied ourselves in the Tropics; 
and a gentleman who travelled with us, assured us 
that the aspect of the country closely resembled 
Aden on the Red Sea. Here, at Granada, of 
course it is much colder; but the sun shines uninter- 
ruptedly; and in the middle of the day, to stand in 
the sunshine against a wall, reminds me of my sen- 
sations at Florence in the beginning of June. The 
aspect of Granada as we first approached it was a 
slight disappointment to me, but the beauty of its 
position can hardly be surpassed. To stand on one 
of the towers of the Alhambra and see the sun set 
behind the dark mountains of Loja, and send its 
after-glow on the wliite summits of the Sierra Ne- 
vada, while the lovely Vega spreads below, ready 
to yield all things pleasant to the eye and good for 
food, is worth a very long, long j ourney . W e shall 
start to-morrow evening for Cordova ; then we shall 
go to Seville, back to Cordova, and on to Madrid. 

During our short stay in Paris we went a little 
into society, and saw, among other people who in- 
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terested us, Professor Scherer, of whom you know 
something. He charmed me greatly. He is a 
Genevese, you know, and does not talk in ready- 
made epigrams, like a clever Frenchman, but with 
well-chosen moderate words, intended to express 
what he really thinks and feels. He is highly 
cultivated; and his wdfe, who was with him, is an 
Englishwoman of refined simple manners. 

At Biarritz again, you see, after our long de- 
lightful jouimey, in which we have made a great 
loop all round the east and through the tetter to Mrs 
centre of Spain. Mr. Lewes says he SffitYwT 
thinks he never enjoyed a journey so 
much; and you will see him so changed — so much 
plumper and ruddier — that if pity has entered 
much into your regard for him, he will be in danger 
of losing something by his bodily prosperity. We 
crowned our pleasures in Spain with the sight of 
the pictures in the Madrid gallery. The skies were 
as blue at Madrid as they had been through the 
previous part of our journeying, but the air was 
bitterly cold: and naughty officials receive money 
for warming the museum, but find other uses for 
the money. I caught a severe cold the last day of 
our wsit, and after an uncomfortable day and 
night’s railway journey arrived at Biarritz, only 
fit for bed and coddling. 

March 16 . — This evening we got home after 
a iourney to the South of Spain. I go 
to my poem and the construction of 
two prose works — if possible. 

We got home on Saturday evening, tetter to joHb 
after as fine a passage from Calais to 
Dover as we ever had, even in smn- 
mer. Your letter was amongst the pleasant things 
that smiled at me on my return, and helped to rec- 
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oncile me to the rather rude transition from sum- 
mer to winter which we have made in our journey 
from Biarritz. This morning it is snowing hard 
and the wind is roaring, — a sufficiently sharp 
contrast to the hot sun, the dust, and the mos- 
quitoes of Seville. 

We have had a glorious journey. The skies 
alone, both night and day, were worth travelling 
all the way to see. We went to Cordova and Se- 
ville, but we feared the cold of the central lands in 
the north, and resisted the temptation to see Toledo 
or anything else than the Madrid pictures, which 
are transcendent. 

Am ong the letters awaiting me was one from an 
American travelling in Europe, who ^ives me the 
history of a copy of “ Felix Holt,” which, he says, 
has been read by no end of people, and is now on 
its way through Ireland, “ where he found many 
friends anxious but unable to get it.” It seems 
people nowadays economise in nothing but books. 
I found also the letter of a “ Conveyancer ” in the 
“ Pall Mall,” justifying the law of “ Felix Holt ” 
in answer to the “ Edinburgh Reviewer.” I did 
not know, before I was told of this letter in reply, 
that the “ Edinburgh Reviewer ” had found fault 
with my law. 

March 21. — Received from Blackwood a 
cheque for £2166 13s. 4id., being the second in- 
^ stalment of £1666 13s. 4<^. towards the 

£500 as the first instalment of £1000 for ten years’ 
copyright of the cheap edition of my novels. 

Letter to Join Your letters, with the valuable enclos- 

ure of a cheque for £2166 13s. 4d., have 
come to me this morning, and I am 
much obliged to you for your punctual attention. 
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I long to see a specimen of the cheap edition of 
the novels. As to the illustrations, I have ad- 
justed my hopes so as to save myself from any 
great shock. When I remember my own childish 
happiness in a frightfully illustrated copy of the 
“ Vicar of Wakefield,” I can believe that illustra- 
tion may be a great good relatively, and that my 
own present liking has no weight in the question. 

I fancy that the placarding at railway stations 
is an effective measure, for Ruskin was never more 
mistaken than in asserting that people have no 
spare time to observe anything in such places. I 
am a very poor reader of advertisements, but even 
I am forced to get them unpleasantly by heart at 
the stations. 

It is rather a vexatious kind of tribute when 
people write, as my Ajnerican correspondent did, 
to tell me of one paper-covered American copy of 
“ Felix Holt ” being brought to Europe, and serv- 
ing for so many readers that it was in danger of 
being worn away under their hands. He^^ — good 
man — finds it easy “ to urge greater circulation 
by means of cheap sale,” having “ found so many 
friends in Ireland anxious but unable to obtain 
the book.” I suppose putting it in a yellow cover 
with figures on it, reminding one of the outside of 
a show, and charging a shilling for it, is what we 
are expected to do for the good of mankind. Even 
then I fear it w'ould hardly bear the rivalry of 
“ The Pretty Milliner,” or of “ The Horrible 
Secret.” 

The work connected with Spain is not a romance. 
It is — prepare your fortitude — it is — a poem. 
I conceived the plot, and wrote nearly the whole as 
a drama, in 1864. Mr. Lewes advised me to put 
it by for a time and take it up again, with a view" 
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to recasting it. He thinks hopefully of it. I need 
not tell you that I am not hopeful — but I am 
quite sure the subject is fine. It is not historic, 
but has merely historic connections. The plot was 
■v-vTOught out entirely as an incorporation of my 
own ideas. Of course, if it is ever finished to my 
satisfaction, it is not a work for us to get money 
by, but Mr. Lewes urges and insists that it shall be 
done. I have also my private projects about an 
English novel, but I am afraid of speaking as if 
I could depend on myself : at present I am rather 
dizzy, and not settled down to home habits of regu- 
lar occupation. 

I understand that the conveyancer who wrote 
to the “ Pall Mall ” is an excellent lawyer in his 
department, and the lecturer on Real Property at 
the Law Institution. 

If a reviewer ever checked himself, by consider- 
ing that a writer whom he thinks worth praising 
would take some pains to know the truth about a 
matter which is the very hinge of said winter’s 
story, review articles would cut a shrunken figure. 

3iay 5. — We went to Bouverie Street to hear 
the first of a course of lectures on Posi- 
oBMa , . delivered by Dr. Congreve. 

There were present seventy-five people, chiefly 
men. 

May 11. — We had Mr. and Mrs. Call to dine 
with us, and an evening party afterwards. 

May 12. — We went to hear Dr. Congreve’s 
second lecture. The morning was thoroughly wet, 
— the audience smaller, but still good. 
letter to Miss Yesterday we went to the second of 

^ course of lectures which Dr. Congreve 
is delivering on Positivism in Bouverie 
Street. At the first lecture on the 5th there 
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was a considerable audience — about seventy -five, 
chiefly men — of various ranks, from lords and 
M.P.’s downwards, or upwards, for what is called 
social distinction seems to be in a shifting condi- 
tion just now. Yesterday the wet weather doubt- 
less helped to reduce the audience, — still it was 
good. Curiosity brings some, interest in the sub- 
ject others, and the rest go with the wish to expi*ess 
adhesion more or less thorough. 

I am afraid you have ceased to care much about 
pictures, else I should wish that you could see the 
Exhibition of historical portraits at Kensington. 
It is really worth a little fatigue to see the English 
of past generations in their habit as they lived, — 
especially when Gainsborough and Sir Joshua are 
the painters. But even Sir Godfrey Kneller de- 
lights me occasionally with a finely conceived por- 
trait carefully painted. There is an unforgettable 
portrait of Newton by him. 

May 27. — Went with G. to the journal, m?. 
Academy Exhibition. 

May 29. — Went to the Exhibition of French 
pictures, — very agreeable and interesting. 

I do sympathise with you most emphatically in 
the desire to see women socially elevated, — edu- 
cated equally with men, and secured as tetter to Mrs. 
far as possible along with every other 
breathing creature from suffering the 
exercise of any unrighteous power. That is a 
broader ground of sympathy than agreement as to 
the amount, and kind, of result that may be hoped 
for from a particular measure. But on this special 
point I am far from thinking myself an oracle, and 
on the whole I am inclined to hope for much good 
from the serious presentation of women’s claims 
before Parliament. I thought Mill’s speech sober 
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and judicious from his point of view, — ■ Karslake’s 
an abomination. 

Apropos of what you say about Mr. Congreve, 
I think you have mistaken his, or rather Comte’s, 
position. There is no denial of an unknown cause, 
but only a denial that such a conception is the 
pi’oper basis of a practical religion. It seems to 
me pre-eminently desirable that we should learn 
not to make our personal comfort a standard of 
truth. 

^ June 1 (Saturday). — Wrote up to 

“ ■ the moment when Fedalma appears in 

the Pla<ja. 

June 5. — Blackwood dined with us, and I read 
to him my poem down to page 56. He showed 
great delight. 

June 26. — We went to Niton for a fortnight, 
returning July 10. 

July 16. — Received £2166 13s. 4d. from Black- 
wood, being the final instalment for “ Felix Holt,” 
and, (£500) copyright for ten years. 

Again we take flight! To Noi’th Germany this 
time, and chiefly to Dresden, where we shall be ac- 
tettertoMis cessible through the Poste Bestante. 

I am ashamed of saying anything about 
our health, — we are both “ objects ” 
for compassion or contempt, according to the dis- 
position of the subject who may contemplate us. 

Mr. Beesly (I think it was he) sent us Dr. 
Congreve’s pamphlet last night, and I read it 
aloud to George. We both felt a cordial satis- 
faction in it. We have been a good deal beset 
by little engagements with friends and acquaint- 
ances lately, and these, with the preparations for 
our journey, have been rather too much for me. 
Mr. Lewes is acting on the advice of Sir Henry 
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Holland in giving up zoologising for the pres- 
ent, because it obliges him to hang down his 
head. That is the reason we go inland, and not 
to the coast, as I think I hinted to you that we 
expected to do. 

You are sympathetic enough to be glad to hear 
that we have had thoroughly cheerful and satisfac- 
tory letters from both our boys in Natal. They 
are established in their purchased farm, and are 
very happy together in their w^ork. Impossible for 
mortals to have less trouble than we. I should 
have written to you earlier this week — for we start 
to-morrow — but that I have been laid prostrate 
with crushing headache one half of my time, and 
always going out or seeing some one the other 
half. 

Farewell, dear. Don’t write unless you have a 
real desire to gossip with me a little about your- 
self and our mutual friends. You know I always 
like to have news of you, but I shall not think it 
unkind — I shall only think you have other things 
to do — if you are silent. 

July 29. — We went to Dover this evening as 
the start on a iourney into Germany jonmai, ist?. 
(North). 

Oct. 1. — We returned home after revisiting the 
scenes of cherished memories, — Ilmenau, Dres- 
den, and Berlin. Of new places we have seen 
Wetzlar, Cassel, Eisenach, and Hanover. At Il- 
menau I wrote Fedalma’s soliloqu}*- after her scene 
with Silva, and the following dialogue between 
her and Juan. At Dresden I rewrote the whole 
scene between her and Zarca. 

Oct. 9. — Reading “ Los Judios en Espana,” 
Percy’s “ Reliques,” “ Isis,” occasionally aloud. 

Oct. 10. — ^Reading the “ Iliad,” Book III. 
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Finished Los Ju en Espafia^’' a 'Wretcliedly 
poor book ■ 

Oct. 11. — Began again Prescott’s '' Ferdinand 
and Isabella.” 

Oct. 19. — George returned last evening from a 
walking expedition in Surrey with Mr. Spencer. 

This entry is an interesting one to me, as it fixes the 
date of the first acquaintance with my family. Mr. Her- 
bert Spencer was an old friend of ours, and in the course 
of their walk, he and Mr. Lewes happened to pass through 
Weyhridge, where my mother at that time lived. They 
came to pay a visit. Mr. Lewes with his wonderful social 
powers charmed all, and they passed a delightful evening, 
i was myself in America at the time, where I was in busi- 
ness as a banker at New York. My eldest sister had just 
then published a little volume of poems, ^ which was kindly 
received by the press. On the invitation of Mr. Lewes, 
she went shortly afterwards to see George Eliot, — then 
in the zenith of her fame; nor did she ever forget the 
affectionate manner \ in which the great author greeted 
her. This was the beginning of a close friendship between 
the families, which/ lasted, and increased in intimacy, to 
the end. Mr. Spencer, in writing to tell me that it was he 
who first made Mr. Lewes acquainted with George Eliot, 
adds: ^‘You wdl perhaps be struck by the curious coinci- 
dence that it was also by me that Lewes was introduced to 
your family at Weybridge, and remoter issues ent ailed. 

Before I got your letter, I was about to write 
to you and direct your attention to an article in the 
T « * forthcoming (October) number of the 

letter to Mss a r-\ .i -i 

lottort^w. Quarterly Review on the Talmud. 

You really must go out of your way to 
read it. It is written by one of the greatest Ori- 
ental scholars, — the man among living men who 
probably knows the most about the Talmud; and 
you will appreciate the pregnancy of the article. 

An Old Story and Other Poems,” by Elizabeth D. Cross. 
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There are also beautiful soul-cheering things se- 
lected for quotation. 

Oct. 31. — I have now inserted all that I think 
of for the first part of “ The Spanish Gypsy.” On 
Monday I wrote three new Lyrics. I joornai, i86?. 
have also rewritten the first scenes in 
the gypsy camp, to the end of the dialogue be- 
tween j uan and F edahna. But I have determined 
to make the commencement of the second part con- 
tinue the picture of what goes forward in Bedmar. 

Nov. 1. — Began this morning Part II. — 
“ Silva was marching homeward,” &c. 

About putting Fedalma in type. There would 
be advantages, but also disadvantages; and on 
these latter I wish to consult you. I 
have more than 3000 lines ready in the snckw^jitii 
order I wish them to stand in, and it 
would be good to have them in print to read them 
critically. Defects reveal themselves more fuUy 
in type, and emendations might be more conven- 
iently made on proofs, since I have given up the 
idea of copying the MS. as a whole. On the other 
hand, could the thing he kept private when it had 
once been in the printing-office? And I particu- 
larly wish not to have it set afloat, for various 
reasons. Among others — I want to keep myself 
free from all inducements to premature publication 
— I mean publication before I have given my 
work as much revision as I can hope to give it while 
my mind is still nursing it. Beyond this, delay 
would be useless. The theory of laying by poems 
for nine years may be a fine one, but it could not 
answ'er for me to apply it. I could no more live 
through one of my books a second time, than I can 
live through last year again. But I like to keep 
cheeks on myself, and not to create external temp- 
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tations to do what I should think foolish in another. 
If you thought it possible to secure us against the 
oozing out of proofs and gossip, the other objec- 
tions would be less important. One difficulty is, that 
in my MS. I have frequently two readings of the 
same passage, and being uncertain which of them 
is preferable, I wish them both to stand for futtire 
decision. But perhaps this might be managed in 
proof. The length of the poem is at present un- 
certain, but I feel so strongly what Mr. Lewes 
insists on — namely, the evil of making it too long 
— that I shall set it before me as a duty not to 
make it more than 9000 lines, and shall be glad if it 
turns out a little shorter. 

Will you think over the whole question? I am 
sure your mind will supply any prudential con- 
siderations that I may have omitted, 

I am vexed by the non-success of the serial edi- 
tion. It is not, heaven knows, that I read my own 
books or am puffed up about them, but I have been 
of late quite astonished by the strengthening testi- 
monies that have happened to come to me, of 
people who care about every one of my books, and 
continue to read them — especially young men, 
who are just the class I care most to influence. 
But what sort of data can one safely go upon with 
regard to the success of editions? > 

Felix Holt is immensely tempted by your sug- 
gestion,^ but George Eliot is severely admonished 
by his domestic critic not to scatter his energies. 

Mr. Lewes sends his best regards. He is in 
high spirits about the poem. 

Nov. 22 .- — Began an address to the 
* ' ■ Working Men by Felix Holt, at Black- 

wood’s repeated request. 

^ Address to the Working Men. 
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y es, indeed, — when I do not reciprocate, “chaos 
is come again.” I was quite sure your letter would 
come, and was grateful beforehand. 

There is a scheme on foot for a tetter to bhm 
Woman’s College, or rather Univer- 22d1iovfil67. 
sity, to be built between London and Cambridge, 
and to be in connection with the Cambridge 
University, — sharing its professors, examina- 
tions, and degrees ! Si muove. 

I have written to Miss Davies to ask her to 
come to see me on Tuesday. tetter to 

I am much occupied just now, but the ist 

better education of women is one of the 
objects about which I have no doubt, and shall re- 
joice if this idea of a college can be carried out. 

I see Miss Julia Smith’s beautiful handwriting, 
and am glad to think of her as your guardian 
angel. 

The author of the glorious article on the Talmud 
is “ that bright little man ” Mr. Deutseh, — a very 
dear, delightful creature. 

Dec. 4. ~ Sent off the MS. of the jonmai, im. 
address to Edinburgh. 

I agree with you about the phrase, “ Masters of 
the country.” ^ I wrote that part twice, and origi- 
nally I distinctly said that the epithet 
was lalse. Aiterwards, 1 leit that out, B^ckwo^,rtii 
preferring to make a stronger argumen- 
tum ad hominem, in case any workman believed 
himself a future master, 

I think it will be better for you to write a pre- 
liminary note washing your hands of any over- 
trenchant statements on the part of the well-mean- 
ing radical. I much prefer that you should do so. 

Whatever you agree with will have the advan- 

^ In the Address to the Working Men. 



m 


FED ALMA 


[the PEJOBZ' 


tage of not coming from one who can he suspected 
of being a special pleader. 

What you say about Fedalma is very cheering. 
But I am chiefly anxious about the road still un- 
travelled, — the road I have still ziiriich zu legen. 

Mr. Lewes has to request several proofs of 
Fedalma — to facilitate revision. But I will leave 
him to say how many. W e shall keep them strictly 
to ourselves, you may be sure, so that three or four 
will be enough, — one for him, one for me, and 
one for the resolution of our differences. 

I am very grateful to you for your generous 
words about my work. That' you not only feel 

tetter to John niuch Sympathy, but are moved to 

bLc^o*, _ express it so fully, is a real help to me. 

X2titL D6G« 1 t j. 1 1 j A.1 • 

I am very glad to have had the revise 
of the “ Address.” I feel the danger of not being 
understood. Perhaps, by a good deal longer con- 
sideration and gradual shaping, I might have put 
the ideas into a more concrete easy form. 

Mr. Lewes read the proof of the poem all 
through to himself for the first time last night, 
and expressed great satisfaction in the impression 
it produced. Your suggestion of having it put 
into type is a benefit for which we have reason to 
be obliged to you. 

I cannot help saying again, that it is a strong 
cordial to me to have such letters as yours, and to 
know that I have such a first reader as you. 

Dee. 21. — Finished reading “ Aver- 
’ ■ roes and Averroisme,” and “ Les Mede- 

cms Juifs.” Reading “ First Principles.” 

T Christmas will be very quiet. 

means to start 
on a solitary journey to Bonn, and per- 
haps to Wurzburg, for' anatomical purposes. I 
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don’t mean that he is going to 6ffer himself as an 
anatomical subject, but that he wants to get answers 
to some questions bearing on the functions of the 
nerves. It is a bad time for him to travel in, but 
he hopes to be at home again in ten days or a 
fortnight, and I hope the rim will do him good 
rather than harm. 

Dec. 25. — George and I dined happily alone : 
he better for weeks than he has been all the sum- 
mer before, — I more ailing than usual, 
but with much mental consolation, part 
of it being the delight he expresses in my poem, of 
which the first part is now in print. 

Thanks for the pretty remembrance. You were 
not unthought of before it came. Now, however, 
I rouse all my courage under the thick 
fog to tell you my inward wish, — which HeMeu, 

is,, that the New Year, as it travels on 
towards its old age, may bring you many satisfac- 
tions undisturbed by bodily ailment. 

Mr. Lewes is going to-morrow on an unprec- 
edented expedition, — a rapid run to Bonn to 
make some anatomical researches with Professor 
Schultze there. If he needs more than he can 
get at Bonn, he may go to Heidelberg and Wiirz- 
burg. But in any case he wiU not take more than 
a fortnight. 

Public questions, which by a sad process of re- 
duction become piteous private questions, hang 
cloudily over all prospects. The state of Europe, 
the threat of a general war, the starvation of mul- 
titudes, — one can’t help thinking of these things 
at one’s breakfast. Nevertheless there is much en- 
joyment going on, and abundance of rosy chfi- 
dren’s parties. 

It is very good and sweet of you to propose to 
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come round for me on Sunday, and I shall cherish 
particxilarly the remembrance of that kindness. 

tetter t# Mis reading your letter, Mr. 

con^TC,3otii Lewes objected, on grounds which I 

Dec* ,1 •''*•■11 • t LI* 

think just, to my going to any public 

manifestation without him, since his absence could 
not be divined by outsiders. 

I am companioned by dj^-spepsia, and feel life a 
struggle under the leaden sky. Mme. Bodichon 
writes that in Sussex the air is cold and clear, and 


the woods and lanes dressed in wintry loveliness 
of fresh grassy patches, mingled with the soft 
grays and browns of the trees and hedges. Mr. 
Harrison shed the agreeable light of his kind eyes 
on me yesterday for a brief space; but I hope I 
was more endurable to my visitors than to myself, 
else I think they will not come again. I object 
strongly to myself as a bundle of impleasant sen- 
sations with a palpitating heart and awkward man- 
ners. Impossible to imagine the large charity I 
have for people who detest me. But don’t you be 
one of them. 


I am much obliged to you for your handsome 
cheque, and stdl more gratified that “ The Ad- 
r * T .. dress ” has been a satisfaction to you. 

^ your pro- 

jected visit to town, and shall hope to 
have a good batch of MS. for you to carry back. 
Mr. Lewes is in an unprecedented state of delight 
with the poem, now that he is reading it with close 
care. He says he is astonished that he can’t find 
more faults. He is especially pleased with the 
sense of variety it gives; and this testimony is 
Avorth the more, because he urged me to put the 
poem by (in 1865) on the ground of monotony. 
He is really exultant about it now, and after what 
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you have said to me I know this will please 
you. 

Hearty wishes that the coming year may bring 
you much good, and that “ The Spanish Gypsy ” 
may contribute a little to that end. 
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Gypsy.” 



CHAPTER XV 


T here is a good genius presiding over your 
gifts, — they are so felicitous. You always 
give me something of which I 
have felt the want beforehand, and 
can use continually. It is eminently 
so with my pretty mittens: there was no little 
appendage I wanted more; and they are just as 
warm at the wrist as I could have wished them 
to be, — warming, too, as a mark of affection 
at a time when all cheering things are doubly 
welcome. 

Mr. Lewes came home last night, and you 
may imagine that I am glad. Between the bad 
weather, bad health, and solitude, I have been 
so far unlike the wicked, that I have not flour- 
ished like the green bay-tree. To make amends, 
he — Mr. Lewes, not the wicked — has had a 
brilliant time, gained gi*eat instruction, and seen 
some admirable men who have received him 
warmly. 

I go out of doors very little, but I shall open 
the drawer and look at my mittens on the days 
Svhen I don’t put them on. 

Jan. — Engaged in writing Part III. 
of “ Spanish Gypsy.” ^ ’ ' 

Feh. 27. — Returned last evening from a .very 
pleasant visit to Cambridge.' I am still only at 
p. 5 of Part IV., having had a wretched month 
of malaise. 

March 1. — Finished Guillemin on “ The Heav- 

* Visit to Mr. W. G. Clark and Mr. Oscar Browning. 
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ens,” and the 4th Book of the “ Iliad.” I shall 
now read Grote. 

March 6. — Reading Lubbock’s “Prehistoric 
Ages.” 

March 8. — Saturday concert. Joachim and 
Piatti, with Schubert’s Ottett. 

We go to-morrow morning to Torquay for a 
month, and I can’t bear to go without saying a word 
letter to farewell to you. How sadly little we 

angreve, im have seen each other this winter ! It wiU 
not be so any more, I hope, wiU it? 

We are both much in need of the change, for 
Mr. Lewes has got rather out of sorts again lately. 
When we come back I shall ask you to come and 
look at us before the bloom is off. I should like 
to know how you aU are; but you have been so 
little inspired for note-writing lately, that I am 
afraid to ask you to send me a line to the Post 
OlRce at Torquay. I really deserve nothing of my 
friends at present. 

I don’t know whether you have ever seen Tor- 
quay. It is pretty, but not comparable to Ilfra- 
lettertoMas combe; and like all other easily acces- 
sible sea-places, it is sadly spoiled by 
IS68. wealth and fashion, which leave no se- 

cluded walks, and tattoo all the hiUs with ugly 
patterns of roads and villa gardens. Our selfish- 
ness does not adapt itself well to these oncomings 
of the millennium. 

I am reading about savages and semi-savages, 
and think that our religious oracles would do well 
to study savage ideas by a method of comparison 
with their own. Also, I am studying that semi- 
savage poem, the “ Iliad.” How enviable it is to 
be a classic! When a verse in the “ Iliad ” bears 
six different meanings, and nobody knows which 
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is the right, a commentator finds this equivoealness 
in itself admirable ! 

Mr. Lewes quite agrees with you, that it is de- 
sirable to announce the poem. His suggestion is 
that it should be simply announced as . ^ 

“ a poem ” first, and then a little later 
as " The Spanish Gypsy,” in order to ’ 
give a new detail for observation in the second 
announcement. I chose the title, “ The Spanish 
Gypsy,” a long time ago, because it is a little in 
the fashion of the elder dramatists, with whom I 
have perhaps more cousinship than with recent 
poets. Fedalma might be mistaken for an Italian 
name, which would create a definite expectation 
of a mistaken kind, and is, on other grounds, less 
to my taste than “ The Spanish Gypsy.” 

This place is becoming a little London, or Lon- 
don suburb. Everywhere houses and streets are 
being built, and Babbicombe will soon be joined 
to Torquay. 

I almost envy you the excitement of golf, which 
helps the fresh air to exhilarate, and gives variety 
of exercise. Walking can never be so good as a 
game — if one loves the game. But when a friend 
of Mr. Lewes’s urges him angrily to play raquets 
for his health, the prospect seems dreary. 

We are afraid of being entangled in excursion 
trains, or crowds of Easter holiday-makers, in 
Easter week, and may possibly be driven back 
next Wednesday. But we are loth to have our 
stay so curtailed. 

Mr. Lewes sends his kind regards, and pities all 
of us who are less interested in ganglionic cells. 
He is in a state of beatitude about the poem. 

We fipd a few retired walks, and are the less 
discontented because the weather is perfect. I 
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hope you are sharing the delights of sunshine and 
moonlight. There are no waves here, as you know ; 
. X „ but under such skies as we are having, 
coiifreve,4t!i sameiiess IS so beautiiul mat we 'find 
Apni, 1868. fault, — and there is a particular 

hill at Babbicombe of the richest Spanish red. 
On the whole, we are glad we came here, hav- 
ing avoided all trouble in journeying and set- 
tling, But we should not come again without 
special call, for in a few years aU the hills will be 
parts of a London suburb. 

How glorious this weather is for the hard 
workers who are looking forward to their Easter 
holiday! But for om’selves, we are rather afraid 
of the railway stations in holiday time. Certainly 
we are ill prepared for what Tennyson calls the 
“To-be,” and it is good that we shall soon pass 
from this objective existence. 

I thiak Buskin has not been encouraged about 
women by his many and persistent attempts to 
letter to • teach them. He seems to have foimd 
them wanting in real scientific in- 
Apru,i 868 . tcrcst, — bcnt on sentimentalising in 
everything. 

What I should like to be sm’e of, as a result of 
higher education for women, — a result that will 
come to pass over my grave, — is their recognition 
of the great amount of social unproductive labour 
which needs to be done by women, and which is 
now either not done at all or done wretchedly. No 
good can come to women, more than to any class 
of male mortals, while each aims at doing the high- 
est kind of work which ought rather to be held in 
sanctity as what only the few can do weU, I be- 
lieve, and I want it to be well shown, that a more 
thorough education wiU tend to do away with the 
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odious vulgarity of our notions about functions 
and employment, and to propagate the true gospel, 
that the deepest disgrace is to insist on doing work 
for which we are unfit, — to do work of any soii; 
badly. There are many points of this kind that 
want being urged, but they do not come well 
from me. 

A'our letter came just at the right time to gi-eet 
us. Thanks for that pretty remembrance. We 
are glad to be at home again with our i^^tertoMrs 
home comforts around us, though we be^ 
came deeply in love with Torquay in 
the daily heightening of spring beauties, and the 
glory of perpetual blue skies. The eight hours’ 
journey {one hour more than we paid for) w'as 
rather disturbing; and, I think, Mr. Lewes has 
got more zoological experience than health from 
our month’s delight — but a delight it really has 
been to us to have perfect quiet with the red hills, 
the sunshine, and the sea. 

I shall be absorbed for the next fortnight, so 
that I cannot allow myself the sort of pleasui’e you 
kindly project for us; and when May begins, I 
want you to come and stay a night with us. I 
shall be ready by-and-by for such holiday-making, 
and you must be good to me. Will you give Dr, 
Congreve my thanks for his pamphlet, which I 
read at Torquay with great interest? All protests 
tell, however slowly and imperceptibly, and a pro- 
test against the doctrine that England is to keep 
Ireland under all conditions was what I had wished 
to be made. But in this matter he will have much 
more important concurrence than mine. I am 
bearing much in mind the great task of the trans- 
lation. When it is completed, we shall be able and 
glad to do what we were not able to do in the case 
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of the “Discours Preliminaire,” namely, to take 
our share, if we may, in the expenses of publication. 

16. — Returned home, bringing Book IV. 
T , T«. finished. 

' ■ April 18. — Went with Mr. Pigott 

to see Holman Hunt’s great picture, “Isabella 
and the Pot of Basil.” 

I send you by to-day’s post the manuscript of 
Book IV., that it may be at hand whenever there is 
letterto John Opportunity for getting it into print, and 
3 iKuS^' letting me have it in that form for correc- 
1868 . jg desirable to get as forward as 

we can, in case of the Americans asking for delay 
after their reception of the sheets— if they venture 
to make any arrangement. I shall send the MS. of 
Book V. (the last) as soon as headache will per- 
mit, but that is an uncertain limit. We returned 
from Torquay on the 16th, leaving the glorious 
weather behind us. We were more in love with 
the place on a better acquaintance: the weather, 
and the spring buds, and the choirs of birds 
made it seem more of a paradise to us every 
day. 

The poem will be less tragic than I threatened : 
Mr. Lewes has prevailed on me to return to my 
original conception, and give up the additional 
development, which I determined on subsequently. 
The poem is rather shorter in consequence. Don’t 
you think that my artistic deference and pliability 
deserve that it should also be better in consequence? 
I now end it as I determined to end it when I first 
conceived the story. 

April 25. — Finished the last dialogue between 
Silva and Fedalma. Mr. and Mrs. 
Burne-Jones dined with us. 

April 29. — Finished “ The Spanish Gypsy.” 


Journal, 1868 . 
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I send you by to-day’s post the conclusion of the 
poem in MS., and the eighteen sheets of revise. 
The last book is brief, but I may truly tetter to John 
use the old epigram, — that it would 
have taken less time to make it longer. 

It is a great bore that the name of my heroine is 
wrongly spelt in all the earlier sheets. It is a fresh 
proof of the fallibility of our impressions as to 
our own doings, that I would have confidently 
affirmed the name to be spelt Fedalma (as it ought 
to be) in my manuscript. Yet I suppose I should 
have affirmed falsely, for the i occurs in the slips 
constantly. 

As I shall not see these paged sheets again, will 
you charitably assure me that the alterations are 
safely made? 

Among my wife’s papers were four or five pages of 
MS. headed Notes on the Spanish Gypsy and Tragedy 
in general.” There is no evidence as to the date at which 
this fragment was written, and it seems to have been left 
unfinished. But there was evidently some care to pre- 
serve it; and as I think she would not have objected to 
its presentation, 1 give it here exactly as it stands. It 
completes the history of the poem. 

The subject of “ The Spanish Gypsy ” was origi- 
nally suggested to me by a picture which hangs in 
the Scuola di San Rocco at Venice, over jj^teson-xne 
the door of the large Sala containing |p^° h 
Tintoretto’s frescos. It is an Annun- 
ciation, said to be by Titian. Of course I had 
seen numerous pictures of this subject before, and 
the subject had always attracted me. But in this 
my second visit to the Scuola di San Rocco, this 
small picture of Titian’s, pointed out to me for 
the first time, brought a new train of thought. It 
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occuri’ed to me that here was a great dramatic mo- 
tive of the same class as those used by the Greek 
dramatists, yet specifically differing from them. 
A young maiden, believing herself to be on the 
eve of the chief event of her life — marriage- — 
about to share in the ordinary lot of womanhood, 
full of young hope, has suddenly announced to 
her that she is chosen to fulfil a great destiny, en- 
tailing a terribly different experience from that 
of ordinary womanhood. She is chosen, not by 
any momentary arbitrariness, but as a result of 
foregoing hereditary conditions: she obeys. “ Be- 
hold the handmaid of the Lord.” Here, I thought,' 
is a subject grander than that of Iphigenia, and 
it has never been used. I came home with this in 
my mind, meaning to give the motive a clothing in 
some suitable set of historical and local conditions. 
My reflections brought me nothing that would 
sei've me except that moment in Spanish history 
when the struggle with the Moors was attaining 
its climax, and when there was the gypsy race 
present under such conditions as would enable me 
to get my heroine and the hereditary claim on her 
among the gypsies. I required the opposition of 
race to give the need for renouncing the expec- 
tation of marriage. I could not use the Jews or 
the Moors, because the facts of their history were 
too conspicuously opposed to the working out of 
my catastrophe. Meanwhile the subject had be- 
come more and more pregnant to me. I saw it 
might be taken as a symbol of the part which is 
played in the general human lot by hereditary con- 
ditions in the largest sense, and of the fact that 
what we caU duty is entirely made up of such con- 
ditions; for even in cases of just antagonism to 
the narrow view of hereditary claims, the whole 
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background of the particular struggle is made up 
of our inherited nature. Suppose for a moment 
that our conduct at great epochs was determined 
entirely by reflection, without the immediate in- 
tervention of feeling which supersedes reflection, 
our determination as to the right would consist 
in an adjustment of our individual needs to the 
dire necessities of our lot, partly as to our natural 
constitution, partly as sharers of life with our 
fellow-beings. Tragedy consists in the terrible 
diflSculty of this adjustment, — 

“Tlie dire strife 

Of poor Humanity’s afflicted will, 

Struggling in vain with ruthless destiny.” 

Looking at individual lots, I seemed to see in each 
the same story, wrought out with more or less of 
tragedy, and I determined the elements of my 
drama under the influence of these ideas. 

In order to judge properly of the dramatic struc- 
ture, it must not be considered first in the light of 
doctrinal symbolism, but in the light of a tragedy 
representing some grand collision in the human 
lot. And it must be judged accordingly, A good 
tragic subject must represent a possible, suffi- 
ciently probable, not a common action; and to be 
really tragic, it must represent irreparable colli- 
sion between the individual and the general (in 
differing degrees of generality). It is the indi- 
vidual with whom we sympathise, and the general 
of which we recognise the irresistible power. The 
truth of this test will be seen by applying it to 
the greatest tragedies. The collision of Greek 
tragedy is often that between hereditary, entailed 
Nemesis, and the peculiar individual lot, awaken- 
ing our sympathy, of the particular man or woman 
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whom the Nemesis is shown to grasp with terrific 
force. Sometimes, as in the “ Oresteia,” there is 
the clashing of two irreconcilable requirements, — 
two duties, as we should say in these times. The 
murder of the father must be avenged by the mur- 
der of the mother, which must again be avenged. 
These two tragic relations of the individual and 
general, and of two irreconcilable “ oughts,” may 
^ will be — seen to be almost always combined. 
The Greeks were not taking an artificial, entirely 
erroneous standpoint in their art, — a standpoint 
which disappeared altogether with their religion 
and their art. They had the same essential ele- 
ments of life presented to them as we have, and 
their art symbolised these in grand schematic 
forms. The Prometheus represents the ineffectual 
struggle to redeem the small and miserable race 
of man, against the stronger adverse ordinances 
that govern the frame of things with a triumphant 
power. Coming to modern tragedies, what is it 
that makes “ Othello ” a great tragic subject? A 
story simply of a jealous husband is elevated into 
a most pathetic tragedy by the hereditary condi- 
tions of Othello’s lot, which give him a subjective 
ground for distrust. Faust, Rigoletto (“LeRoi 
s’Amuse”), Brutus. It might be a reasonable 
grotmd of objection against the whole structure 
of “ The Spanish Gypsy ” if it were shown that 
the action is outrageously improbable, — lying 
outside all that can be congruously conceived of 
human actions. It is not a reasonable ground of 
objection that they would have done better to act 
otherwise, any more than it is a reasonable ob- 
jection against the “ Iphigenia ” that Agamem- 
non would have done better not to sacrifice his 
daughter. 
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As renunciations coming under the same great 
class, take the renunciation of marriage where mar- 
riage cannot take place without entailing misery 
on the children. 

A tragedy has not to expound why the individ- 
ual must give way to the general : it has to show 
that it is compelled to give way, the tragedy con- 
sisting in the struggle involved, and often in the 
entirely calamitous issue in spite of a grand sub- 
mission. Silva presents the tragedy of entire re- 
bellion: Fedalma of a grand submission, which is 
rendered vain by the effects of Silva’s rebellion: 
Zarca, the struggle for a great end, rendered vain 
by the surrounding conditions of life. 

Now, what is the fact about our individual lots? 
A woman, say, finds herself on the earth with an 
inherited organisation : she may be lame, she may 
inherit a disease, or what is tantamount to a dis- 
ease: she may be a negress, or have other marks 
of race repulsive in the community where she is 
born, &c., &c. One may go on for a long while 
without reaching the limits of the commonest in- 
herited misfortunes. It is almost a mockery to say 
to such human beings, “ Seek your own happiness.” 
The utmost approach to well-being that can be 
made in such a case is through large resignation 
and acceptance of the inevitable, wdth as much 
effort to overcome any disadvantage as good sense 
will show to be attended with a likelihood of suc- 
cess. Any one may say, that is the dictate of mei*e 
rational reflection. But calm can, in hardly any 
human organism, be attained by rational reflec- 
tion. Happily we are not left to that. Love, pity, 
constituting sympathy, and generous joy with re- 
gard to the lot of our fellow-men, comes in, — has 
been growing since the beginning, — enormously 
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enhanced by wider vision of results, by an imagi- 
nation actively interested in the lot of mankind 
generally; and these feelings become piety, — L e., 
loving, willing submission, and heroic Promethean 
effort towai’ds high possibilities, which may result 
fi’om our individual life. 

There is really no moral “ sanction ” but this 
inward impulse. The will of God is the same thing 
as the will of other men, compelling us to work and 
avoid what they have seen to be harmful to social 
existence. Disjoined from any perceived good, the 
divine will is simply so much as we have ascer- 
tained of the facts of existence which compel obe- 
dience at our peril. Any other notion comes from 
the supposition of arbitrary revelation. 

That favourite view, expressed so often in 
Clough’s poems, of doing duty in blindness as 
to the result, is likely to deepen the substitution 
of egoistic yearnings for really moral impulses. 
We cannot be utterly blind to the results of 
duty, since that cannot be duty which is not al- 
ready judged to be for human good. To say the 
contrary is to say that mankind have reached 
no inductions as to what is for their good or 
evil. 

The art which leaves the soul in despair is lam- 
ing to the soul, and is denounced by the healthy 
sentiment of an active community. The consola- 
tory elements in “ The Spanish Gypsy ” are de- 
rived from two convictions or sentiments which so 
conspicuously pervade it that they may be said to 
be its very warp on which the whole action is woven. 
These are (1) The importance of individual deeds; 
(2) The all-sufficiency of the soul’s passions in de- 
termining sympathetic action. 

In Silva is presented the claim of fidelity to 
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social pledges; in Fedalma, the claim constituted 
by an hereditary lot less consciously shared. 

With regard to the supremacy of Love: if it 
were a fact without exception that man or woman 
never did renounce the joys of love, there could 
never have sprung up a notion that such renuncia- 
tion could present itself as a duty. If no parents 
had ever cared for their children, how could paren- 
tal affection have been reckoned among the ele- 
ments of life? But what are the facts in relation 
to this matter? Will any one say that faithfulness 
to the marriage tie has never been regarded as a 
duty, in spite of the presence of the profoundest 
passion experienced after marriage? Is Guine- 
vere’s conduct the type of duty? 


Yes, I am at rest now — only a few pages of 
revise to look at more. My chief excitement and 
pleasure in the work are over; for when , ^ „ 

I have once written anything, and it is 
gone out of my power, I think of it as 
little as possible. Next to the doing of the thing, 
of course, Mr. Lewes’s delight in it is the cream 
of all sympathy, though I care enough about the 
sympathy of others to be very grateful for any 
they give me. Don’t you imagine how the people 
who consider writing simply as a money-getting 
profession will despise me for choosing a work by 
which I could only get hundreds, where for a novel 
I could get thousands? I cannot help asking you 
to admire what my husband is, compared with 
many possible husbands ■ — I mean, in urging me 
to produce a poem rather than anything in a 
worldly sense more profitable. I expect a good 
deal of disgust to be felt towards me in many 
quarters for doing what was not looked for from 
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me, and becoming unreadable to many who have 
hitherto foimd me readable and debatable. Reli- 
gion and novels every ignorant person feels com- 
petent to give an opinion upon, hnl enfait de poSsie, 
a large number of them “ only read Shakspeare.” 
But enough of that. 

Before we set off to Germany, I want to tell you 
that a copy of “ The Spanish Gypsy ” will be sent 
to you. If thei'e had been time before 

letter to Fred- *' . t i 

ericHprison, oui’ going away, 1 should have written 
3 st 3 i ay, 1868. fly-leaf that it was offered by the 

author “ in grateful remembrance.” For I espe- 
cially desire that you should understand my rea- 
sons for asking you to accept the book to be retro- 
spective and not prospective. 

And I am going out of reach of all letters, so 
that you are free from any need to write to me, and 
may let the book lie till you like to open it. 

I give away my books only by exception, and in 
venturing to make you an exceptional person in 
this matter, I am urged by the strong wish to ex- 
press my value for the help and sympathy you 
gave me two years ago. 

The manuscript of “The Spanish Gypsy” hears the 
following inscription: — 

“ To my dear — every day dearer — Husband.” 

Yes, indeed, I not only remember your letter, 
but have always kept it at hand, and have read it 
Letter to Fred- many times. Within these latter months 
I have seemed to see in the distance a 
possible poem shaped on your idea. But 
it would be better for you to encourage the growth 
towards realisation in your own mind, rather than 
trust to transplantation. 

My own faint conception is that of a frankly 
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Utopian construction, freeing the poet from all 
local embarrassments. Great epics have always 
been more or less of this character, — only the con- 
struction has been of the past, not of the future. 

Write to me Paste Bestante, Baden-Baden, 
within the next fortnight. My head wiU have got 
clearer then. 

May 26. -— We set out this evening on our jour- 
ney to Baden, spending the night at Dover. Our 
route was by Tournay, Liege, Bonn, , , 

and Frankfort, to Baden, where we 
stayed nine days; then to Peter sthal, where we 
stayed three weeks ; then to Freiburg, St. Margen, 
Basle, Thun, and Interlaken. From Interlaken 
we came by Fribourg, Neuchatel, Dijon, to Paris 
and Folkestone. 

Your welcome letter was forwarded to me in 
Germany, — in Germany whither we had set out 
at the beginning of June. When we 
found ourselves as far south as Basle, we 
indulged ourselves with the project of 
returning home by Geneva; but we finally gave 
up that pleasure for this year, because we found 
that the long railway journeying it involved would 
not be good for us at the end of our sanitary ex- 
cursions among the pine- woods and mountains of 
the Black Forest. But we look forward wdth hope 
to some other Continental journey which will give 
us a route through Geneva. I long to see you and 
always-loved “ Maman ” again; and Mr. Lewes, 
besides the delight he takes in seeing those who 
have shown me so much sympathy and tenderness, 
wishes to make the acquaintance of some men of 
science who are your fellow-citizens. 

It is always charming to me to read your letters. 
You have the happy talent of remembering all the 
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little details which have associations in my mem- 
ory, and so making a little pictui’e of the life 
around you. For example, that son of Mr. Heyer, 
whom you mention as an “ etudiant en theologie,” 
i remember to have seen standing on the table in 
my room as a tiny pretty boy! If the excellent 
parents remember me too, pray ask them to accept 
my kind regards. I have ofW spoken of them 
and described them to Mr. Lewes. 

I imagine “ Maman ” looldng beautiful with the 
beauty of age, as upright as ever, and still a pre- 
siding genius of order and comfort in the house- 
hold. It is very pretty that her sister can stiU 
travel all the way from Trieste to spend the sum- 
mer months vnth her. 

We are increasingly happy, although the years 
carry away with them some of our strength and 
buoyancy. Our life is absolutely untroubled, and 
I grow much more cheerful as I grow older. We 
have good news (although too rarely) from our 
exiled boys in Africa; and Charlie’s lot is alto- 
gether satisfactory to us, ■ — prosperous outwardly, 
and with evidence of constant improvement in his 
mind and character. 

We should often remain longer on the Continent 
than the two months which we usually allow our- 
selves at a time, but that Mr. Lewes’s mother is 
very aged ( 82 ) , and does not of course like him to 
go very fa» beyond easy reach for months together. 
Otherwise we should perhaps carry out a plan of 
going to the East before we get too old for that 
daring enterprise. 

_ My poem has been a great source of added hap- 
piness to me, — all the more, or rather principally, 
because it has been a deeper joy to Mr. Lewes 
than any work I have done before. I seem to 
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have gained a new organ, a new medium that my 
nature had languished for. The public here and 
in America has received it very kindly, and it has 
sold well. I care for the sale, not in a monetary 
light (for one does not write poems as the most 
marketable commodity) , but because sale means 
large distribution. We ai’e so happy now as to 
be independent of aU monetary considerations, and 
Mr, Lewes plunges at his will into the least lucra- 
tive of studies, while I, on my side, foUow tastes 
not much in keeping with these of our noisy, 
hurrying, ostentatious times. 

We got your letter yesterday here among the 
peaceful mountain-tops. After ascending gi’ad- 
ually (in a carriage) for nearly four 
hours, we found ourselves in a region of BiackwMd, rtii 
grass, corn, and pme woods, so beauti- 
fully varied that we seem to be walking in a great 
park laid out for our special delight. The monks as 
usual found out the friendly solitude, and this place 
of St. Margen was originally nothing but an 
Augustinian monastery. About three miles off is 
another place of like origin, called St. Peter’s, for- 
merly a Benedictine monastery, and still used as a 
place of preparation for the Catholic priesthood. 
The monks have all vanished, but the people are de- 
vout Catholics. At every half-mile by the roadside 
is a carefully kept crucifix ; and last night, as we 
were having our supper in the common room of the 
inn, we suddenly heard sounds that seemed to me 
like those of an accordion, “Is that a zither? ” said 
Mr. Lewes to the German lady by his side. “ No, 
— it is prayer.” The servants, by themselves — 
the host and hostess were in the same room with 
us — were saying their evening prayers, men’s 
and women’s voices blending in unusually correct 
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harmony. The same loud prayer is heard at morn- 
ing, noon, and evening, from the shepherds and 
workers in the fields. We suppose that the be- 
lievers in Mr. Home and in Madame Rachel would 


pronounce these people “ grossly superstitious.” 
The land is cultivated by rich peasant proprietors, 
and the people here, as in Petersthal, look healthy 
and contented. This really adds to one’s pleasui’e 
in seeing natural beauties. In North Germany, at 
Ilmenau, we were constantly pained by meeting 
peasants who looked underfed and miserable. Un- 
happily, the weather is too cold and damp, and our 
accommodations are too scanty under such cir- 
cxmistances, for us to remain here and enjoy the 
endless walks and the sunsets that would make up 
for other negatives in fine warm weather. We re- 
turn to Freiburg to-morrow, and from thence we 
shall go on by easy stages through Switzerland, 
by Thun and V evay to Geneva, where I want to 
see my old friends once more. 

We shall be so constantly on the move that it 
might be a vain trouble on your part to shoot 
another letter after such flying birds. 


Journal, 1868 . 


July 2 S. — Arrived at home (from 
Baden journey) . 


We got home last night, — sooner than we ex- 


pected, because we gave up the round by Geneva, 
Letter to John as too long and exciting. I daresay 
the three weeks since we heard from 


1866. gggjjj ^gj.y short to you, passed 

amid your usual occupations. To us they seem 
long, for we have been constantly changing our 
scene. Our two months have been spent delight- 
fully in seeing fresh natural beauties, and with the 
occasional cheering influence of kind people. But 
I think we were hardly ever, except in Spain, so 
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long ignorant of home sayings and doings, for we 
have been chiefly in regions innocent even of “ Gal- 
ignani.” The weather with us has never been op- 
pressively hot ; and storms or quiet rains have been 
frequent. But our bit of burnt-up lawn is sig- 
nificant of the dryness here. I believe I did not 
thank you for the offer of “ Kinglake,” which we 
gratefully accept. And will you kindly order a 
copy of the poem to be sent to Gerald Massey, 
Hemel-Hempstead ? 

A friendly gentleman at Belfast sends me a list 
of emendations for some of my verses, which are 
very characteristic and amusing. 

I hope you have kept well through the heat. 
We are come back in great force — for such feeble 
wretches. 

As to the reviews, we expected them to be writ- 
ten by omniscient personages, but we did not 
expect so bad a review as that Mr. tetter to joim 
Lewes found in the “Pall Mall.” I 
have read no notice except that in the 
“ Spectator,” which was modest in tone. A very 
silly gentleman, Mr. Lewes says, undertakes to 
admonish me in the “Westminster;” and he 
thinks the best literary notice of the poem that has 
come before him is in the “ Athen^um.” After 
all, I think there would have been good reason to 
doubt that the poem had either novelty or any 
other considerable intrinsic reason to justify its 
being written, if the periodicals had cried out 
“Hosanna!” I am sure you appreciate all the 
conditions better than I can, after your long ex- 
perience of the relations between authors and 
critics. I am serene, because I only expected the 
unfavourable. To-day the heat is so great that 
it is hardly possible even to read a book that re- 
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quires any thought. London is a bad exchange 
for the mountains. 

1 enclose a list of cori’eetions for the reprint. I 
am indebted to my friendly cori*espondent from 
r ti t Th Belfast for pointing out several over- 
sights, which I am ashamed of, after all 
18^.^“ ’ the proof-reading. But among the well- 
established truths of which I never doubt, the falli- 
bility of my own brain stands first. 

I suppose Mudie and the other librarians will 
not part with their copies of the poems quite as 
soon as they avouM part with their more abundant 
copies of a novel. And this supposition, if war- 
ranted, would be an encouragement to reprint 
another moderate edition at the same price. Per- 
haps before a cheaper edition is prepared, I may 
add to the corrections, but at present my mind 
resists strongly the effort to go back on its old 
work. 

I think I never mentioned to you that the occa- 
sional use of irregular verses, and especially verses 
of tweRe syllables, has been a principle with me, 
and is found in all the finest writers of blank verse. 
I mention it now because, as you have a certain 
solidarite Avith my poetical doings, I would not 
have your soul vexed by the detective wisdom of 
critics. Do you happen to remember that saying 
of Balzac’s, — “ When I want the world to praise 
my novels, I write a drama; when I want them to 
praise my drama, I Avrite a novel ” ? 

On the whole, however, I should think I have 
more to be grateful for than to grumble at. Mr, 
Lewes read me out last night some very generous 
passages from the “ St, Paul’s Magazine,” 

The author of “ The Spanish Gypsy ” begs 
to thank the Rev. W. Macllwaine for the care he 
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has kindly shown in sending her a list of errata, 
which would have been acknowledged 
long ago but for her absence on the 

. 30tli July, 

Continent. i868. 


Some of the passages marked by Mr. Mac- 
Ilwaine for revision were deliberately chosen irreg- 
ularities, but others are real oversights in the cor- 
rection of the press. These will be thankfully 
attended to in the immediate reprint, and the sug- 
gestion of them is the more acceptable because the 
author is at present unable to give the work any 
close revision. 


George Eliot adheres strongly to the prin- 
ciples, (1) That metrical time must be fre- 
quently determined in despite of syllable-count- 
ing; and (2) That redundant lines are a power 
in blank verse. But the principles may be true, 
while her particular application of them is often 
mistaken. She hopes always to keep in mi nd 
that distinction between strong theory and feeble 
practice. • 

August. — Reading 1st Book of Lucretius, 6th 
Book of the “ Iliad,” “ Samson Agonistes,” War- 
ton’s “History of English Poetry,” 

Grote, 2d volume, “ Marcus Aurelius,” 


“ Vita Nuova,” vol. iv. chap. i. of the “ Politique 
Positive,” Guest on “English Rhythms,” Mau- 
rice’s “ Lectures on Casuistry.” 

From one of the poems which you have kindly 
sent me, I gather that you knew intimately the 
late Dr. Craik, who was also one of utter to tie 
Mr. Lewes’s earliest and most revered 
friends. Those who have such a rever- 


ence in common are not quite strangers. 

I am sincerely obliged to you for your expres- 
sions of sympathy, which are the more valuable 
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to me now that I know them to have come from 
one of long experience. 

I assure you I shall not cease carefully to study 
the great medium of verse, bearing in mind, how- 
ever, that what are called laws in the “ art which 
nature makes ” were at one time undiscovered pos- 
sibilities, and that some such possibilities may yet 
lie in store for watchful spirits. 

It seems to me that Milton wrote his grand verse 
partly in virtue of such hopeful watching, — such 
listening for new melodies and harmonies with 
instructed ears. He is very daring, and often 
shocks the weaklings who think that verse is sing- 
song. — Believe me, my dear sir, gratefully and 
sincerely yours. 

Sept. 19. — We returned from a visit to York- 
shire. On Monday we went to Leeds, and were 
received by Dr. Clifford Allbutt, with 
” ’ ” ' whom we stayed till the middle of the 

day on Wednesday. Then we went by train to 
Ilkley, and from thence took a carriage to Bolton. 
The weather had been grey for two days, but on 
this evening the sun shone out, and we had a de- 
lightful stroll before dinner, getting our first 
view of The Priory. On Thursday we spent the 
whole day in rambling through the woods to Bar- 
den Tower and back. Our comfortable little inn 
was the Red Lion, and we were tempted to 
lengthen our stay. But on Friday morning the 
sky was threatening, so we started for Newark, 
which we had visited in old days on our expedition 
to Gainsborough. At Newark we found our old 
inn, the Ram, opposite the ruins of the castle, and 
then we went for a Stroll along the banks of the 
Trent, seeing some charming quiet landscapes. 

This note comes to greet you on your return 
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home, but it cannot greet you so sweetly as your 
letter did me on our arrival from Leeds last night, 
I think it gave me a deeper pleasure 
than any 1 have had tor a long while. ck)ngreve, 2001 
I am very grateful to you for it. 

We went to Leeds on Monday, and stayed two 
days with Dr. Allbutt. Dr. Bridges dined with us 
one day, and we had a great deal of delightful chat. 
But I will tell you everything when we see you. 
Let that be soon x— will you not? We shall be 
glad of any arrangement that will give us the 
pleasure of seeing you, Dr. Congreve, and Emdy, 
either separately or all together. Please forgive 
me if I seem very fussy about your all coming. I 
want you to understand that we shall feel it the 
greatest kindness in you if you will all choose to 
come, and also choose how to come, — either to 
lunch or dinner, and either apart or all together, 
I hope to find that you are much the better for your 
joiumey, — ■ better both in body and soul. One has 
immense need of encouragement, but it seems to 
come more easily from the dead than from the 
living. 

Your letter gave an additional gusto to my tea 
and toast this morning. The greater confidence of 
the trade in subscribing for the second 
edition is, on several grounds, a satisfae- Biadtwopa.^^ 
tory indication ; but, as you observe, we 
shall be still better pleased to know that the copies 
are not slumbering on the counters, but having an 
active life in the hands of readers. 

I am now going carefully through the poem for 
the sake of correction. I have read it through 
once, and have at present found some ten or twelve 
small alterations to be added to those already made. 
But I shall go through it again more than once. 
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for I wish to be able to put “ revised ” to the third 
edition, and to leave nothing that my conscience 
is not ready to swear by. I think it wiU be desir- 
able for me to see proofs. It is possible in many 
closely consecutive readings not to see errors which 
strike one immediately on taking up the pages 
after a good long interval. 

We are feeling much obliged for a copy of 
“ Kinglake,” which I am reading aloud to Mr. 
Lewes as a part of our evening’s entertainment and 
edification, beginning again from the beginning. 

This week we have had perfect autumnal days, 
though last week, when we were in Yorkshire, we 
also thought that the time of outside chiUs and 
inside fires was beginning. 

We do not often see a place which is a good foil 
for London, but certainly Leeds is in a lower 
circle of the great town — Inferno. 

I can imagine how delicious your country home 
has been under the glorious skies we have been 
letter to having, — glorious even in London. 

Yesterday we had Dr. and Mrs. Con- 
1868. greve, and went with them to the Zoo- 

logical Gardens, and on our return, about 5 o’clock, 
I could not help pausing and exclaiming at the 
exquisite beauty of the light on Regent’s Park, 
exalting it into something that the young Turner 
would have wanted to paint. 

We went to Leeds last week, — saw your fa- 
vourite David Cox, and thought of you the while. 
Certainly there was nothing finer there in land- 
scape than that W elsh funeral. Among the figure- 
painters Watts and old Philip are supreme. 

■ We went on from Leeds to Bolton, and spent a 
day in wandering through the grand woods on the 
banks of the Wharfe. Altogether our visit to 
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Y orkshire was extremely agreeable. Our host, Dr. 
Allbutt, is a good, clever, graceful man, enough to 
enable one to be cheerful under the horrible smoke 
of ugly Leeds ; and the fine hospital, which, he 
says, is admirably fitted for its purpose, is another 
mitigation. You would like to see the tasteful 
subdued ornamentation in the rooms which are to 
be sick- wards. Each physician is accumulating 
ornamental objects for his own ward — ^chromo- 
lithographs, &c. — such as will soothe sick eyes. 

It was quite cold in that northerly region. Your 
picture keeps a memory of sunshine on my wall 
even on this dark morning. 

I have gone through the poem twice for the sake 
of revision, and have a crop of small corrections, — 
only in one case extending to the inser- ^etter tojoim 
tion of a new line. But I wish to see siac^ood, 
the proof-sheets, so that “ Revised by * 
the Author ” may be put in the advertisement and 
on the titlepage. 

Unhappily my health has been unusually bad 
since we returned from abroad, so that the time 
has been a good deal wasted on the endurance of 
malaise; but I am brooding over many things, 
and hope that coming inonths will not be barren. 
As to the criticisms, I suppose that better poets 
than I have gone through worse receptions. In 
spite of my reason and of my low expectations, I 
am too susceptible to all discouragement not to 
have been depressingly affected by some few things 
in the shape of criticism which I have been obliged 
to know. Yet I am ashamed of caring about any- 
thing that cannot be taken as strict evidence against 
the value of my book. So far as I have been able 
to understand, there is a striking disagreement 
among the reviewers as to what is best and what 
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is worst; and the weight of agreement, even on the 
latter point, is considerably diminished by the re- 
flection that three different reviews may be three 
different phases of the same gentleman, taking the 
opportunity of earning as many guineas as he can 
by making easy remarks on George Eliot. But as 
dear Scott’s characters say,“ Let that flee stick in 
the wa’ — when the dirt ’s dry it ’ll rub out.” I 
shall look at “ Doubles and Quits,” as you recom- 
mend. I read the two first num]3ers of “ Madame 
Amelia,” and thought them pi’omising. 

I sympathise with your melancholy at the pros- 
pect of quitting the country, — though compared 
with London, beautiful Edinburgh is country. 
Perhaps some good thick mists will come to recon- 
cile you with the migration. 

We have been using the fine autumn days for 
flights into Kent between Sundays. The rich 
woods about Sevenoaks and Chiselhurst are a de- 
light to the eyes, and the stillness is a rest to every 
nerve. 

Oct. 22. — Received a letter from Blackwood, 

jo^Tiaims. Spanish Gypsy” 

must soon go into a third edition. I 
sent my corrections for it. 

At last I have spirit enough in me to thank you 
for your valuable gift, which Emily kindly brought 

lettertoMis hand. I am grateful for it, 

because the medallion ' is a 
' possession which I shall always hold 
precious, but also because you thought of me 
among those whom you would choose to be its 
owners. 

I hope you are able to enjoy some walking in 
these sunshiny mornings. We had a long drive 
^ Of Cqnite. 
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round by Hendon and Finchley yesterday morn- 
ing, and drank so much clear air and joy from the 
sight of trees and fields, that I am quite a new-old 
creature. 

I think you will not be sorry to hear that “ The 
Spanish Gypsy ” is so nearly out of print again, 
that the publishers a:^e preparing a new cheaper 
edition. The second edition was all bought up 
(subscribed for) by the booksellers the first day. 

Your pretty letter is irresistible. May we then 
be with you on Tuesday somewhere about twelve, 
and return home on Wednesday by 
afternoon daylight? If the weather 
should be very cold or wet on Tuesday, 
we must renounce or defer our pleasure, because 
we are both too rickety to run the risk of taking 
cold. So you see we are very much in need of such 
sweet friendliness as yours gives us faith in, to 
keep us cheerful under the burthen of the flesh. 

Nov. 3. — Went to dine and sleep 
at the Congreves at Wandsworth. 

Nov. 4. — ^ We set off for Sheffield, where we 
went over a great iron and steel factory, under the 
guidance of Mr. Benzon. On Saturday, the 7th, 
we went to Matlock, and stayed till Tuesday. I 
recognised the objects which I had seen with my 
father nearly thirty years before, — the turn of the 
road at Cromford, the Arkwrights’ house, and the 
cottages with the stone floors chalked in patterns. 
The landscape was stiU rich with autumn leaves. 

We got home last night, after delicious days 
spent at Matlock. I was so renovated that my 
head was clearer, and I was more un- to. 
conscious of my body, than at the best 
of times for many months. But it wA 
seemed suddenly colder when we were in London, 



52 DERBYSHIRE [the feioby 

and old uneasy sensations are revisiting us both 
to-day. 

I wonder whether you will soon want to come to 
town, and will send me word that you will come 
and take shelter with us for the night? The bed 
is no softer and no broader ; but will you not be 
tempted by a new carpet and a new bit of matting 
for your bath? - — perhaps there will even be a new 
fender? If you want to shop, I will take you in 
the brougham. 

I' think you will be just able to make out this 
note, written, by a sudden impulse, on my knee 
over the fire. 

No oracle would dare to predict what wiU be 
our next migration. Don’t be surprised if we go 
tetter to to Ihe bordcrs of the White Sea, to 

escape the fitful fast and loose, hot and 
cold, of the London climate. 

We enjoyed our journey to the North. It was 
a great experience to me to see the stupendous 
iron- works at Sheifield; and then, for a variety, 
we went to the quiet and beauty of Matlock, and 
I recognised all the spots I had carried in my 
memory for more than five-and-twenty years. I 
drove through that region with my father w'hen I 
was a young grig, — not very full of hope about 
my woman’s future. I am one of those perhaps 
exceptional people whose early childish dreams 
were much less happy than the real outcome of 
life. 

I think your birthday comes after mine; but I 

letter to Mias determined to write beforehand to 

prove to you that I bear you in my 
thoughts without any external reminder. 

I suppose we are both getting too old to care 
about being wished many happy retirrns of the 
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day. We shall be content to wish each other as 
many more years as can carry with them some joy 
and calm satisfaction in the sense of Imng. But 
there is one definite prospect for you which I may 
fairly hope for, as I do most tenderly, — ■ the pros- 
pect that this time next year you will be looking 
back on your achieved work as a good seed-sowing. 
Some sadness there must always be in saying good- 
bye to a work which is done with love; but there 
may — I trust there will — be a compensating 
good in feeling that the thing you yearned to do is 
gone safely out of reach of casualties that might 
have cut it short. 

We have been to Sheffield at the seducing invi- 
tation of a friend, who showed us the miraculous 
iron- works there; and afterwards we toned aside 
to beautiful Matlock, where I foimd again the 
spots, the turns of road, the rows of stone cottages, 
the rushing river Derwent, and the Arkwright 
mills, — among which I drove with my father 
when I was in my teens.- We had glorious weather, 
and I was quite regenerated by the bracing air. 
Our friend Mr. Spencer is growing younger with 
the years. He really looks brighter and more en- 
joying than he ever did before, since he was in the 
really young, happy time of fresh discussion and 
inquiry. His is a fi’iendship which wears well, be- 
cause of his truthfulness. He always asks with 
sympathetic interest how you are going on. 

Nov. 22. — The return of this St. Cecilia’s Day 
finds me in better health than has been usual with 
me in these last six months. But I am 
not yet engaged in any work that makes 
a higher life for me, — a life that is young and 
grows, though in my other life I am getting old 
and decaying. It is a day for resolves and de- 



54 “ AWE ” [the PKIOEY, 

terminations. I am meditating the subject of 
Timoleon. 

I like to think of you painting the physiological 
charts, although they tire your eyes a little; for 

letter to Mrs. must be sure that the good of such 

work is of a kind that goes deep into 
Hot. IS 68. young lives. “ Fearfully and wonder- 
fully made” are words quite unshaken by any 
theory as to the making ; and I think a great awe 
in the contemplation of man’s delicate structure, 
freighted with terrible destinies, is one of the most 
important parts of education. A much- writing 
acquaintance of ours, one day expressed his alarm 
for “the masses” at the departure of a religion 
which had terror in it. Surely terror is pro- 
vided for sufficiently in this life of ours, — if 
only the dread covdd be directed towards the 
really dreadful. t 

We have been having a little company, and are 
rejoicing to think that our duties of this sort are 
Letter to done for the present. We like our 
studies and our dual solitude too well to 
1868. £ggj company desirable more than one 

day a-week. I wish our affection may be with you 
as some little cheering influence through the dark 
months. W^e hardly estimate enough the differ- 
ence of feeling that would come to us, if we did not 
imagine friendly souls scattered here and there in 
places that make the chief part of the world, so far 
as we have known it. 

Tell Dr. Congreve that the “ mass of Positiv- 
ism,” in the shape of “ The Spanish Gypsy,” is so 

letter to Mto. finding acceptance with the pub- 

lie, that, the second edition being all 
sold, the third, just published, has al- - 
ready been demanded to above ioo. Do not think 
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that I am becoming an egotistical author. The 
news concerns the doctrine, not the writer. 

I am moved to congratulate you on writing 
against the ballot, with such admirably good sense, 
— having just read your “ slip ” at the 
breakfast-table. It has been a source grays, wtu 
of amazement to me that men acquainted 
with practical life can believe in the suppression 
of bribery by the ballot, as if bribery in all its 
protean forms could ever disappear by means of 
a single external arrangement. They might as 
well say that our female vanity would disappear 
at an order that women should wear felt hats and 
cloth dresses. It seems to me that you have put 
the main unanswerable arguments against the bal- 
lot with vigorous brevity. 

Thanks for letting me know about the meeting. 
I shall not be able to join it bodily, but I am glad 
always to have the possibility of being . „ ’ „ 
with you in thought. I have a twofold 
sympathy on the occasion, tor I cannot 
help entering specially into your own wifely anxi- 
eties, and I shall be glad to be assured that Dr. 
Congreve has borne the excitement without being 
afterwards conscious of an excessive strain. 

Dec. 30. — I make to-day the last record that I 
shall enter of the old year 1868. It has been as rich 
in blessings as any preceding year of _ , 

our double hie, and I enjoy a more and 
more even cheerfulness and continually increasing 
power of dwelling on the good that is given to me, 
and dismissing the thought of small evils. The 
chief event of the year to us has been the publica- 
tion and friendly reception by the public of “ The 
Spanish Gypsy.” The greatest happiness (after 
our growing love) which has sprung and flowed 
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onward during the latter part of the year, is 
George’s interest in his psychological inquiries. I 
have, perhaps, gained a little higher ground and 
firmer footing in some studies, notwithstanding the 
yearly loss of retentive power. We have made 
some new friendships that cheer us with the sense 
of new admiration of actual living beings whom 
we know in the flesh, and who are kindly disposed 
towards us. And we have had no real trouble. I 
wish we were not in a minority of our fellow-men! 
T desire no added blessing for the coming year but 
this, — that I may do some good lasting work, and 
make both my outward and inward habits less im- 
perfect, — that is, more directly tending to the 
best uses of life. 

Many thanks for the cheque, which I received 
yesterday afternoon. Mr. Lewes is eminently sat- 
r * r .. isfied with the sales ; and, indeed, it does 
Biactwood, appear from authoritative testimony 
* • that the number sold is unusually large 

even for what is called a successful poem. 

The cheap edition of the novels is so exception- 
ally attractive in print, paper, and binding for 
3s. 6d. that I cannot help fretting a little at its not 
getting a more rapid sale. The fact rather puzzles 
me, too, in presence of the various proofs that the 
books really are liked. I suppose there is some 
mystery of reduced prices accounting for the abun- 
dant presentation of certain works and series on 
the bookstalls at the railways, and the absence of 
others, else surely those pretty volumes would have 
a good chance of being bought by the travellers, 
whose taste shrinks from the diabolical red-and- 
yellow-pictured series. I am sure you must often 
be in a state of wonderment as to how the business 
of the world gets done, so as not to ruin two-thirds 
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of the people concerned in it; for judging from 
the silly pi’opositions and requests sometimes made 
to me by bald-headed, experienced men, there must 
be a very thin allowance of wisdom to the majority 
of their transactions. 

Mr. Lewes is attracted by the biographical 
studies of George the Second’s time; but last 
night, after he had done reading about Berkeley, 
I heard him laughing over “ Doubles and Quits.” 
It is agreeable to think that I have that bit of 
cheerful reading in store. 

Our first snow fell yesterday, and melted im- 
mediately. This morning the sun is warm on me 
as I write. The doctors say that the season has 
been horribly unhealthy, and that they have been 
afraid to perform some operations from the low 
state of vitality in the patients, due to the atmos- 
pheric conditions. This looks like very wise writ- 
ing, and worthy of Moliere’s “ Medecin.” 

Mr. Lewes joins me in sincere good wishes to 
Mr. William Blackwood, as well as yourself, for 
the coming year, — wishes for general happiness. 
The chief particular wish would be that we should 
all in common look back next Christmas on some- 
thing achieved in which we share each other’s 
satisfaction. 

I am much obliged to you for mentioning, in 
your letter to Mr. Lewes, the two cases of inac- 
curacy ( I fear there may be more) which letter to Hon. 
you remembered in “ The Spanish 
Gypsy.” How T came to write Zin- 
calo instead of Zincalo is an instance 
which may be added to many sadder examples of 
that mental infirmity which makes our senses of 
little use to us in the presence of a strong pre- 
possession. As soon as I had conceived my story 
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with its gypsy element, I tried to learn all I could 
about the names by which the gypsies called them- 
selves, feeling that I should occasionally need a 
musical name, remote from the vulgar English 
associations which cling to “ gypsy.” I rejected 
Gitana, because I foimd that the gypsies them- 
selves held the name to be opprobrious; and Zin- 
calo — which, with a fine capacity for being wrong, 
I at once got into my head as Zincalo — seemed to 
be, both in sound and meaning, just what I wanted. 
Among the books from which I made notes was 
“ Pott, die Zigeuner,” &c. ; and in these notes I 
find that I have copied the sign of the tonic accent 
in Romano, while in the very same sentence I have 
not copied it in Zincalo, though a renewed refer- 
ence to Pott shows it in the one word as well as 
the other. But “ my eyes were held ” — by a 
demon prepossession — “ so that I should not see 
it.” Behold the fallibility of the human brain, and 
especially of George Eliot’s. 

I have been questioned about my use of Andalus 
for Andalusia, but I had a sufficient authority for 
that in the “ Mohammedan Dynasties,” translated 
by Gayangos. 

It may interest you, mEo are familiar with Span- 
ish literature, to know that after the first sketch of 
my book was written, I read Cervantes’s novel 
“ La Gitanella,” where the hero turns gypsy for 
love. The novel promises well in the earlier part, 
but falls into sad commonplace towards the end. 
I have written my explanation, partly to show how 
much I value your kind help towards correcting 
my error, and partly to prove that I was not care- 
less, but simply stupid. For in authorship I hold 
carelessness to be a mortal sin. 


SUMMARY 
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JANUARY, 1868, TO DECEMBER, 1868 

Letter to Mrs. Congreve — Mr. Lewes’s return from Bonn — First visit 
to Cambridge — Letter to Mrs. Congreve — Month’s visit to Torquay — 
I^etter to Miss Hennell — Reading the “Iliad” — Letter to John Black- 
wood — Title of “Spanish Gypsy — Letter to Madame Bodichon — 
Women’s work — Letter to Mrs. Congreve — England and Ireland — 
Translation of the “Politique” — Return to London from Torquay — 
Letter to M. D’ Albert — Letter to John Blackwood — Ending of “Spanish 
Gypsy” — The poein finished — George Eliot’s “Notes on the Spanish 
Gypsy and Tragedy in general ’’ — Suggestion of the poem an Aimuncia- 
tion by Titian at Venice — Motive — Hereditary conditions — Gypsy race 
— -Determination of conduct — Nature of tragedy- — Collision between 
the individual and the general — Greek traged;^^ — Hereditary misfortunes 
— • Growth of human sympathy — Moral sanction is obedience to facts — 
Duty what tends to human good — Letter to Mrs. Bray on the writing of 
poetry instead of novels — Letter to F. Harrison presenting copy of “Span- 
ish Gypsy” — Inscription on MS. of “Spanish Gypsy — Letter to F. 
Harrison on suggestion of a poem — Six weeks’ journey to Baden, &c. — 
Letter to John Blackwood from St. Margen — Catholic worship — Re- 
turn to London — Letters to John Blackwood — “Pall Mall” review of 
“Spanish Gypsy — Saying of Balzac — Letters to Rev. Canon Mac- 
Ilwaine — Milton’s verse — Reading Lucretius, Homer, Milton, Warton, 
“Marcus Aurelius,” Dante, Comte, Guest, Maurice — Visit to Dr. Clif- 
ford AUbutt at Leeds— Visit to Newark — Letter to Mrs. Congreve — 
Letters to John Blackwood — Second edition of “Spanish Gypsy” — 
“Kinglake” — Criticisms on “Spanish Gypsy” — Visit to the Oongreves 

— Visit to Sheffield with Mr. Benzon — Matlock — Letters to Madame 
Bodichon and Miss Hennell on Sheffield journey — Herbert Spencer — 
Meditating subject of Timoleon — Letter to Mrs. Bray — Physiological 
charts — Letter to Madame Bodichon on influence of friends — Lette to 
Mrs. Congreve — Positivism in “Spanish Gypsy” — Letter to Charles 
Bray on vote by ballot — Retrospect of 1868 — Letter to John Blackwood 

— The cheap edition of novels — Letter to the Hon. Robert Lytton — 
Pronunciation in “Spanish Gypsy” — Cervantes’s “La GitaneUa.” 



CHAPTER XVI 


JTAN. 1. ^ — I have set myself many tasks for 
_ M the year — I wonder how many will be ac- 
comphshed ? — a novel called “ Middle- 
, march,” a long poem on Timoleon, and 
several minor poems. 

Jan. 23. — Since I wrote last, I have finished a 
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little poem on old Agatha. But the last week or 
two I have been so disturbed in health that no work 



prospers. I have made a little way in construct- 
ing my new tale ; have been reading a little on phi- 
lology; have finished the 24th Book of the “ Iliad,” 
the 1st Book of the “ Faery Queene,” Clough’s 
poems, and a little about Etruscan things, in Mrs. 
Gi’ey and Dennis. Aloud to G. I have been read- 
ing some Italian, Ben Jonson’s “ Alchemist ” and 
“ Volpone,” and Bright’s speeches, which I am still 
reading — besides the first four cantos of “Don 
Juan.” But the last two or three days I have 
seemed to live under a leaden pressure, — all move- 
ment, mental or bodily, is grievous to me. In the 
evening read aloud Bright’s fourth speech on 
India, and a story in Italian. In the “ Spectator ” 
some interesting facts about loss of memory and 
“ double life.” In the “ Revue des Cours,” a lec- 
ture by Sir W. Thomson, of Edinburgh, on the 
retardation of the earth’s motion round its axis. 

Jan. 27. — The last two days I have been writ- 
ing a rhymed poem on Boccaccio’s story of “ Lisa.” 
Aloud i have read Bright’s speeches, and “ I 
Promessi Sposi.” To myself I have read Mo mm - 
^sen^sARGme,” : 
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Feh. 6. — We went to the third concert. 
Madame Schumann played finely in Mendels- 
sohn’s quintet, and a trio of Beethoven’s. As a 
solo she played the sonata in D minor. In the 
evening I read aloud a short speech of Bright’s 
on Ireland, delivered twenty years ago, in which 
he insists that nothing will be a remedy for the 
woes of that country unless the Church Establish- 
ment be annulled : after the lapse of twenty years, 
the measure is going to be adopted. Then I read 
aloud a bit of the “ Promessi Sposi,” and after- 
wards the “ Spectatoi',” in which there is a de- 
servedly high appreciation of Lowell’s poems. 

Feb. 14. — Finished the poem from Boccaccio. 
We had rather a numerous gathering of friends 
to-day, and among the rest came Browning, who 
talked and quoted admirably apropos of versifica- 
tion. The Rector of Lincoln thinks the French 
have the most perfect system of versification in 
these modern times! 

Feb. 15, — I prepared and sent off “ How Lisa 
loved the King ” to Edinburgh, 

I have looked back to the verses in Browning’s 
poem about Elisha, and I find no mystery in them. 
The foregoing context for three pages 
describes that function of genius which saraHeaneu, 
revivifies the past. Man, says Brown- 
ing (I am writing from recollection of his general 
meaning), cannot create, but he can restore; the 
poet gives forth of his own spirit, and reanimates 
the forms that lie breathless. His use of Elisha’s 
story is manifestly symbolical, as his mention of 
Faust is, — the illustration which he abandons the 
moment before, to take up that of the Hebrew 
Seer, I presume you did not read the context 
yourself, but only had the two concluding verses 
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pointed out or quoted to you by your friends. It 
is one of the affictions of authorship to know that 
the brains which should be used in understanding 
a book are wasted in discussing the hastiest mis- 
conceptions about it ; and I am sure you wiU sym- 
pathise enough in this affliction to set any one 
right, when you can, about this quotation from 
Browning. 

Feb. 20. - — A glorious concert: Halle, Joachim, 
, and Piatti, winding up with Schubert’s 

trio. 

Feb. 21. — Mr. Deutsch and Mrs. Pattison 
lunched with us, — he in farewell before going 
to the East. A rather pleasant gathering of 
friends afterwards. 

Feb. 24. — I am reading about plants, and 
Helmholtz on music. A new idea of a poem 
came to me yesterday. 

March 3. — We started on our fourth visit to 


Italy, wd France and the Cornice. 

I found your letter at Florence on our arrival 
there (on the 23d) ; but until now, bodily ease and 


Letter to Mrs. Icisure enough to write to you have 
M^slk"**** never happened to me in the same mo- 
from Paris. ments. OuT long joimney since we left 
home on the 3d March, seen from a point of view 
which, happily, no one shares with me, has been 
a history of ailments. In shunning the English 
March, we found one quite as disagreeable, with- 
out the mitigation of home comforts ; and though 
we went even as far as Naples in search of warmth, 
we never found it until we settled in Borne, at the 
beginning of April. Here we had many days of 
unbroken sunshine, and enjoyed what we were 
never able to enjoy during our month’s stay in 
1860, — the many glorious views of the city and 


1869] PLACES VISITED IN ITALY 63 


the mountains. The chief novelty to us in our 
long route has been the sight of Assisi and Ra- 
venna: the rest has been a revisiting of scenes 
already in our memories ; and to most of them we 
have probably said our last good-bye. Enough 
of us and our travels. The only remarkable thing 
people can tell of their doings in these days is, that 
they have stayed at home. 

The “ F ortnightly ” lay uncut at Mr. Trollope’s, 
and Mr. Lewes had nothing more pressing to do 
than to cut it open at the reply to Professor Hux- 
ley.^ He presently came to me, and said it was 
excellent. It delighted him the more because he 
had just before, at Rome, alighted on the “ Pall 
Mall ” account of the article, which falsely repre- 
sented it as entirely apologetic. At the first spare 
moment I plunged into an easy-chair, and read, 
with thorough satisfaction in the admirable temper 
and the force of the reply. We intend to start 
for Calais this evening; and as the rain prevents 
us from doing anything agreeable out of doors, 
I have nothing to hinder me from sitting, with my 
knees up to my chin, and scribbling, now that I 
am become a little sounder in head and in body 
generally than beautiful Italy allowed me to be. 
As beautiful as ever— more beautiful — it has 
looked to me on this last visit ; and it is the fault 
of my physique if it did not agree with me. Pray 
offer my warmest sympathy to Dr. Congreve in 
the anxieties of his difficult task. What hard work 
it seems to go on living sometimes ! Blessed are 
the dead. 

May 6. — We reached home after our nine 
weeks’ absence. In that time we have been through 

^ Dr. Congreve’s article, ‘*Mr. Huxley on M. Comte,” in Fortnightly 
Review,” April, 1869. 
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France; to Marseilles, along the Comice to Spezia, 
then to Pisa, Florence, Naples, Rome, Assisi, 
Perugia, Florence again, Ravenna, 
jonraai, 1869 . Verona ; across the Brenner 

Pass to Munich; then to Paris via Strasburg. In 
such a journey there was necessarily much interest 
both in renewing old memories and recording new ; 
but I never had such continuous bad health in 
travelling as I have had during these nine weeks. 
On our arrival at home, I found a delightful letter 
from Mrs. H. B. Stowe, whom I have never seen, 
addressing me as her dear friend.” 

It was during this journey that /, for the first time, saw 
my future wife at Rome, My eldest sister had married 
Mr, W. H. Bullock (now Mr, W, H, Hall), of Six-Mile 
Bottom, Cambridgeshire, and they were on their wedding 
journey at Rome, when they happened to meet Mr, and 
Mrs, Lewes by chance in the Pamfili Doria Gardens, 
They saw a good deal of one another, and when I arrived 
with my mother and another sister, we went by invita- 
tion to call at the Hotel Minerva, where Mr, Lewes had 
found rooms on their first arrival in Rome, I have a 
very vivid recollection of George Eliot sitting on a sofa 
with my mother by her side, entirely engrossed with her, 
Mr, Lewes entertained my sister and me on the other side 
of the room. But I was very anxious to hear also the 
conversation on the sofa, as I was better acquainted with 
George Eliofs books than with any other literature. And 
through the dimness of these fifteen years, and all that 
has happened in them, I still seem to hear, as I first 
heard thein, the low, earnest, deep musical tones of her 
voice: I still seem to see the fine brows, with the ahwnd- 
ant auburn-brown hair framing them, the long head 
broadening at the back, the grey-blue eyes, constantly 
changing in expression, hut always with a very loving, 
almost deprecating, look at my mother, the finely formed, 
thin, transparent hands, and a whole Wesen that seemed 
in complete harmony with everything one expected to 
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find in the author of ‘‘ Romola/^ The newt day Mr. and 
Mrs. Lewes went on to Assisi and we to Naples, and 
we did not meet again till the following August M. 
• Weyhridge. 

■ I value very 'higMy the warrant to call you friend 
which your letter has given me* It lay awaiting me 
on our return the other night from a ^ 

nine weeks absence in Italy, and it made 
me almost wish that you could have a 
momentary vision of the discouragement — nay, 
paralysing despondency — in which many days of 
my writing life have been passed, in order that 
you might fully understand the good I find in such 
sympathy as yours, — in such an assurance as you 
give me that my work has been worth doing. Bui 
I will not dwell on any mental sickness of mine. 
The best joy your words give me is the sense of 
that sweet, generous feeling in you which dictated 
them, and I shall always be the richer because you 
have in this way made me know you better. I 
must tell you that my first glimpse of you as a 
woman came through a letter of yours, and 
charmed me very much. The letter was addressed 
to JMrs. Follen; and one morning when I called 
on her in London {how many years ago!^), she 
was kind enough to read it to me because it con- 
tained a little history of your life, and a sketch of 
your domestic circumstances. I remember think- 
ing that it was very kind of you to write that long 
letter in reply to the inquiries of one who was per- 
sonally unknown to you; and looking back with 
my present experience, I think it was still kinder 
than it then appeared. For at that time you must 
have been much oppressed with the immediate re- 
sults of your fame. I remember, too, that you 
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wrote of your husband as one who was richer in 
Hebrew and Greek than in pounds or shillings; 
and as the ardent scholar has always been a char- 
acter of peculiar interest to me, I have rarely had 
your image in my mind without the accompanying 
image (more or less erroneous) of such a scholar 
by your side. I shall welcome the fruit of his 
Goethe studies, whenever it comes. In the mean- 
time, let me assure you that whoever else gave you 
that description of my husband’s “ History of Phi- 
losophy,” — namely, “ that it was to solve and 
settle all things,” — ■ he himself never saw it in that 
light. The work has been greatly altered, as well 
as enlarged, in three successive editions; and his 
mind is so far from being a captive to his own 
written words that he is now engaged in physio- 
logical and psychological researches which are lead- 
ing him to issues at variance in some important 
respects with the \dews expressed in some of his 
published works. He is one of the few human 
beings I have known who will often, in the heat 
of an argument, see, and straightway confess, that 
he is in the wrong, instead of trying to shift his 
ground or use any other device of vanity. 

I have good hopes that your fears are ground- 
less as to the obstacles your new book may find 
here from its thorough American character. Most 
readers who are likely to be really influenced by 
writing above the common order, will find that 
special aspect an added reason for interest and 
study; and I daresay you have long seen, as I am 
beginning to see with new clearness, that if a book 
which has any sort of exquisiteness happens also 
to be a popular, widely circulated book, its power 
over the social mind for any good is, after all, due 
to its reception by a few appreciative natures, and 
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is the slow result of radiation from that narrow 
circle. I mean, that you can atfect a few souls, 
and that each of these in turn may affect a few 
more, but that no exquisite book tells properly and 
directly on a multitude, however largely it may 
be spread by type and paper. Witness the things 
the multitude will say about it, if one is so un- 
happy as to be obliged to hear their sayings. I 
do not write this cynically, but in pure sadness and 
pity. Both travelling abroad and staying at home 
among our English sights and sports, one must 
continually feel how slowly the centuries work 
towards the moral good of men. And that thought 
lies very close to what you say as to your wonder 
or conjecture concerning my religious point of 
view. I believe that religion, too, has to be modi- 
fied, — “ developed,” according to the dominant 
phrase, — and that a religion more perfect than 
any yet prevalent must express less care for per- 
sonal consolation, and a more deeply awing sense 
of responsibility to man, springing from sympa- 
thy with that which of all things is most certainly 
Imown to us, the difficulty of the human lot. I 
do not find my temple in Pantheism, which, what- 
ever might be its value speculatively, could not 
yield a practical religion, since it is an attempt to 
look at the universe from the outside of our rela- 
tions to it (that universe) as human beings. As 
healthy, sane human beings, we must love and 
hate, — love what is good for mankind, hate what 
is evil for mankind. For years of my youth I 
dwelt in dreams Of a pantheistic sort, falsely sup- 
posing that I was enlarging my sympathy. But 
I have travelled far away from that time. Letters 
ai’e necessarily narrow and fragmentary, and when 
one writes on vdde subjects, are liable to create 
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more misunderstanding than illumination. But I 
have little anxiety of that kind in writing to you, 
dear friend and fellow-labourer, for you have had 
longer experience than I as a writer, and fuller 
experience as a woman, since you have borne chil- 
dren and known the mother’s history from the be- 
ginning. I trust your quick and long-taught mind 
as an interpreter little liable to mistake me. 

When you say, “ We live in an orange grove and 
are planting many more,” and when I think that 
you must have abundant family love to cheer you, 
it seems to me that you must have a paradise albout 
you. But no list of circumstances will make a 
paradise. Nevertheless, I must believe that the 
joyous, tender humoiir of your books clings about 
your more immediate life, and makes some of that 
sunshine for yourself which you have given to us. 

I see the advertisement of “ Old Town Folks,” 


and shall eagerly expect it. 

That and every other new link between us will 
be revei’entially valued. 

May 8 (Saturday). — Poor Thornie arrived 
Totmiai I8A9 Natal, sadly wasted by suffering. 

May 24. — Sold “ Agatha ” to Fields 
& Osgood, for the “ Atlantic Monthly,” for £300. 

That “ disturbance ” in my favourite work, with 
which you and Dr. Congreve are good enough to 

letter to Mra. Sympathise, is unhappily greater now 
than it has been for years before. Our 

26th May, 1869, rrn • i t » 

poor Ihorme came back to us about 
seventeen days ago. We can never rejoice enough 
that we were already at home, seeing that we held 
it impossible for him to set out on his voyage until 
at least six weeks later than he did. Since he ar- 
rived, our lives have been chiefly absorbed by cares 
for him; and though we now have a nurse to 
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attend on him constantly, we spend several hours 
of the day by his side. There is joy in the midst 
of our trouble, from the tenderness towards the 
sufferer being altogether unchecked by anything 
unlovable in him. Thornie’s disposition seems to 
have become sweeter than ever with the added six 
years ; and there is nothing that we discern in his 
character or habits to cause us grief. Enough of 
our troubles. I gather from your welcome letter, 
received this morning, that there is a good deal of 
enjoyment for you in your temporary home, in 
spite of bad weather and face ache, which I hope 
will have passed away when you read this. 

Mr. Beesly ^ wrote to me to tell me of his en- 
gagement, and on Sunday we had the pleasure of 
shaking him by the hand and seeing him look very 
happy. His is one of a group of prospective mar- 
riages which we have had announced to us since 
we came home. Besides Mr. Hanison’s, there is 
Dr. Allbutt’s, our charming friend at Leeds. ’ I 
told Mr. Beesly that I thought myself magnani- 
mous in really rejoicing at the engagements of 
men friends, because, of course, they will be com- 
paratively indifferent to their old intimates. 

Dear Madame Bodichon is a precious help to 
us. She comes twice a-week to sit with Thornie, 
and she is wonderfully clever in talking to young 
people. One finds out those who have real prac- 
tical sympathy in times of trouble. 

Your letter has fulfilled two wishes 
of mine. It shows me that you keep ericstarison, 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 6tli Time. 1869. 

me in your kind thoughts, and that you 

are very happy. I had been told by our friends 

^ Professor Edmund Spenser Beesly, — a well-known member of the 
Positivist body, who married Miss Crompton, daughter of Mr. Justice 
Crompton. 
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the Nortons of your engagement, but I knew noth- 
ing more than that bare fact, and your letter gives 
me more of a picture. A very pretty picture,— 
for I like to think of your love having grown im- 
perceptibly along with sweet family affections. I 
do heartily share in your happiness; for however 
space and time may keep us asunder, you will 
never to my mind be lost in the distance, but will 
hold a place of marked and valued interest quite 
apart from those more public hopes about you 
which I shall not cease to cherish. 

Both Mr. Lewes and I shall be delighted to see 
you any evening. I imagine that when you are 
obliged to stay in town, the evening will be the 
easiest time for you to get out to us. Any time 
after eight you will find us thoroughly glad to 
shake hands with you. Do come when you can. 

July 3. — Finished my reading in Lucretius. 
Reading Victor Hugo’s “ L’homme qui rit; ” also 
■ the Frau von Hillern’s novel, “ Ein 
^ ' Arzt der Seele.” This week G. and I 

have been to Sevenoaks, but were driven home 
again by the cold winds and cloudy skies. “ Son- 
nets on Childhood ” — five — finished. 

July 10. — I wrote to Mrs. Stowe, in answer to 
a second letter of hers, accompanied by one from 
her husband. 

I hoped before this to have seen our friend Mrs. 
Fields on her return from Scotland, and to have 
Letter to Sirs, begged her to send you word of a do- 
mestic affliction, which has prevented 
1869. writing to you since I received 

your and your husband’s valued letters. Immedi- 
ately on our return from Italy, Mr. Lewes’s second 
son, a fine young man of five-and-twenty, returned 
to us from Natal, wasted by suffering from a long- 
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standing spinal injury. This was on the 8th of 
May, and since then we have both been absorbed 
in our duties to this poor child, and have felt our 
own health and nervous energy insufficient for our 
needful activity of body and mind. He is at pres- 
ent no better, and we look forward to a long trial. 
Nothing but a trouble so great as this would have 
prevented me from writing again to you, not only 
to thank you and Professor Stowe for your letters, 
but also to tell you that I have received and read 
“Old Town Folks.” I think few of your many 
readers can have felt more interest than I have 
felt in that picture of an elder genei’ation; for 
my interest in it has a double root, — one in my 
own love for our old-fashioned provincial life, 
which had its affinities with a contemporary life, 
even all across the Atlantic, and of which I have 
gathered glimpses in different phases, from my 
father and mother with their relations; the other 
is, my experimental acquaintance with some shades 
of Calvinistic orthodoxy. I think your way of pre- 
senting the religious convictions which are not your 
own except by indirect fellowship, is a triumph of 
insight and true tolerance. A thorough compre- 
hension of the mixed moral influence shed on so- 
ciety by dogmatic systems is rare even among 
writers, and one misses it altogether in English 
drawing-room talk. I thank you sincerely for the 
gift (in every sense) of this book, which, I can see, 
has been a labour of love. 

Both Mr. Lewes and I are deeply interested in 
the indications which the Pi’ofessor gives of his 
peculiar psychological experience, and we should 
feel it a great privilege to learn much more of it 
from his lips. It is a rare thing to have such an 
opportunity of studying exceptional experience in 
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the testimony of a truthful and in every way dis- 
tinguished mind. He will, I am sure, accept the 
brief thanks which I can give in this letter, for all 
that he has generously wiitten to me. He says, 
“ I have had no connection with any of the modern 
movements, except as father confessor; ” and I 
can well believe that he must be peculiarly sensi- 
tive to the repulsive aspects which those move- 
ments present. Your view as to the cause of that 
“ great wave of spiritualism ” which is rushing over 
America namely, that it is a sort of Rachel-cry 
of bereavement towards the invisible existence of 
the loved ones — is deeply affecting. But so far 
as “spiritualism” (by which I mean, of course, 
spirit-communication, by rapping, guidance of the 
pencil, &ic.) has come within reach of my judgment 
on our side of the water, it has appeared to me 
either as degrading folly, imbecile in the estimate 
of evidence, or else as impudent imposture. So 
far as my observation and experience have hitherto 
gone, it has even seemed to me an impiety to with- 
draw from the more assured methods of studying 
the open secret of the universe any large amount 
of attention to alleged manifestations which are so 
defiled by low adventurers and their palpable trick- 
eries, so hopelessly involved in all the doubtfulness 
of individual testimonies as to phenomena wit- 
nessed, — which testimonies are no more true ob- 
jectively because they are honest subjectively, than 
the Ptolemaic system is true because it seemed to 
Tycho Brahe a better explanation of the heavenly 
movements than the Copernican. This is a brief 
statement of my position on the subject, which 
your letter shows me to have an aspect much more 
compulsory on serious attention in America than 
I can perceive it to have in England. I should 
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not be as simply truthful as my deep respect for 
you demands, if I did not tell you exactly what is 
my mental attitude in relation to the phenomena 
in question. But whatever you print on the sub- 
ject and will send me, I shall read with attention; 
and the idea you give me of the hold which spirit- 
ualism has gained on the public mind in the United 
States, is already a fact of historic importance. 

Forgive me, dear friend, if I write in the 
scantiest manner, unworthily responding to letters 
which have touched me profoundly. You have 
known so much of life, both in its more external 
trials and in the peculiar struggles of a nature 
which is made twofold in its demands by the yearn- 
ings of the author as well as of the woman, that I 
can count on your indulgence and power of un- 
derstanding my present inability to correspond by 
letter. 

May I add my kind remembrances to your 
daughter to the high regard which I offer to your 
husband? 

July 14. — Returned from Hatfield, after two 

July 15. — Began Nisard’s » 
toiy of French Literature ” — Villehardouin, Join- 
ville, Froissart, Christine de Pisan, Philippe de 
Comines, Villers. 

July 16. — Read the articles “ Phoenicia ” and 
“ Carthage ” in “ Ancient Geography.” Looked 
into Jewitt’s “ Universal History ” again for 
Carthaginian religion. Looked into Sismondi’s 
“ Litterature du Midi ” for “ Roman de la Rose ; ” 
and ran through the first chapter about the for- 
mation of the Romance languages. Read about 
Thallogens and Acrogens in the “ Vegetable 
World.” Read Drayton’s “ ISTymphidia,” — a 
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charming poem, — a few pages of his “ Polyol- 
bion.” Re-read Grote, v,-vii., on Sicilian affairs, 
down to rise of Dionysius. 

July 18. — Miss Nannie Smith came, after a 
long absence from England; Professor Masson 
and Dr. Bastian, Madame Bodichon and Dr. 
Payne. Some conversation about Saint Simon- 
ism, ap7"opos of the meeting on Woman’s Suffi’age 
the day before, — M. Arles Dufour being uheasy 
because Mill did not in his speech recognise what 
women owed to Saint Simon. 

July 19. — Writing an introduction to “Middle- 
march.” I have just re-read the fifteenth Idyll of 
Theocritus, and have written three more sonnets. 
My head uneasy. We went in the afternoon to the 
old water-colours, finding that the exhibition was to 
close at the end of the week. Burne-Jones’s Cii’ce 
and St. George affected me by their colours more 
than any of the other pictures, — they are poems. 
In the evening read Nisard on Rabelais and Marot. 

July 22. — Read Reybaud’s book on “ Les Re- 
formateurs Modernes.” In the afternoon Mrs. P. 
Taylor came, and saw Thornie, who has been more 
uneasy this week, and unwilling to move or come 
out on the lawn. 

July 23. — Read Theocritus, Id. 16. Medi- 
tated characters for “ Middlemarch.” Mrs. F. 
MaUeson came. 

July 24. — Still not quite well and clear-headed, 
so that little progress is made. I read aloud 
Fourier and Owen, and thought of writing some- 
thing about Utopists. 

July 25. — Read Plato’s “Republic” in vari- 
ous parts. After lunch Miss Nannie Smith, Miss 
Blythe, Mr. Burton, and Mr. Deutsch. In the 
evening I read Nisard, and Littre on Comte. 
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Aug. 1. — Since last Sunday I have had an un- 
comfortable week from mental and bodily disturb- 
ance. I have finished eleven sonnets on “ Brother 
and Sister,” read Littre, Kisard, part of 22d 
Idyll of Theocritus, Sainte-Beuve aloud to G. 
two evenings. Monday evening looked through 
Dickson’s “Fallacies of the Faculty.” On Tues- 
day afternoon we went to the British Museum to 
see a new bronze, and I was enchanted with some 
fragments of glass in the Slade collection, with 
dyes of sunset in them. Yesterday, sitting in 
Thornie’s room, I read through all Shakspeare’s 
sonnets. Poor Thornie Has had a miserably un- 
satisfactory week, making no progress. After 
lunch came Miss N. Smith and Miss Blythe, 
Mr. Burton, Mr. and Mrs. Burne-Jones, and 
Mr. Sanderson. 

My last words to you might appear to imply 
something laughably opposed to my real mean- 
ing. “ Think of me only as an ex- ^ ^ „ 

ample meant — an example to be cy ev^e, ist 
avoided. It was an allusion in my mind “ ' 
to the servant-girl who, being arrested for theft, 
said to her fellow-servant, “ Take example by me, 
Sally,” With the usual caprice of language, we 
say, “ Make an example of her,” in that sense of 
holding up for a warning, which the poor girl and 
I intended, 

Aug. 2. — Began “ Middlemarch ” 

(the Vincy and Featherstone parts). 

Aug. 5. — Thornie during th^ last two or three 
days gives much more hopeful signs: has been 
much more lively, with more regular appetite and 
quieter nights. This morning I finished the first 
chapter of “ Middlemarch.” I am reading Re- 
nouard’s “ History of Medicine.” 
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went to Weybridge, walked on 
St. ■ George’s, Hill,, and lunched with Mrs, Cross 
and her family. ' 

This msif to Weyhridge is a mry memorable one to 
7 ne, because there my own first intimacy with George 
Eliot hegan^ and the bonds with my family were Imitted 
very much closer. Mr. and Mrs. Bulloch were staying 
with us; a7id my sister, who had some gift for music , 
had set one or two of the songs from The Spanish 
Gypsy. She sang one of them, — On through the 
woods, the pillai^ed pines — and it affected George 
Eliot deeply. She moved quickly to the piano, and hissed 
Mrs. Bulloch very warmly in her tears, Mr. and 3l7's. 
Lewes were in deep trouble, owing to the illness of Thorn- 
ton Lewes; we were also in much anxiety as to the 
approaching confinement of my sister with her first child; 
and I was on the eve of departure for America. Sympa- 
thetic feelings were strong enough to overleap the barrier 
(often hard to pass) which separates acquaintanceship 
from friendship. A day did the work of years. Our vis- 
itors had come to the house as acquaintances, they left 
it as lifelong friends. And the sequel of that day greatly 
intensified the mtimacy. For within a month my sister 
had died in childbirth, and her death called forth one of 
the most beautiful of George Eliofs letters. A month 
later Thornton Lewes died. 

Sept. 1. — I meditated characters and 
' * conditions for '' Middlemarch,” which 

stands still in the beginning of chapter iii. 

Sept. 2. — We spent the morning in Hatfield 
Park, arriving at home again at half -past three. 

Sept. 10, — I have achieved little during the 
last week, except reading on medical subjects — 
Encyclopedia about the Medical Colleges, '' Cul- 
len’s Life,” Russell’s '' Heroes of Medicine,” &c, 
I have also read Aristophanes’s '' Ecclesiazuse,” 
and '' Macbeth.” 
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Sept. 11. — I do not feel very confident that I 
can make anything satisfactory of “ Middle- 
march.” I have need to remember that other 
things Vi^hich have been accomplished by me wei*e 
begun under the same cloud. G. has been reading 
“ Romola ” again, and expresses profound admi- 
ration. This is encouraging. 

Sept. 15, — - George and I went to Sevenoaks for 
a couple of nights, and had some delicious walks. 

Sept. 21. — Finished studying again Becker’s 
“ Charikles.” I am reading Mandeville’s Travels. 
As to my work, in Stick geraihen. Mrs, Congreve 
and Miss Bury came; and I asked Mrs. Congreve 
to get me some information about provincial hos- 
pitals, which is necessary to my imagining the con- 
ditions of my hero. 

As to the Byron subject, nothing can outweigh 
to my mind the heavy social injury of familiaris- 
ing young minds with the desecration . . mC 

of family ties. The discussion of the saraHenne^ 
subject m newspapers, periodicals, and 
pamphlets is simply odious to me, and I think it 
a pestilence likely to leave very ugly marks. One 
trembles to think how' easily that moral wealth may 
be lost which it has been the work of ages to pro- 
duce in the refinement and differencing of the 
affectionate relations. As to the high-flown stuff 
which is being reproduced about Byron and his 
poetry, I am utterly out of sjnnpathy with it. He 
seems to me the most vulgar-minded genius that 
ever produced a great effect in literature. 

Sept. 22. — We went down to Wat- 

^ JowtTial, 186 ?. 

lord lor a change. 

Sept. 24. — Returned home this morning be- 
cause of the unpromising weather. It is worth 
while to record my great depression of spirits, that 
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I may remember one more resurrection from the 
pit of melancholy. And yet what love is given to 
me ! What abundance of good I possess ! All my 
circumstances are blessed, and the defect is only 
in my own organism. Courage and effort ! 

Oct. 5. — Ever since the 28th I have been good 
for little, ailing in body and disabled in mind. On 
Sunday an interesting Russian pair came to see 
us, — M. and Mme. Kovilevsky : she, a pretty 
creature, with charming modest voice and speech, 
who is studying mathematics (by allowance 
through the aid of Kirchhoff) at Heidelberg; he, 
amiable and intelligent, studying the concrete sci- 
ences apparently, — especially geology; and about 
to go to Vienna for six months for this purpose, 
leaving his wife at Heidelberg ! 

I have begun a long-meditated poem, “ The 
Legend of Jubal,” but have not written more than 
twenty or thirty verses. 

Oct. 13. — Yesterday Mr. W. G. Clark of Cam- 
bridge came to see us, and told of his intention to 
give up his oratorship and renounce his connection 
with the Church. 

I have read rapidly through Max Muller’s 
“ History of Sanskrit Literature,” and am now 
reading Leeky’s “ History of Morals.” I have 
also finished Herbeii; Spencer’s last number of his 
“ Psychology.” My head has been sadly feeble, 
and my whole body ailing of late. I have written 
about 100 verses of my poem. Poor Thornie seems 
to us in a state of growing weakness. 

Oct. 19. — This evening at half-past six our dear 
Thornie died. He went quite peacefully. For 
three days he was not more than fitfully and im- 
perfectly conscious of the things around him. He 
went to Natal on the 17th October, 1863, and came 
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back to us ill on the 8th May, 1869. Through the 
six months of Ms illness, his frank impulsive mind 
disclosed no trace of evil feeling. He was a sweet- 
natured hoy, — still a boy, though he had lived for 
twenty-five years and a half. On the 9th of 
August he had an attack of paraplegia, and al- 
though he partially recovered from it, it made 
a marked change in him. After that he lost a 
great deal of his vivacity, but he suffered less pain. 
This death seems to me the beginning of our own. 

The day after our dear boy’s funeral we went 
into the quietest and most beautiful part of Surrey, 
four miles -and a half from any railway 
station. I was very much shaken in saraHenneu, 
mind and body, and notMng but the 
deep calm of fields and woods would have had a 
beneficent effect on me. We both of us felt, more 
than ever before, the blessedness of being in the 
country, and we are come back much restored. It 
will interest you, I think, to know that a friend of 
ours, Mr. W. G. Clark, the public orator at Cam- 
bridge, laid down his oratorship as a preparatory 
step to writing a letter to Ms bishop renouncing, 
or rather claiming to be free from, his clerical 
status, because he no longer believes what it pre- 
supposes him to believe. Two other men whom 
we know are about to renounce Cambridge fellow- 
ships on the same ground. 

We shall be delighted to have you on Monday. 
I hope you will get your business done early 
enough to be by a good fire in our draw- 
ing-room before lunch. Mr. Doyle is congreve, 

. m t ■ ‘t * •it "I I »i"s 3lSi UCC* I867« 

coming to dine with us, but you will 

not mind that. He is a dear man, a good Cath- 
olic, full of varied sympathies and picturesque 
knowledge. 
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I am moved to write to you rather by the incli- 
nation to remind you of me, than by the sense of 
T having anything to say. On reading 

“ The Positivist Problem ” ^ a second 
‘ time, I gained a stronger impression of 
its general value, and I also felt less jarred by the 
more personal part at the close. Mr. Lewes would 
tell you that I have an unreasonable aversion to 
personal statements, and when I come to like them 
it is usually by a hard process of conversion. But 
my second reading gave me a new and very strong 
sense that the last two or three pages have the air 
of an appendix, added at some distance of time 
from the original writing of the article. Some 
more thoroughly explanatory account of your non- 
adhesion seems requisite as a nexus, — since the 
statement of your non-adhesion had to be men- 
tioned after an argument for the system against 
the outer Gentile world. However, it is more im- 
portant for me to say that I felt the thorough jus- 
tice of your words, when, in conversation with me, 
you said, “ I don’t see why there should be any 
mystification: having come to a resolution after 
much inward debate, it is better to state the reso- 
lution.” Something like that you said, and I give 
a hearty “ Amen,” praying that I may not be too 
apt myself to prefer the haze to the clearness. But 
the fact is, I shrink from decided “ deliverances ” 
on momentous subjects from the dread of coming 
to swear by my own “ deliverances,” and sinking 
into an insistent echo of myself. That is a horrible 
destiny, — and one cannot help seeing that many 
of the most powerful men fall into it. 

Cara has told me about your republication of the 

‘ An article by Mr. Frederic Harrison in the Fortnightly Review” of 
November, 1869. 
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“ Inquiry,” and I have a longing to write — not 
inti-usively I hope — ■ just to say “ thank you ” for 
the good it does me to know of your LettertoMss 
being engaged in that act of piety to iISmS?’ 
your brother’s memory. I delight in the 
act itself, and in the satisfaction which I know you 
have in performing it. Whon I remember my own 
obligation to the book, I must believe that among 
the many new readers a cheap edition will reach, 
there must be minds to whom it will bring welcome 
light in studying the New Testament, — sober, 
serious help toward a conception of the past, in- 
stead of stage-lights and make-ups. And this 
value is, I think, independent of the opinions that 
might be held as to the different degrees of success 
in the construction of probabilities or in particular 
interpretations. Throughout there is the pres- 
ence of grave sincerity. I would gladly have a 
word or two directly from yourself when you can 
scribble a note without feeling me a bore for want- 
ing if. People who write many letters without 
being forced to do so are fathomless wonders to 
me, but you have a special faculty for writing such 
letters as one cares to read, so it is a pity that the 
accomplishment should lie quite unused. I wonder 
if you have read Emerson’s new essays. I like 
them very much. 

We shall leave Berlin on Tuesday, so that I 
must ask you to send me the much-desired news 
of you to Vienna, addressed to the Hon. , „ ' „ 
Robert Lytton, British Embassy. We 
do not yet know the name of the hotel 
where rooms have been taken for us. Our journey 
has not been unfortunate hitherto. The weather 
has been cold and cheerless; but we expected this, 
and on the 1st of April the sun began to shine. 
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As for my Wenigkeit, it has never known a day of 
real bodily comfort since we got to Berlin; head- 
ache, sore throat, and Scknupfen have been alter- 
nately my companions, and have made my enjoy- 
ment very languid. But think of this as all past 
when you get my letter; for this morning I have 
a clearer head, the sun is shining, and the better 
time seems to be come for me. Mr. Lewes has had 
a good deal of satisfaction in his visits to labora- 
tories and to the Charite, where he is just now 
gone for the third time to see more varieties of 
mad people, and hear more about Psychiatrie from 
Dr. Westphal, a quiet, unpretending little man, 
who seems to have been delighted with George’s 
sympathetic interest in this (to me) hideous branch 
of practice. I speak with all reverence: the world 
can’t do without hideous studies. 

People have been very kind to us, and have 
overwhelmed us with attentions, but we have felt 
a little weary in the midst of our gratitude, and 
since my cold has become worse, we have been 
obliged to cut off further invitations. 

We have seen many and various men and 
women, but except Mommsen, Bunsen, and Du 
Bois Reymond, hardly any whose names would be 
known to you. If I had been in good health, I 
should probably have continued to be more amused 
than tired of sitting on a sofa and having one per- 
son after another brought up to bow to me, and 
pay 'me the same compliment. Even as it was, 
I felt my heart go out to some good women who 
seemed really to have an affectionate feeling 
towards me for the sake of my books. But the 
sick animal longs for quiet and darkness. 

The other night at Dr. Westphal’s I saw a 
young English lady marvellously like Emily in 
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face, figure, and voice. I made advances to her 
on the strength of that external resemblance, and 
found it carried out in the quickness of her re- 
marks. But new gentlemen to be introduced soon 
divided us. Another elegant, pretty woman there 
was old Boeckh’s daughter. One enters on all sub- 
jeets by turns in these evening parties, which are 
something like reading the “ Conversations-Lexi- 
con” in a nightmare. Among lighter entertain- 
ments, we have been four times to the opera, being 
tempted at the very beginning of our stay by 
Gluck, Mozart, and an opportunity of hearing 
Tannhauser for the second time. Also we have 
enjoyed some fine orchestral concerts, which are to 
be had for sixpence! Berlin has been growing 
very fast since our former stay here, and luxury 
in all forms has increased so much that one only 
here and there gets a glimpse of the old-fashioned 
German housekeeping. But though later hours 
are becoming fashionable, the members of the 
Reichstag who have other business than polities 
complain of having to begin their sitting at eleven, 
ending, instead of beginning, at four, when the 
solid day is almost gone. We went to the Reich- 
stag one morning, and were so fortunate as to hear 
Bismarck speak. But the question was one of 
currency, and his speech was merely a brief wind- 
ing up. 

Now I shall think that I have earned a letter 
telling me all about you. May there be nothing 
but good to tell of! Pray give my best love to 
Emily, and my earnest wishes to Dr. Congreve, 
that he may have satisfaction in new w^ork. 

I gladly and gratefully keep the portrait.^ For 
my own part, I should have said, without hesita- 

^ Portrait of Charles HennelL 
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tion, “ prefix it to the ‘ Inquiry.’ ” One must not 
be unreasonable about portraits. How can a thing 
r ^ which is always the same be an adequate 

saiuHeimeH. repieseBtatioii 01 a living bemg wJao is 

istliMaytWO. . 9'., % -j. 

always varying, — especially oi a liv- 

ing being who is sensitive, bright, many-sided, as 
your brother was? But I think the impression 
which this portrait gives excites interest. I am 
often sorry for people who lose half their possible 
good in the world by being more alive to deficien- 
cies than to positive merits. 

I like to know that you have felt in common 
with me while you I’ead “ Jubal.” Curiously 
enough, Mr. Lewes, when I first read it to him, 
made just the remark you make about the scene 
of Jubal coming with the Lyre. We laughed at 
Mr. Bray’s sharp criticism. Tell him it is not the 
fashion for author's ever to be in the wrong. They 
have always justifying reasons. But also it is the 
fashion for critics to know everything, so that the 
authors don’t think it needful to tell their reasons. 

3£ay 20. — I am fond of my little old book in 
which I have recorded so many changes, and shaU 

take to writing in it again. It will per- 
‘ haps last me all through the life that is 
left to me. Since I wrote in it last, the day after 
Thornie’s death, the chief epochs have been our 
stay at Limpsfield, in Surrey, till near the begin- 
ning of December; my writing of “ Jubal,” which 
I finished on the 13th of January; the publication 
of the poem in the May number of “ Macmillan’s 
Magazine;” and our journey to Berlin and 
Vienna, from which we returned on the 6th of 
this month, after an absence of eight weeks. This 
is a fortnight ago, and little has been done by me 
in the interim. My health is in an uncomfortable 
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state, and I seem to be aU the weaker for the con- 
tinual depression produced by cold and sore throat, 
which stretched itself aU through our long jour- 
ney. These small bodily grievances make life less 
desirable to me, though every one of my best 
blessings — my one perfect love, and the sympa- 
thy shown towards me for the sake of my works 
and the personal regard of a few friends — have 
become much intensified in these latter days. I 
am not hopeful about future work. I am languid, 
and my novel languishes too. Rut to-morrow may 
be better than to-day. 

May 25. — We started for Oxford, where we 
were to stay with the Rector of Lincoln and his 
wife. After luncheon G. and I walked alone 
through the town, which, on this first view, was 
rather disappointing to me. Presently we turned 
through Christ Church into the meadows, and 
walked along by the river. This was beautiful to 
my heart’s content. The buttercups and haw- 
thorns were in their glory, the chestnuts still in 
sufiiciently imtarnished bloom, and the grand elms 
made a border towards the town. After tea we 
went with Mrs. Pattison and the Rector to the 
croquet ground near the Museum. On our way we 
saw Sir Benjamin Brodie, and on the ground Pro- 
fessor Rawlinson, the “narrow-headed man;” Mrs, 
Thursfield, and her son, who is a Fellow (I think 
of Jesus) ; Miss Arnold, daughter of Mr. Thomas 
Arnold, and Professor Phillips, the geologist. At 
supper we had Mr. Bywater and Miss Arnold, and 
in chat with them the evening was passed. 

May 26. — G. and I went to the Museum, and 
had an interesting morning with Dr. Rolleston, 
who dissected a fcain for me. After lunch we 
went again to the Museum, and spent the after- 
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noon with Sir Benjamin Brodie seeing various 
objects in his laboratories, — amongst others, the 
method by which weighing has been superseded 
in delicate matters by measuring in a graduated 
glass tube. Afterwards Mrs. Pattison took me a 
drive in her little pony carriage round by their 
country refuge, the Fu's, Haddington, and by 
Littlemore, where I saw J. H. Newman’s little 
conventual dwelHng. Returning, we had a fine 
view of the Oxford towers. To supper came Sir 
Benjamin and Lady Brodie. 

May 27. — In the morning we walked to see the 
two Martyrs’ Memorial, and then to Sir Benjamin 
Brodie’s pretty place near the river and bridge. 
Close by their grounds is the original ford whence 
the place took its name. The Miss Gaskells were 
staying with them, and after chatting some time, 
we two walked with Sir Benjamin to New College, 
v/here we saw the gardens surrounded by the old 
city wall ; the chapel where William of Wykeham’s 
crozier is kept; and the cloisters, which are fine 
but gloomy, and less beautiful than those of Mag- 
dalen, which we saw in our walk on Thursday 
before going to the Museum. After lunch we 
went to the Bodleian, and then to the Sheldonian 
Theatre, where there was a meeting apropos of 
Palestine Exploration. Captain Warren, conduc- 
tor of the Exploration at Jerusalem, read a paper; 
and then Mr. Deutsch gave an account of the in- 
terpretation, as hitherto arrived at, of the Moabite 
Stone. I saw squeezes of this stone for the fii-st 
time, with photographs taken from the squeezes. 
After tea, Mrs. Thursfield kindly took us to see a 
boat race. We saw it from the Oriel barge, under 
the escort of Mr. Creighton, Fellow of Merton, 
who, on our return, took us through the lovely 
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gardens of his college. At supper were Mr. 
Jowett, Professor Henry Smith, and Miss Smith, 
his sister, Mr. Fowler, author of “ Deductive 
Logic,” &c. 

31 ay 28. — After a walk to St. John’s College, 
we started by the train for London, and arrived at 
home about two o'clock. 

31 ay 29. — Mr. Spencei*, Mrs. Burne-Jones, 
and Mr. Crompton came. I read aloud No. 3 of 
“ Edwin Drood.” 

May 30. — We went to see the autotypes of 
Michael Angelo’s frescos at 36 Bathbone Place. 
I began Grove on the “ Correlation of the Physical 
Forces,” — needing to read it again — with new 
interest, after the lapse of years. 

Dr. Reynolds advises Mr. Lewes to leave Lon- 
don again, and go to the bracing air of the York- 
shire coast. I said that we should be Letter to miss 
here till the beginning of August, but 
the internal order proposes and the ex- 
ternal order disposes, — if we are to be so prig- 
gish as to alter all our old proverbs into agree- 
ment with new formulas! Dickens’s death came 
as a great shock to us. He lunched with us just 
before we went abroad, and was telling us a story 
of President Lincoln having told the Council, on 
the day he was shot, that something remarkable 
would happen, because he had just dreamt, for the 
third time, a dream which twice before had pre- 
ceded events momentous to the nation. The dream 
was that he was in a boat on a great river, all alone, 
and he ended with the words, — “I drift — I drift 
— I drift.” Dickens told this very finely. I 
thought him looking dreadfully shattered then. It 
is probable that he never recovered from the effect 
of the terrible railway accident. 
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We have been driven away from home again by 
the state of Mr. Lewes’s health. Dr. Reynolds 
tetter to recommended the Yorkshire coast; but 
di^23(?^e wanted to know Cromer, and so we 
' came here first, for the sake of variety. 
To me the most desirable thing just now 
seems to be to have one home, and stay there till 
death comes to take me away. I get more and 
more disinclined to the perpetual makeshifts of a 
migratory life, and care more and more for the 
order and habitual objects of home. However, 
there are many in the world whose whole existence 
is a makeshift, and perhaps the formula which 
would fit the largest number of lives is “ a doing 
without, more or less patiently.” The air just now 
is not very invigorating anywhere, I imagine, and 
one begins to be very anxious about the nation 
generally, on account of the threatening drought. 

I did not like to write to you until Mr. Lytton 
sent word that I might do so, because I had not 
the intimate knowledge that would have 
Hon^^oj,, enabled, me to measure your trouble; 
(nowu^w- and one dreads of all things to speak 
itooSt? write a wrong or unseasonable word 
when words are the only signs of inter- 
est and sympathy that one has to give. I know 
now, from what your dear husband has told us, 
that your loss is very keenly felt by you, — that 
it has first made you acquainted with acute grief, 
and this makes me think of you very much. For 
learning to love any one is like an increase Of 
property, — it increases care, and brings many 
new fears lest precious things should come to 
harm. I find myself often thinking of you with 

^ Written after the death of Lord Clarendon, who, Lady Lytton tells 
me, had been like a father to her. 
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that sort of proprietor’s anxiety, wanting you to 
have gentle weather all through your life, so that 
your face may never look worn and storm-beaten, 
and wanting your husband to be and do the very 
best, lest anything short of that should be disap- 
pointment to you. At present the thought of you 
is all the more with me, because your trouble has 
been brought by death; and for nearly a year death 
seems to me my most intimate daily companion. 
I mingle the thought of it with every other, not 
sadly, but as one mingles the thought of some one 
who is nearest in love and duty with all one’s mo- 
tives. I try to delight in the sunshine that will be 
when I shall never see it any more. And I think 
it is possible for this sort of impersonal life to 
attain great intensity, — possible for us to gain 
much more independence than is usually believed 
of the small bundle of facts that make our own 
personality. I don’t know why I should say this 
to you, except that my pen is chatting as my 
tongue would if you were here. We women are 
always in danger of living too exclusively in the 
affections; and though our affections are perhaps 
the best gifts we have, we ought also to have our 
share of the more independent life, — some joy 
in things for their own sake. It is piteous to see 
the helplessness of some sweet women when their 
affections are disappointed, — because all their 
teaching has been, that they can only delight in 
study of any kind for the sake of a personal love. 
They have never contemplated an independent de- 
light in ideas as an experience which they could 
confess without being laughed at. Yet surely 
women need this sort of defence against passion- 
ate affliction even more than men. Just under the 
pressure of grief, I do not believe there is any 
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consolation. The word seems to me to be drapery 
for falsities. Soz'rowmust be sorrow, ill must be ill, 
till duty and love towards all who remain recover 
their rightful predominance. Your life is so full of 
those claims that you will not have time for brood- 
ing over the unchangeable. Do not spend any of 
your valuable time now in writing to me, but be 
satisfied vsdth sending me news of you through JHr. 
Lytton when he has occasion to write to Mr. Lewes. 

I have lately finished i-eading aloud Mendels- 
sohn’s “ Letters,” which we had often resolved and 
lettertothe failed to read before. They have been 
loSertiWn, quite cheering to us, from the sense they 
8ii July, 1870 . g-.^g communion with an eminently 

pure, refined nature, with the most rigorous con- 
science in art. In the evening we have always a 
concert to listen to, -— a concert of modest preten- 
sions, but well conducted enough to be agreeable. 

I hope this letter of chit-chat will not reach you 
at a wrong moment. In any case, forgive all mis- 
takes on the part of one who is always yours sin- 
cerely and affectionately. 

Aug. 4. — Two months have been spent since 
the last record. Their result is not rich, for we 
T , have been sent wandering again by G.’s 
Mim. the ISth June 

we went to Cromer, on the 30th to Harrogate, and 
on the 18th July to Whitby, where Mrs. Burne- 
Jones also arrived on the same day. On Monday, 
August 1, we came home again for a week only, 
having arranged to go to Limpsfield next Mon- 
day. To-day, under much depression, I begin a 
little dramatic poem,^ the subject of which engaged 
my interest at Harrogate. 

We too, you see, have come back to a well-tried 

^ “Armgart.” 
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refuge, — the same place that soothed us in our 
troubles last October, — and we especially delight 
in this deep country after the fuss 
which belongs even to quiet watering- sara ny u,^ 
places, such as Cromer, Harrogate, and ” ’ 
Whitby, which are, after all, “ alleys where the 
gentle folks live.” We are excited, even among 
the still woods and fields, by the vicissitudes of 
the war, and chiefly concerned because we cannot 
succeed in getting the day’s “ Times.” W^e have 
entered into the period which will be marked in 
future historical charts as “ The period of German 
ascendancy.” But how saddening to think of the 
iniquities that the great harvest moon is looking 
down on! I am less grieved for the bloodshed than 
for the hateful trust in lies which is continually 
disclosed. Meanwhile Jowett’s“ Translation of 
Plato ” is being prepared for publication, and he 
has kindly sent us the sheets of one volume. So I 
pass from discussions of French lying and the 
Nemesis that awaits it, to discussions about rhetor- 
ical lying at Athens in the fourth century before 
Christ. The translations and introductions to the 
Dialogues seem to be charmingly done. 

We shall return to town on Monday, various 
small reasons concurring to make us resolve on 
quitting this eai’thly paradise. I am tetter to 
very sorry for the sufferings of the S^lmAug. 
French nation; but I think these suf- 
ferings are better for the moral welfare of the 
people than victory would have been. The war 
has been drawn down on them by an iniquitous 
Government; but in a great proportion of the 
French people there has been nourished a wicked 
glorification of selfish pride, which, like aU other 
conceit, is a sort of stupidity, excluding any true 
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conception of what lies outside their own vain 
wishes. The Germans, it seems, were expected to 
stand like toy-soldiers for the French to knock 
them down. It is quite true that the war is in 
some respects the conflict of two differing forms 
of civilisation. But whatever charm we may see 
in the Southern Latin races, this ought not to 
blind us to the great contributions which the Ger- 
man energies have made in all sorts of ways to the 
common treasure of mankind. And who that has 
any spirit of justice can help sympathising with 
them in their grand repulse of the French project 
to invade and divide them? If I were a French- 
woman, much as I might wail over French suffer- 
ings, I cannot help believing that I should detest 
the French talk about the “Prussians.” They 
wanted to throttle the electric eel for their own 
purposes. 

But I imagine that you and the doctor would 
not find us in much disagreement with you in these 
matters. One thing that is pleasant to think of 
is the effort made everywhere to help the wounded. 

Oct. 27. — On Monday the 8th August we went 
to our favourite Surrey retreat, — Limpsfield, — 
and enjoyed three weeks there reading 
’ ' and walKng together. The weather 

was perfect, and the place seemed more lovely to 
us than before. Aloud I read the concluding part 
of Walter Scott’s life, which we had begun at 
Harrogate ; two volumes of Froude’s “ History 
of England,” and Comte’s “ Correspondence with 
Valat.” We returned on Monday the 29th. 

During our stay at Limpsfield I wrote the 
greater part of “ Armgart,” and finished it at in- 
tervals during September. Since then I have been 
continually suffering from headache and depres- 
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sion, with almost total despair of future work. I 
look into this little book now to assure myself that 
this is not unprecedented. 

Yesterday, for the first time we went to hear A. 
(a popular preacher). I remembered what you 
had said about his vulgar, false empha- 
sis; but there remained the fact of his 
celebrity. I was glad of the opportun- 
ity. But my impressions fell below the 
lowest judgment I ever heard passed upon him. 
He has the gift of a fine voice, very flexible and 
various; he is admirably fluent and clear in his 
language, and every now and then his enunciation 
is effective. But I never heard any pulpit read- 
ing and speaking which, in its level tone, was more 
utterly common and empty of guiding intelligence 
or emotion: it was as if the words had been learned 
by heart and uttered without comprehension by a 
man who had no instinct of rhythm or music in 
his Soul. And the doctrine! It was a libel on 
Calvinism that it should be presented in such a 
form. I never heard any attempt to exhibit the 
soul’s experience that was more destitute of insight. 
The sermon was against Fear, in the elect Chris- 
tian, as being a distrust of God; but never once 
did he touch the true ground of fear, — the doubt 
whether the signs of God’s choice are present in 
the soul. We had plenty of anecdotes, but they 
were all poor and pointless, — Tract Society an- 
ecdotes of the feeblest kind. It was the most 
superficial grocer’s-back-parlour view of Calvinis- 
tic Christianity; and I was shocked to find how 
low the mental pitch of our society must be, judged 
by the standard of this man’s celebrity. 

Mr. Lewes was struck with some of his tones as 
good actor’s tones, and was not so wroth as I was. 
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But just now, with all Europe stirred by events 
that make every conscience tremble after some 
great principle as a consolation and gxiide, it was 
too exasperating to sit and listen to doctrine that 
seemed to look no farther than the retail Chris- 
tian’s tea and muffins. He said, “ Let us approach 
the throne of God,” very much as he might have 
invited you to take a chair; and then followed this 
fine touch, — “ We feel no love to God because 
He hears the prayers of others: it is because He 
hears my prayer that I love Him.” 

You see I am relieving myself by pouring out 
my disgust to you. Oh, how short life - — how near 
death — seems to me! But this is not an uncheer- 
ful thought. The only great dread is the pro- 
traction of life into imbecility or the visitation of 
lingering pain. That seems to me the insurmount- 
able calamity, though there is an ignorant affec- 
tation in many people of underrating what they 
call bodily suffering. I systematically abstain 
from correspondence, yet the number of acquaint- 
ances and consequent little appeals so constantly 
increases that I often find myself inwardly rebel- 
ling against the amount of note-writing that I 
cannot avoid. Have the great events of these 
months interfered with your freedom of spirit in 
writing? One has to dwell continually on the 
permanent, growing influence of ideas in spite of 
temporary reactions, however violent, in order to 
get courage and perseverance for any work which 
lies aloof from the immediate wants of society. 
You remember Goethe’s contempt for the Revolu- 
tion of ’30 compared with thq researches on the 
Vertebrate Structure of the Skull? “ My good 
friend, I was not thinking of those people.” But 
the changes we are seeing cannot be doffed aside 
in that way. 
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Lying awake early in the morning, according to 
a bad practice of mine, I was visited with much 
compunction and self -disgust that I had tetter to 
ever said a word to you about the faults 
of a friend whose good qualities are 
made the more sacred by the endurance his lot 
has in many ways demanded. I think you may 
fairly set down a full half of any alleged griev- 
ances to my own susceptibility, and other faults 
of mine which necessarily call iPorth less agreeable 
manifestations from others than as many virtues 
would do, if I had them. I trust to your good 
sense to have judged well in spite of my errors 
in the presentation of any matter. But I wish to 
protest against myself, that I may, as much as 
possible, cut off the temptation to what I should 
like utterly to purify myself from for the few re- 
maining years of my life, — the disposition to 
dwell for a moment on the faults of a friend. 

Tell the flower and fern giver, whoever it may 
be, that some strength comes to me this morning 
from the pretty proof of sympathy. 

I have it on my conscience that I may not have 
given you a clear impression of my wishes about 
the poor pensioner who was in question 
between us to-day, so I write at once 
to secure us both against a possible mis- 
imderstanding. I would rather not apply any 
more money in that direction, because I know of 
other channels — especially a plan which is being 
energetically carried out for helping a considerable 
group of people without almsgiving, and solely by 
inducing them to work — into which I shall he 
glad to pour a little more aid.^ The repugnance 

^ Walmer Street Industrial Experiment, tried by Canon Fremantle 
under Miss Octavia Hill’s supervision. 
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to have relief from the parish was a feeling which 
it was good to encourage in the old days of contra- 
encouragement to sturdy pauperism; but I ques- 
tion whether one ought now to indulge it, and not 
rather point out the reasons why, in a case of real 
helplessness, there is no indignity in receiving from 
a public fund. 

After you had left me, it rang in my ears that 
I had spoken of my greater cheerfulness as due to 
a reduced anxiety about myself and my doings, 
and had not seemed to recognise that the deficit 
or evil in other lives could be a cause of depression. 
I was not really so ludicrously selfish while dress- 
ing myself up in the costume of unselfishness. 
But my strong egoism has caused me so much 
melancholy, which is traceable simply to a fastid- 
ious yet hungry ambition, that I am relieved by 
the comparative quietude of personal cravings 
which age is bringing. That is the utmost I have 
to boast of, and really to be cheerful in these times 
could only be a virtue in the sense m which it was 
felt to be so by the old Romans, when they thanked 
their general for not despairing of the Republic. 

I have been reading aloud to Mr. Lewes this 
evening Mr. Harrison’s article on Bismarckism, 
which made me cry, — it is in some passages mov- 
ingly eloquent. 

Dec. 2. — I am experimenting in a story (“ Miss 
Brooke ”) which I began without any very serious 
. ■ intention of carrying it out lengthily. 

It is a subject which has been recorded 
among my possible themes ever since I began to 
write fiction, but will probably take new shapes in 
the development. I am to-day at p. 44. I am 
reading Wolfs “Prolegomena to Homer.” In 
the evening aloud “ Wilhehn Meister ” again ! 
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Dec. 10. — George’s mother died tliis morning 
quite peacefully as she sat in her chair. 

Dec. 17. — Reading “ Quintus Fixlein ” aloud 
to G. in the evening. Grote on Sicilian history. 

Dec. 31. — On Wednesday the 21st we went to 
Ryde to see Madame Bodichon at Swanmore Par- 
sonage, a house which she had taken for two 
months. We had a pleasant and healthy visit, walk- 
ing much in the frosty air. On Christmas Day I 
went with her to the Ritualist Church which is 
attached to the parsonage, and heard some excel- 
lent intoning by the delicate-faced, tenor-voiced 
clergyman. On Wednesday last, the 28th, Bar- 
bara came up to town with us. We found the 
cold here more severe than at Ryde ; and the 
papers tell us of still harder weather about Paris, 
where our fellow-men are suffering and inflicting 
horrors. 

Here is the last day of 1870. I have written 
only 100 pages — good printed pages — of a story 
which I began about the opening of November, 
and at present mean to call “Miss Brooke.” Poe- 
try halts just now. 

We spent our Christmas in the Isle of Wight, 
and on Christmas Day I went to a Ritualist 
Church, and heard some fine intoning 
of the service by a clear, strong, tenor 
voice, sweet singing from hoys’ throats, 
and aU sorts of Catholic ceremonial in a miniature 
■way. 

It is good to see what our neighbours are doing. 
To live in seclusion with one’s own thoughts is apt 
to give one very false notions as to the possibilities 
of the present time in the matter of conversion 
either to superstition or anti-superstition. 

In this cruel time, I no sooner hear of an affic- 
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tion than I see it multiplied in some one of the 
endless forms of sulfering created by this hellish 
war. In the beginning I could feel entirely with 
the Germans, and could say of that calamity called 
“ victory” — I am glad. But now I can be glad 
of nothing. No people can carry on a long fierce 
war without being brutalised by it, more or less, 
and it pains me that the educated voices have not 
a higher moral tone about national and inter- 
national duties and prospects. But, like every 
one else, I feel that the war is too much with me, 
and am rather anxious to avoid imwise speech 
about it than to utter what may seem to me 
to be wisdom. The pain is, that one can do so 
little. 

I have not read “ Sir Harry Hotspur,” but as to 
your general question, I reply that there certainly 
are some women who love in that way, but “ their 
sex as well as I may chide them for it.” Men are 
very fond of glorifying that sort of dog-like at- 
tachment. It is one thing to love because you 
falsely imagine goodness, — that belongs to the 
finest natures, — and another to go on loving when 
you have found out your mistake. But married 
constancy is a different affair. I have seen a 
grandly heroic woman who, out of her view as to 
the responsibilities of the mai’ried relation, con- 
doned everything, took her drunken husband to 
her home again, and at last nursed and watched 
him into penitence and decency. But there may 
be two opinions even about this sort of endurance, 
— i. e., about its ultimate tendency, not about the 
beauty of nature which prompts it. This is quite 
distinct from mere animal constancy. It is duty 
and human pity. 

I write to say God bless you for your letter to 
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the “ Times ” of this morning. It contains the 
best expression of right principle — I was almost 
ready to say, the only good sensible tetter to 
words — that I have yet seen on the 
actual state of things between the Ger- 
mans and the French. jaa. i87i. 

You will not pause, I trust, but go on doing 
what can be done only by one who is at once a sol- 
dier, a writer, and a clear-headed man of principle. 

I had a great longing to hear from 
you, and I confess I had almost sus- 
pected you of having ceased to think 
of me. 

That was an unworthy suspicion, for since I 
had not ceased to think of you, I had the best 
reason for trusting in your faithful kindness 
as greater than my own. It is unspeakably 
sweet to me to have some intimation of what you 
and dear Madame D’Albert have been feeling 
and doing in these late months. Seventy-one! I 
imagine how beautifully venerable she must look 
now. Is it not nearly ten years since I saw her, 
with her fine figure as firm and upright as ever? 
I bless her from my heart. She is one of the sweet 
memories of my life. This war has been a personal 
sorrow to every human creature with any sym- 
pathy, who has been within reach of hearing about 
it, still more to those who have gone out to see and 
help the sufferers. Several of our friends have 
been among these latter. But even we who have 
stayed at home have seen as well as heard the effects 
of the great calamity, for the French who are 
among us are many of them half or wholly ruined. 
Last Sunday we had the eminent paysagiste 
D’Aubigny to see us, — a grave, amiable, simple- 
mannered man. His house on the Loire, full of 
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his own painting and all family memories, has been 
completely destroyed. He is now lodging with his 
parents in small lodgings at Kensington. This is 
but a mild sample of the myriad sorrows produced 
by the regression of barbarism from that historical 
tomb where we thought it so picturesquely buried, 
— if indeed we ought not to beg pardon of bar- 
barism, which had no weapons for making eight 
wounds at once in our body, and rather call the 
present warfare that of the devil and all his legions. 
Enough! I like better to think how Madame 
D ’Albert would exert herself in aU helpfulness as 
long as she had strength to do it. 

March 19 (Sunday). — It is grievous to me 
how little, from one cause or other, chiefly languor 
jonrnai isn Occasionally positive ailments, I 

” ’ ‘ manage to get done. I have written 

about 236 pages (print) of my novel, which I want 
to get off my hands by next November. My pres- 
ent fear is that I have too much matter, — too 
many momenti. 

I happened to-day to be talking to a very sweet- 
faced woman (the sister of Dr. Bridges, whom I 
think you know something of) , and she 
1871 .’ ’ mentioned, apropos of educating chil- 

dren in the love of animals, that she had felt the 
want of some good little book as a help in this 
matter. I told her of yours, and when I said that 
it was written by Mrs. Bray, the author of “ Phys- 
iology for Schools,” she said, “ Oh, I know that 
book well.” I have made her a present of my copy 
of “Duty to Animals,” feeling that this was a 
good quarter in which to plant that offset. For 
she had been telling me of her practical interest 
in the infant and other schools in Suffolk, where 
she lives. We have had a great pleasure to-day in 
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learning that our friend Miss Bury is engaged to 
be married to Mr. Geddes, a Scotch gentleman. 
There is a streak of sadness for her family in the 
fact that she is to go to India with her husband 
next November, but all else is bright in her pros- 
pect. It is very sweet to see, and think of, the 
happiness of the young. I am scribbling with an 
infirm head, at the end of the day, just for the sake 
of letting you know one proof, in addition doubt- 
less to many others which you have already had, 
that your pretty little book is likely to supply a 
want. 

We are very much obliged to you for your kind 
methodical thoughtfulness as to all which is neces- 
sary for our accommodation at Brook- 
bank, and also for your hints about the 
points of beauty to be sought for in our 
walks. That “ sense of standing on a round 
world,” which you speak of, is precisely what I 
most care for amongst out-of-door delights. The 
last time I had it fully was at St. Margen, near 
Freiburg, on green hill-tops, whence we could see 
the Rhine and poor France. 

The garden has been, and is being, attended to, 
and I trust that we shall not find the commissariat 
unendurable. 

It seems like a resurrection of a buried-alive 
friendship once more to have a letter , „ „ 

from you. Welcome back irom your 
absorption in the Franchise! Some- ’ 
body else ought to have your share of work now, 
and you ought to rest. 

Ever since the 1st of May we have been living 
in this queer cottage, which belongs to Mrs. Gil- 
christ, wife of the Gilchrist who wrote the life of 
William Blake the artist. We have a ravishing 
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country round us, and pure air and water — in 
short, all the conditions of health, if the east wind 
were away. We have old prints for our dumb 
companions, — charming children of Sir Joshua’s, 
and large hatted ladies of his and Romney’s, I 
read aloud — almost all the evening — books of 
German science, and other gravities. So you see 
we are like two secluded owls, wise with unfash- 
ionable wisdom, and knowing nothing of pictures 
and French plays. I confess that I should have 
gone often to see Got act, if I had been in town ; 
he is so really great as an actor. And yet one is 
ashamed of seeking amusement in connection with 
anything that belongs to poor unhappy France. 
I am saved from the shame by being safely shut 
out from the amusement. 

How about Madame Mohl and her husband? I 
have been wondering through all the horrors 
Letter to whether M. Mohl had returned to Paris, 

and whether their house, containing too 
June, 1871. probably the results of much studious 
work, lies buried among ruins. But I will not 
further recall the sorrows in that direction. 

I am glad to see the words, “ very satisfac- 
tory,” in connection with the visit to Hitchin 
and Cambridge. Ely Cathedral I saw last year, 
but too cursorily. It has more of the mas- 
sive grandeur that one adores in Le Mans and 
Chartres than most of our English cathedrals, — 
though I am ready to recall the comparison as 
preposterous. 

I don’t know how long we shall stay here, — per- 
haps, more or less, tiU the end of August; for 
I have given up the idea of going to the Scott 
Festival at Edinburgh, to which I had accepted 
an invitation. The fatigue of the long journey, 
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with the crowd at the end, w'ould be too much 
forme. 

Let us know beforehand when you are about 
coming. 

George is gloriously well and studying, writing, 
walking, eating, and sleeping with equal vigour. 
He is enjoying the life here immensely. Our coun- 
try could hardly be surpassed in its particular kind 
of beauty, — perpetual undulation of heath and 
copse, and clear views of hurrying water, with here 
and there a grand pine wood, steep wood-clothed 
promontories, and gleaming pools. 

If you want delightful reading, get Lowell’s 
“ My Study Windows,” and read the essays called 
“ My Garden Acquaintances ” and “ Winter.” 

Get the volumes of a very cheap publicatioUj — - 
the “ Deutscher Novellenschatz.” Some of the 
tales are remarkably fine. I am reading aloud the 
last three volumes, which are even better than 
the others. I have just been so deeply interested 
in one of the stories - — “ Diethelm von Buchen- 
berg” — that I want everybody to have the same 
pleasure who can read German. 

W€ are greatly obliged to you for the trouble 
you have so sympathetically taken on our behalf, 
and we shall prepare to quit our quiet . „ 
shelter on Wednesday the 2d of August. 

During the first weeks of our stay I did 
not imagine that I should ever be so fond of the 
place as I am now. The departure of the bitter 
winds, some improvement in my health, and the 
gradual revelation of fresh and fresh beauties in 
the scenery, especially under a hopeful sky such .as 
we have sometimes had, — all these conditions have 
made me love our little world here, and wish not 
to quit it until we can settle in our London home. 
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I have the regret of thinking that it was my origi- 
nal indifference about it (I hardly ever like things 
until they are familiar) that hindered us from 
securing the cottage until the end of September, 
for the chance of corniug to it again after a tem- 
porary absence. But all regrets ought to he 
merged in thankfulness for the agreeable weeks 
W'e have had, and probably shall have till the end of 
July. And amongst the virtues of Brookbank, 
we shall always reckon this, — that our corre- 
spondence about it has been with you rather than 
with any one else, so that along with the country 
we have had a glimpse of your ready, quick- 
thoughted kindness. 

One word to you in response to Emily’s note, 
which comes to me this morning, and lets me know 
T ft t M probably in the 

last hours of her unmarried life. My 
thoughts and love and tender anxiety 
are with her and with all of you. When you 
receive this she will, I suppose, be far away, and 
it is of little consequence that I can make no new 
sign to her of my joy in her joy. 

For the next few weeks my anxiety wiU be con- 
centrated on you and yours at Yarmouth. Pray, 
when your mind and body are sufficiently free from 
absorbing occupation, remember my need of news 
about you, and write to me. The other day I 
seemed to get a glimpse of you through Mrs. Call, 
who told me that you looked like a new creature, — 
so much stronger than you were wont; and she 
told me of Dr. Congreve’s address at the school, 
which raised my keenest sympathy, and made me 
feel myself a very helpless friend. 

Please give my love to the children, and teU 
Sophy especially, that I think her happy in this, — 
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that there is a place made for all the effort of 
her young life to fill it with something like the 
goodness and brightness which she has known 
and has just now to part with. I expect her to 
be your guardian angel, perhaps in a new way, — 
namely, in saving you from some fatigue about 
details, 

I stiU feel that I owe you my thanks for your 
kind letter, although Mr. Lewes undertook to de- 
liver them in the first instance. You tetter to join 
certainly made a seat at the Commemo- fia 
ration table ^ look more tempting to me 
than it had done before; but I think that prudence 
advises me to abstain from the fatigue and excite- 
ment of a long railway journey, with a great gath- 
ering at the end of it. If there is a chance that 
“ Middlemarch ” will be, good for anything, I 
don’t want to break down and die without finishing 
it. And whatever “ the tow on my distaff ” may 
be, my strength to unwind it has not been abundant 
lately. 

Apropos of bodily prosperity, I am sincerely 
rejoiced to know, by your postscript this morning, 
that Mr. Simpson is recovered. I hope he will not 
object to my considering him a good friend of 
mine, though it is so long since I saw him. The 
blank that is left when thorough workers like him 
are disabled is felt not only near at hand, but a 
great way off, I often say — after the fashion 
of people who are getting older — that the capacity 
for good work, of the kind that goes on without 
trumpets, is diminishing in the world. 

The continuous absence of simshine is depress- 
ing in every way, and makes one fear for the 
harvest, and so grave a fear that one is ashamed of 

* Scott Commemoration. 
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mentioning one’s private dreariness. You cannot 
play golf in the rain, and I cannot feel hopeful 
without the sunlight; but I daresay you work aU 
the more, whereas when my spirits flag my work 
flags too. 

I should have liked to see Principal Tulloch 
again, and to have made the acquaintance of Gap- 
tain Lockhart, whose writing is so jaunty and 
cheerj!^, yet so thoroughly refined in feeling. Per- 
haps I may still have this pleasure in town, when 
he comes up at the same time with you. Please 
give my kind regards to Mr. William Blackwood, 
tetter to joim Thanks for the prompt return of the 
MS., which arrived this morning. 

I don’t see how I can leave anything 
out, because I hope there is nothing that will be 
seen to be irrelevant to nay design, which is to show 
the gradual action of ordinary causes rather than 
exceptional, and to show this in some directions 
which have not been from time immemorial the 
beaten path, — the Cremorne walks and shows 
of fiction. But the best intentions are good for 
nothing imtil execution has justified them. And 
you know I am always compassed about with 
fears. I am in danger in all my designs of 
parodying dear Goldsmith’s satire on Burks, and 
think of refining when novel-readers only think 
of skipping. 

We are obliged to turn out of this queer cottage 
next week; but we have been fortunate enough 
to get the more comfortable house on the other side 
of the road, so that we can move without any 
trouble. Thus our address will continue to be the 
same until the end of August. 

Tennyson, who is one of the “ hill-folk ” about 
here, has found us out. 



1871] THOUGHTS ON DEATH 


107 


This morning your husband’s letter came to us, 
but if I did not know that it would be nearly a 
week before any words of mine could to^tae 
reach you, I should abstain from writing EoSerttyttoB* 
just yet, feeling that in the first days of 
sorrowing it is better to keep silence, ’ 

For a long while after a great bereavement our 
only companionship is with the lost one. Yet I 
hope it will not be without good to you to have 
signs of love from your friends, and to be re- 
minded that you have a home in their affections, 
which is made larger for you by your trouble. For 
weeks my thought has been continually going out 
to you, and the absence of news has made me so 
fearful that I have mourned beforehand. I have 
been feeling that probably you were undergoing 
~ the bitterest grief you had ever known. But under 
the heart-stroke, is there anything better than to 
grieve? — Strength will come back for the duty 
and the fellowship which gradually bring new con- 
tentments, but at first thei’e is no joy to be desired 
that would displace sorrow. 

What is better than to love and live with the 
loved? — But that must sometimes bring us to live 
with the dead ; and this too turns at last into a 
very tranquil and sweet tie, safe from change and 
injury. 

You see, I make myself a warrant out of my 
regard for you, to write as if we had long been 
near each other. And I cannot help wishing that 
we were physically nearer, — that you were not on 
the other side of Europe. We shall trust in Mr. 
Ljdton’s kindness to let us hear of you by-and-by. 
But you must never write except to satisfy your 
own longing. May all true help surround you, 

^ Written jnst before the death of Mrs. Ljtton’s eldest boy. 
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dear Mrs, Lytton, and whenever you can think of 
me, believe in me as yours with sincere atfection. 

I read your touching story ^ aloud yesterday to 
Mr. Lewes, and we both cried over it. Your 
letter to Mass brother wrote to me that you had doubts 
about giving your name. My faith is, 
that signature is right in the absence of 
weighty special reasons against it. 

We think of you all very often, and feel our- 
selves much the richer for having a whole dear 
family to reckon among our friends. We are to 
stay here till the end of the month. When the 
trees are yellow, I hope you wiU be coming to see 
us in St. John’s Wood. How little like the woods 
we have around us! I suppose Weybridge is more 
agreeable than other places at present, if it has any 
of its extra warmth in this arctic season. 

Our best love, to your dear mother supremely, 
and then to all. 

I always say that those people are the happiest 
who have a peremptory reason for staying in one 
V „ place rather than another. Else I 
Peter Taylor, should 06 sorry lor you that you are 
' kept in London, — by Parliamentary 
business, of course. 

There is sunshine over our fields now, but the 
thermometer is only 64° in the house; and in the 
warmest part of the day I, having a talent for 
being cold, sit shivering, sometimes even with a 
warm water-bottle at my feet. I wonder if you 
went to the French plays to see the supreme Got. 
That is a refined pleasure which I enjoyed so much 
in Paris a few years ago, that I was sorry to be out 
of reach of it this spring. 

About the Crystal Palace music, I remember 

* “ Marie of Villefranche,” — ‘‘Macmillan’s Magazine,” August, 1871, 
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feeling just what you mention, — the sublime ef- 
fect of the Handel choruses, and the total futility 

^ *1/ 

of the solos. 

Thanks for your little picture of things. Emi- 
nently acceptable in place of vague conjectures. I 
am a bitter enemy to make-believe about 
the human lot, but I think there is a true Bray. sdAng'. 
alleviation of distress in thinking of the 
intense enjoyment which accompanies a sponta- 
neous, confident, intellectual activity. This may 
not be a counterpoise to the existing evils, but it 
is at least a share of mortal good, and good of an 
exquisite kind. 

Are you not happy in the long-wished-for sun- 
shine? I have a pretty lawn before me, with hills 
in the background. The train rushes by every 
now and then to make one more glad of the usual 
silence. 

A good man writes to me from Scotland this 
morning, asking me if he is not right in pronounc- 
ing Romola, in defiance of the w^orld around him 
(not a large world, I hope) who will say Romola. 
Such is correspondence in these days; so that 
quantity is magnificent en gros but shabby en dS- 
tcdl, — i. e., in single letters like this. 

You have been rightly inspired in pronouncing 
Romola, and in conceiving Romola as the Italian 
equivalent of Romulus. I can assure 
you that the Italians say Romolo, and 
consequently Romola. The music of 
the name is quite lost in the painful quantity 
Romola. So pray go on defying an evil custom 
— if custom it be. 

I am touched by the sympathy you express with 

^ The collector of the “Wise, Witty, and Tender Sayings, in Prose and 
Verse: Selected from the Works of George EHot.” 
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a book (“ Romola ”) which was an intense occupa- 
tion of my feeling as well as thought for three 
years before it was completed in- print. 

The general ignorance of old Florentine liter- 
ature, and the false conceptions of Italy bred by 
idle travelling (with the sort of culture which com- 
bines Shakspeare and the musical glasses), have 
caused many parts of “ Romola ” to be entirely 
misunderstood, — the scene of the quack doctor 
and the monkey, for example, which is a specimen, 
not of humuor as I relish it, but of the practical 
joking which was the amusement of the gravest 
old Florentines, and without which no conception 
of them would be historical. The whole piquancy 
of the scene in question was intended to lie in the 
antithesis between the puerility which stood for wit 
and humour in the old Republic, and the majesty 
of its front in gi’aver matters. 

I suppose that our beloved Walter Scott’s 
imagination was under the influence of a like 
historical need when he represented the chase 
of the false herald in “ Quentin Durward ” as 
a joke which made Louis XI. and Charles of 
Burgundy laugh even to tears, and turned their 
new political amity into a genuine fellowship of 
buffoonery. 

I like to tell you that my worship for Scott is 
peculiar. I began to read him when I was seven 
. years old; and afterwards, when I was 
grown-up and living alone with my 
father, I was able to make the even- 
ings cheerful for him during the last five or six 
years of his life by reading aloud to him Scott’s 
novels. Xo other writer would serve as a sub- 
stitute for Scott, and my life at that time 
would have been much more difficult without 
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him. It is a personal grief, a heart- wound to me, 
when I hear a depreciatory or slighting w'ord about 
Scott. 

We shall stay here only till the end of this month, 
— at least I have no hope that our proprietaires 
will be induced to protract their absence ; j^g^ter toMrs 
and if the lingering smell of paint does con^we, . 
not drive us away from Ihe Priory 
again, we expect to stay there from the first of 
September, without projects of travel for many, 
many months. 

We enjoy our roomy house and pretty lawn 
greatly. Imagine me seated near a window, open- 
ing under a verandah, with flower-beds and lawn 
and pretty hills in sight, my feet on a warm water- 
bottle, and my writing on my knees. In that atti- 
tude my mornings are passed. We dine at fwo; 
and at four, when the tea comes in, I begin to read 
aloud. About six or half-past we walk to the 
commons and see the great sky over our head. At 
eight we are usually in the house again, and fill 
our evening with physics, chemistry, or other wis- 
dom if our heads are at par; if not, we take to 
folly, in the shape of Alfred de Musset’s poems, 
or something akin to them. 

Perhaps you do not imagine me as a writer who 
suffers much from self-distrust and despondency. 
If I had not had a husband who is not 
only sympathetic, but so sagacious in 
criticism that I can rely on his pleasure 
in my writing as a satisfactory test, it would be 
difficult for me to bring myself into print, espe- 
cially as I have the conviction that excessive lit- 
erary production is a social offence. 

These facts will help you to believe that your 
letters have been a cup of strength to me. 
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Your letters are always delightful to me, because 
I imagine you speaking while I read them: you 
have that power of easy description and 
M^Miert, narration in your letters and your talk 
which IS exceedingly rare among us 
English. We are for the most part hesitating, 
clumsy talkers, and our letters are either curt or 
laboured. 

You must know that I am very busy now, pre- 
paring a long, long book ; but when I have finished 
it, one of my first plans will be to visit Geneva. 
My husband is equally inclined to make that our 
next journey, — in the first place, because he is 
always inclined to do what I wish; and in the next, 
because he will enjoy seeing not only you and 
Madame D’Albert, but certain scientific men of 
whom you can boast, as the fine writers say, 
though I fancy you have never used that privilege 
of boasting. 

I suppose I shall not be at liberty to get so far 
away from home until next year, — probably in 
July, if I live so long. 

Your mention of Madame Chancel quite startled 
me, for I had believed that she was dead. It was 
very prettily done of the German Empress to visit 
her old governess incognita. I have heard from 
those who know the Empress that she is a thought- 
ful and sympathetic woman, much subdued by 
experience. But you, of course, have heard abun- 
dant details about her from Madame Chancel. 
How one pities these royal people, who are neces- 
sarily human monstrosities, having little expe- 
rience in common with the multitude of their 
fellow-men — except in their diseases. I suppose 
a royal toothache is much like a bourgeoise tooth- 
ache. But the royal point of view about every- 
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thing else, even the stars, changes the very quality 
of knowledge. The German princes, in some 
instances, have a better chance of being tolerably 
common human beings than any other royalties. 

Pray pardon me for writing a hasty letter. I 
have been ill since we came back, and my strength 
wiU not permit me to write anything but my neces- 
sary, or rather my voluntary, author’s work in the 
mornings. Even that I can only do irregularly, so 
I scribble my letters at night before going to bed. 

Yesterday we returned from Weybridge, where, 
for a few days, I have been petted by kind friends 
(delightful Scotch people), and have 
had delicious drives in the pure autumn 
air. That must be my farewell to in- 
validism and holiday making. I am really better, 
— not robust or fat, but perhaps as well as I am 
likely to be till death mends me. 

Your account of Mr. Main sets my mind at ease 
about him; for in this case I would rather have 
your judgment than any opportunity of forming 
my own. The one thing that gave me confidence 
was his power of putting his finger on the right 
passages, and giving emphasis to the right idea 
(in relation to the author’s feeling and purpose). 
Apart from that, enthusiasm would have been of 
little value. 

One feels rather ashamed of authoresses this 
week, after the coiTespondence in the “ Times.” 
One hardly knows which letter is in the worst taste. 
However, if we are to begin with marvelling at the 
little wisdom with which the world is governed, we 
can hardly expect that much wisdom will go to the 
making of novels. 

I should think it quite a compliment if the 
General got through “ Miss Brooke.” Mr. Lewes 
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amused himself with the immeasurable contempt 
that Mr. Casaubdn would be the object of in the 
General’s mind, 

I hardly dare hope that the second part will take 
quite so well as the first, the effects being more 
subtle and dispersed; but Mr. Lewes seems to like 
the third part better than anything that has gone 
before it. But can anything be more uncertain 
than the reception of a book by the public? I am 
glad to see that the “ Coming Race ” has got into 
a fourth edition. Let us hope that the Koom 
Posh may be at least mitigated by the sale of a 
good book or two. 

As for me, I get more and more unable to be 
anything more than a feeble sceptic about all pub- 
lishing plans, and am thankful to have so many 
good heads at work for me. Allah illah allah! 

I will not longer await the packet of extracts 
which Mr. Lewes is expecting from you, before I 
Letter to thank you for all the feeling and in- 
telligence you have given to that best 
part of me which has long ago taken 
paper wings, and left me rather a shrunken resi- 
due. I have too long made no sign to you of the 
gratitude I feel towards a mind whose emotions 
and judgments have given me the encouraging 
response which I find both in your letters and in 
your selection of passages. Over the latter I have 
not done more than run my eyes hastily, but I 
believe that when your book appears I shall be 
almost like one of the public in making acquaint- 
ance with it. For I have read my own books hardly 
at all after once giving them forth — dreading to 
find them other than I wish. And now I am 
haunted by the fear that I am only saying again 
what I have already said in better fashion. For 
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we all of us have our little store — our two or 
three beliefs which are the outcome of our char- 
acter and experience; and there is equal danger 
of our harping on these too long, and of our tak- 
ing up other strains which are not at all our be- 
liefs, but mere borrowing and echo. From both 
of these dangers. Good Sense, delNer us! — that 
Good Sense which includes good conscience and 
a high estimate of the author’s function. Eveiy 
one who contributes to the “ too much” of lit- 
erature is doing grave social injury. And that 
thought naturally makes one anxious. 

I was very glad to find that you are young and 
have a long future in prospect. The value you 
attach to anything I may have said becomes all the 
more promising of result that may tell on other 
lives. You speak of having had trouble, but — 

** He who hath never warr’d with misery, 

Nor ever tugg’d with danger and distress, 

Hath had n' occasion nor no field to try 
The strength and forces of his w’orthiness.” 

That quatrain of old Daniel brings up — does it 
not? — Goethe’s famous 

Wer nie sein Brod mit Thranen ass ” — 

and these sayings will remain true while this earth 
is a world of suffering. For who could be pre- 
pared for true fellowship without having had his 
share of sorrow as well as joy? 

We who are getting old together have the tie 
of common in fir mities. But I don’t find that the 
young troubles seem lighter on looking 
back. I prefer my years now to any saraaeimai, 
that have gone before. I wish you could 
tell me the same thing about yourself. And surely 
writing your book is on the whole a joy to you, — 
it is a large share in the meagre lot of mankind. 
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All hail for the morrow! How many sweet laughs 
— how much serious pleasure in the great things 
others have done- — you and I have had together 
in a past islet of time that remains very sunny in 
my remembrance. 

Dec. 1. — This day the first part of “ Middle- 
march ” was published. I ought by this time to 
have finished the fourth part, but an 
ourn , 18 I. which began soon after our return 

from Haslemere has robbed me of two months. 
If you have not yet fallen in with Dickens’s 
“ Life,” be on the lookout for it, because of the in- 
terest there is in his boyish experience, 
sgaHenneu, and also m his rapid development dur- 
* ing his first travels in America. The 
book is ill organised, and stuffed with criticism 
and other matter which would be better in limbo; 
but the information about the childhood, and the 
letters from Ajnerica, make it worth reading. We 
have just got a photograph of Dickens, taken 
when he was writing, or had just written, “ David 
Copperfield,” — satisfactory refutation of that 
keepsakey, impossible face which Maclise gave 
him, and which has been engraved for the “ Life ” 
in all its odious beautification. This photograph 
is the young Dickens, corresponding to the older 
Dickens whom I knew, — the same face, without 
the unusually severe wear and tear of years which 
his latest looks exhibited, 

Dec. 20, — My health has become very trouble- 
some during the last three weeks, and I can get on 
Tonnwi I8M tardily. Even now I am only at 
p. 227 of my fourth part. But I have 
been also retarded by construction, which, once 
done, serves as good wheels for progress. 

Your gift — what gift can be more precious 
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than the patient care which helps to save the 
seed of one’s soul from perishing? — has come to 
brighten a Christmas in which my large 
share of good has been somewhat dimmed Aiex^MMn. 
by bad health. One of the memorable 
events of this closing year to me will always 
be the acquisition of you as a known friend, — a 
friend of the only sort I now desire much to ac- 
quire: one who takes into his own life the spirit- 
ual outcome of mine. Let it be a memorable 
year to you in this light, ^ — that you have given 
me a lasting source of encouragement in those 
often-recurring hours of despondency which, after 
cramping my activity ever since I began to write, 
continue still to beset me with, I fear, a malign 
influence on my writing. I don’t suppose I could 
assure you of anything better for you to know, 
than that you have planted something to be a 
sweet shade and fruit for your elder fellow-travel- 
ler. I have been looking through the “ Sayings ” 
with that sort of delight which comes from seeing 
that another mind underlines the words one has 
most cared for in writing them. 

In one sense the book is marvellously new to 
me, — since I had forgotten the greater part of 
what I had written. In another sense it is rather 
startlingly familiar, — namely, that I And my old 
self (meaning my past self) very much like my 
present self. If there is any progress, I fear it 
is downhill. 

Your good wishes and pleasant bits of news 
made the best part of my breakfast this _ ... 
morning* I am glad to think that, in 
desiring happiness for you during the 
new year, I am only desiring the continuance of 
good which you already possess. 
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I suppose we two, also, are among the happiest 
of mortals, yet we have had a I’ather doleful Christ- 
mas, the one great lack — that of health — having 
made itself particularly conspicuous in the sur- 
rounding fog. Having no grandchildren to get 
up a Christmas-tree for, we had nothing to divert 
our attention from our headaches. 

Mr. Main’s book broke the clouds a little, and 
now the heavens have altogether cleared, so that 
we are hoping to come back from a visit of three 
days to YVey bridge with our strength renewed — 
if not like the eagle’s, at least like a convalescent 
tomtit’s. 

The “ Sayings ’’ are set off by delightful paper 
and print, and a binding which opens with invit- 
ing ease. I am really grateful to every one con- 
cerned in the volume, and am anxious that it 
should not be in any way a disappointment. The 
selections seem to me to be made with an exquisite 
sensibility to the various lights and shades of life; 
and all Mr. Main’s letters show the same quality. 
It is a great help to me to have such an indication 
that there exist careful readers .for whom no sub- 
tlest intention is lost. 

We have both read the story of the “ Megsera ” ^ 
with the deepest interest, — indeed with a quite 
exceptional enjoyment of its direct unexaggerated 
painting. 

The prescription of two days’ golfing per week 
will, I hope, keep up your condition to the excel- 
lent pitch at which it was on your return from 
Paris. Good news usually acts as a tonic when 
one’s case is not too desperate ; and I shall be glad 
if you and we can get it in the form of more suc- 
cess for “ Middlemarch.” Dickens’s “ Life,” you 

^ ** Blackwood’s Magazine,” January, 1872., 
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see, finds a large public ready to pay more. But 
the British mind has long entertained the purchase 
of expensive biographies. The proofs lately given 
that one’s books don’t necessarily go out like luci- 
fer matches, never to be taken up again, make one 
content with moderate immediate results, which 
perhaps are as much as can reasonably be expected 
for any writing which does not address itself either 
to fashions or corporate interests of an exclusive 
kind. 

It is like your kindness to write me your en- 
couraging impressions on reading the third book. 
I suppose it is my poor health that just 
now makes me think my wi’iting duller 
than usual. For certainly the reception 
of the first book by my old readers is quite beyond 
my most daring hopes. One of them, who is a 
great champion of “ Adam Bede ” and “ Rom- 
ola,” told Mr. Lewes yesterday that he thought 
“ Middlemai'ch ” surpassed them. All this is very 
wonderful to me. I am thoroughly comforted as 
to the half of the work which is ali-eady written; 
but there remains the teri’or about the unwritten. 
Mr. Lewes is much satisfied with the fourth book, 
which opens mth the continuation of the Feather- 
stone drama. 

We went yesterday to the Tichborne trial, which 
was an experience of great interest to me. We had 
to come aw'ay after the third hour of Coleridge’s 
speaking; but it was a great enjoyment to me to 
hear what I did. Coleridge is a rare orator — 
not of the declamatory but of the argumentative 
order. 

Thanks — not formal, but sincerely felt — for 
the photographs. This likeness will always carry 
me back to the first time I saw you, in our 
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little Richmond lodging, when I was thinking 
anxiously of “ Adam Bede,” as I now am of 
“ Middlemarch.” 

I felt something like a shudder when Sir Henry 
Maine asked me last Sunday whether this would 
not be a very long book, — saying, when I told 
him it would be four good volumes, that that was 
what he had calculated. However, it will not be 
longer than Thackeray’s books, if so long. And I 
don’t see how the sort of thing I want to do could 
have been done briefly. 

I have to be grateful for the gift of “ Brougham’s 
Life,” which will be a welcome addition to my 
means of loiowing the time “ when his ugliness had 
not passed its bloom.” 

Your letter seems to pierce the rainy fog with a 
little sunlight. Cold and clearness are the reverse 
T t, t M what we are usually having here. 

chief con- 
sciousness has been that of struggling 
against inward as well as outward fog; but I 
am now better, and have only been dragged back 
into headachiness by a little too much fatigue from 
visitors. I give you this account as a preface to 
my renunciation of a journey to Dover, which 
would be very delightful, if I had not already 
lost too much time to be warranted in taking a 
holiday. 

Next Saturday we are going to have a party, 
— six to dine, and a small rush of people after 
dinner, for the sake of music. I think it is four 
years at least since we imdertook anything of that 
kind. 

A great domestic event for us has been the ar- 
rival of a new dog, who has all Ben’s virtues, with 
more intelligence, and a begging attitude of irre- 
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sistible charm. He is a dark-brown spaniel. You 
see what infantine innocence we live in! 

Glad you are reading my demigod Milton! We 
also are rather old-fashioned in our light reading 
just now; for I have rejected Heyse’s German 
stories, brand new, in favour of dear old John- 
son’s “ Lives of the Poets,” which I read aloud 
in my old age with a delicious revival of girlish 
impressions. 

The weather, I suppose, is as depressing with 
you as it is here. The low barometer with almost 
constant rain tells unfavourably on us . „ ^ 

1 1 1 Letter to 

whose nervous energy is akeady below 
the mark. 

“ Count no author happy until all his books have 
been written,” is my present version of Solon’s wis- 
dom, and I am more depressed by the possibility 
of what is to come than cheered by the sense of 
what has been already done. You see, I have a 
great talent for anxiety, especially when I am out 
of health. 

Jan. 29. — It is now the last day but one of 
January. I have finished the fourth part — i. e., 
the second volume — of “Middlemarch.” 

The first part, published on December ’ 

has been excellently well received; and the second 
part wiU be pubhshed the day after to-morrow. 
About Christmas, a volume of extracts from my 
works was published, under the title, “ Wise, 
Witty, and Tender Sayings, in Pi’ose and Verse.” 
It was proposed and executed by Alexander Main, 
a young man of thirty, who began a correspond- 
ence with me, by asking me how to pronounce 
Romola, in the summer, when we were at Shotter- 
milL Blackwood proposed that we should share 
the profits, but we refused. 
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I do lead rather a crawling life under these rainy 
fogs and low behaviour of the barometer. But I 

tetter to Mss ^ better, on the whole, though 
saraH^eS just now overdone with the fatigue of 
29 tii:jaa. I8T2. We have been to hear Cole- 

ridge addressing the jury on the Tichborne trial, 
— a very interesting occasion to me. He is a 
marvellous speaker among Englishmen; has an 
exquisitely melodious voice, perfect gesture, and 
a power of keeping the thread of his syntax to the 
end of his sentence, which makes him delightful 
to follow. We are going some other day, if pos- 
sible to hear a cross-examination of Ballantyne’s. 
The digest of the evidence which Coleridge gives 
is one of the best illustrations of the value or value- 
lessness of testimony that could be given. I won- 
der if the world, which retails Guppy anecdotes, 
will be anything the wiser for it. 

To hear of a friend’s illness after he has got well 

letter to joim ^brough it, is the least painful way of 
Kw^wood,^ learning the bad news. I hope that your 
attack has been a pajmient of insurance. 

You probably know what it grieved us deeply 
to learn the other day, — that our excellent friend 
Mr. William Smith is dangerously ill. They 
have been so entirely happy and wrapped up in 
each other that we cannot bear to think of Mrs. 
Smith’s grief. 

Thanks for the list of sales since February 12 th. 
Things are encouraging, and the voices that reach 
us are enthusiastic. But you can understand how 
people’s interest in the book heightens my anxiety 
that the remainder should be up to the mark. It 
has caused me some uneasiness that the third part 
is two sheets less than the first. But Mr. Lewes 
insisted that the death of old Featherstone was the 
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right point to pause at; and he cites your appro- 
bation of the part as a proof that effectiveness is 
secured in spite of diminished quantity. Still it 
irks me to ask 5s. for a smaller amount than that 
already given at the same price. Perhaps I must 
regard the value as made up solely by effectiveness, 
and certainly the book will be long enough, 

I am still below par in strength, and am too 
much beset with visitors and kind attentions. I 
long for the quiet spaces of time and the absence 
of social solicitations that one enjoys in the coun- 
try, out of everybody’s reach. 

I am glad to hear of the pleasure “ Middle- 
march ” gives in your household: that makes quite 
a little preliminary public for me. 

I can understand very easily that the two last 
years have been full for you of other and more 
imperative work than the writing of Letter to Mrs. 
letters not absolutely demanded either 
by charity or business. The proof that 
you still think of mf affectionately is very wel- 
come now it is come, and all the more cheering 
because it enables me to think of you as enjoying 
your retreat in your orange orchard, — your west- 
ern Sorrento, — the beloved Rabbi still beside you. 
I am sure it must be a great blessing to you to 
bathe in that quietude, — as it always is to us 
when we go out of reach of London influences, 
and have the large space of country days to study, 
walk, and talk in. Last year we spent our sum- 
mer months in Surrey, and did not leave England. 
Unhappily the country was not so favourable to 
my bodily health as to my spiritual, and on our 
return to town .1 had an iUness which was the 
climax of the summer’s malaise. That illness 
robbed me of two months, and I have never quite 
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recovered a condition in which the strict duties of 
the day are not felt as a weight. But just now 
we are having some clear spring days, and I am 
in hope of prospering better, the sunshine being 
to me the greatest visible good of life, — what I 
call the wealth of life, after love and trust. 

When I am more at liberty, I will certainly 
read Mr. Owen’s books, if he is good enough to 
send them to me. I desire on all subjects to keep 
an open mind, but hitherto the various phenomena 
reported or attested in connection with ideas of 
spirit-intercourse have come before me here in the 
painful form of the lowest charlatanerie. Take 
Mr. H. as an example of what I mean. I could 
not choose to enter a room where he held a seance. 
He is an object of moral disgust to me ; and noth- 
ing of late reported by Mr. Crookes, Lord Lind- 
say, and the rest, carries conviction to my mind 
that Mr. H. is not simply an impostor, whose pro- 
fessedly abnormal manifestations have varied their 
fashion in order to create a new market, just as 
if they were papier mdche wares or pomades for 
the idle rich. But apart from personal contact 
with people who get money by public exhibitions 
as mediums, or with semi-idiots, such as those who 
make a court for a Mrs. Guppy or other feminine 
personage of that kind, I would not willingly place 
any barriers between my mind and any possible 
channel of truth affecting the human lot. 

The spirit in which you have written in the 
paper you kindly sent me, is likely to teach others 
to rouse them at least to attention in a case where 
you have been deeply impressed. 

I write to you quite openly, dear friend, but 
very imperfectly, for my letters are always writ- 
ten in shi'eds of time. 
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Thanks for the budget of this morning. The 
sales, we think, are very cheering, and we may well 
be content if they continue in the same letter to joim 
ratio. But the Greek proverb about 
the beginning being the half of the 
whole, wants as much defining and excepting from 
as most other proverbs. 

I have just had sent me a copy of the magazine 
“ Fiir die Literatur des Auslandes,” containing a 
review of “ Miss Brooke,” which is satisfactory as 
an intelligent appreciation. It mentions at the 
end the appearance of Mr. Main’s book, “ The 
Sayings.” A Frenchman, apparently accom- 
plished, a M. Landolphe, who has made some 
important translations, is going to translate the 
whole of “ Middlemarch; ” and one of the con- 
tributors to the “ Revue des Deux Mondes ” has 
written for leave to extract Dorothea’s history. 

The Germans are excellent readers of our books. 
I was astonished to find so many in Berlin who 
really knew one’s books, and did not merely pay 
compliments after the fashion of the admirers who 
made Rousseau savage, — running after him to 
pay him visits, and not knowing a word of his 
wilting. 

You and other good readers have spoiled me, 
and made me rather shudder at being read only 
once ; and you may imagine how little satisfaction 
I get from people who mean to please me by say- 
ing that they shall wait till “ Middlemarch ” is 
finished, and then sit up to read it “ at one go-off.” 

We are looking for a country retreat not too 
far from town, so that we may run up easily. 
There is nothing wanting to our happiness except 
that “ Middlemarch ” should be well ended with- 
out growing signs of its author’s debility. 



126 


MAZZINI’S DEATH [the peiory, 


Before I received your letter this morning, I 
was going to write you a word of sympathy, know- 
LettertoMrs ing how deeply you would be feeling 
the death of Mazzini. Such a man 
leaves behind him a wider good than 
the loss of his personal presence can take away. 

“The greatest gift the hero leaves his race, 

Is to liave been a hero.” 

I must be excused for quoting my own words, 
because they are my credo. I enter thoroughly 
into your sense of wealth in having known 
him. 

Brighton does not suit Mr. Lewes. But he was 
near going there for a night a little ’while ago to 
see our friends Mr. and Mrs. William Smith. He 
(the author of “ Thorndale,” dec.) is, I fear, wast- 
ing fatally with orgtnic disease, and we grieve 
much at the too probably near parting of a hus- 
band and wife who have been among the perfectly 
happy couples of the world. She is a charming 
woman, and I wish that you may happen to know 
her. 

Owing to my loss of two months in illness, and 
my infirm health ever since, I have not yet finished 
tettertoMiss the Writing of “ Middlemarch.” This 
payment of 'wintry ai’rears makes one 
isw. prefer the comforts of a London home; 

but we ai’e obliged fo see more company than my 
health is equal to, and for this reason I daresay we 
shall soon migrate. To-day we have been to oui’ 
last morning concert— -or Saturday Pop — held 
on a Friday because of the University boat-race 
to-morrow. These concerts are an easy pleasure 
which we are sorry to part ’with. This is one of my 
bad weeks, owing probably to the change in the 
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weathei” and I am constantly struggling with 
hemicrania and malaise. Even writing this scrap 
of a note is the feather too much, and I must leave 
off. You have known too much of nervous weak- 
ness not to understand this. 

You know already that the thought you give to 
me and my book is a seed of comfort to me. I 
should not like the praise if it were not letter to 
accompanied with the proof that you 
know what I mean, and care the most 
for those elements in my writing which I myself 
care the most for. Try to keep from forecast of 
Dorothea’s lot, and that sort of construction be- 
forehand which makes everything that actually 
happens a disappointment. I need not tell you 
that my book will not present my own feeling about 
human life if it produces on readers whose minds 
are really receptive the impression of blank mel- 
ancholy and despair. I can’t help wondering at the 
high estimate made of “ Middlemarch ” in pro- 
portion to my other books. I suppose the de- 
pi’essed state of my health makes my writing 
seem more than usually below the mark of my de- 
sires, and I am too anxious about its completion 
— too fearful lest the impression which it might 
make (I mean for the good of those who read) 
should turn to nought — to look at it in mental 
sunshine. 

May 8. — I have been reposing for more than a 
week in the hope of getting stronger, — mj^ life 
having been lately a swamp of illness, 
with only here and there a bit of firm 
walking. In consequence of this incessant inter- 
ruption (almost every week having been half nul- 
lified for me so far as my work has been con- 
cerned), I have only finished the fifth book, and 
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have stiU three books to write, — equal to a large 
volume and a half. 

The reception of the book hitherto has been 
quite beyond what I could have believed before- 
hand, people exalting it above everything else I 
have written. Kohn is publishing an English 
edition in Germany; - Duncker is to publish a 
translation; and Harpers pay me £1200 for re- 
printing it in America. 

I am glad to know that you are having a time of 
refreshing in fine scenery, with entire freedom to 
letter to paint. I am in a corresponding state 

S? 4 ttfjSie, relief from the noises and small ex- 
1872 ; ’ citements that break up the day and 

scatter one’s nervous energy in London. 

We have been in our hiding-place about twelve 
days now, and I am enjoying it more and more, — 
getting more bodily ease and mental clearness than 
I have had for the last six months. Our house is 
not in the least beautiful, but it is well situated 
and comfortable, perfectly still, in the middle of a 
garden surrounded by fields and meadows, and yet 
within reach of shops and civilis^ation. 

We managed to get to the Academy one day be- 
fore leaving town. I was dehghted with Walker’s 
picture — wei-e you? — and Mason’s unfi n ished 
Reaper, and a few, very few, others. 

Also we went twice to the opera in order to save 
ourselves from any yearnings after it when we 
should have settled in the country. 

We tell no one our address, and have our letters 
sent on from The Priory. 

We too are in a country refuge, you see, and 

^ Tiie author was subsequently induced to publish “Daniel Deronda** 
and her succeeding works again in the Tauchnitz Edition. Baron Tauch- 
nitz paid £J^50 for “Daniel Deronda.” 



1872] DESCRIPTIONS OF AMERICA 129 


this bit of Surrey, as I daresay you know, is full of 
beauty of the too garden-like sort for which you 
pity us. How different from your lodge 
in the wilderness ! I have read your de- h. b. stowe, 
scription three or four times, — it en- 
chants me so thoroughly; and Mr. Lewes is just 
as much enamoured of it. We shall never see it, 
I imagine, except in the mirror of your loving 
words; but thanks many and warm, dear friend, 
for saying that our presence would be welcome. 
I have always had delight in descriptions of Ameri- 
can forests smce the early days when I read 
“ Atala,” which I believe that you would criticise 
as half unveracious. I dwelt on the descriptions 
in “ Dred ” with much enjoyment. 

Pray give my special thanks to the Professor 
for his letter. His handwritmg, which does really 
look like Ajabic, — a very graceful character, 
surely, — happens to be remarkably legible to me, 
and I did not hesitate over a single word. Some 
of the Words, as expressions of fellowship, were 
very precious to me; and I hold it very good of 
him to write to me that best sort of encouragement. 
I was much impressed with the fact — which you 
had told me — that he was the original of the “ vis- 
ionary boy ” in “ Old Town Folks; ” and it must 
be deeply interesting to talk with him on his ex- 
perience. Perhaps I am inclined, under the influ- 
ence of the facts, physiological and psychological, 
which have been gathered of late years, to give 
larger place to the interpretation of vision-seeing 
as subjective than the Professor would approve. 
It seems difficult to limit — at least to limit with 
any precision — the possibility of confounding 
sense by impressions, derived from inward condi- 
tions, with those which are directly dependent on 
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external stimulus. In fact, the division between 
within and without in this sense seems to be- 
come every year a more subtle and bewildering 
problern. 

Your experience with the planchette is amazing^ 
but that the words which you found it to have 
written were dictated by the spirit of Charlotte 
Bronte is to me (whether rightly or not) so enor- 
mously improbable that I could only accept it if 
every condition were laid bare, and every other 
explanation demonstrated to be impossible. If 
it were another spirit aping Charlotte Bronte, — 
if here and there at rare spots and among people 
of a certain temperament, or even at many spots 
and among people of all temperaments, tricksy 
spirits are liable to rise as a sort of earth-bubbles 
and set furniture in movement, and tell things 
which we either know already or should be as well 
without knowing, — I must frankly confess that 
I have but a feeble interest in these doings, feeling 
my life very short for the supreme and awful reve- 
lations of a more orderly and intelligible kind 
which I shall die with an imperfect knowledge of. 
If there were miserable spirits whom we could help 
— then I think we should pause and have patience 
with their trivial-mindedness ; but otherwise I 
don’t feel bound to study them more than I am 
bound to study the special follies of a particular 
phase of human society. Others, who feel differ- 
ently, and are attracted towards this study, are 
making an experiment for us as to whether any- 
thing better than bewilderment can come of it. At 
present it seems to me that to rest any funda- 
mental part of religion on such a basis is a melan- 
choly misguidance of men’s minds from the true 
sources of high and piue emotion. 
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I am comforted to think that you partly agree 
with me there. 

I have not time to write more than this very 
imperfect fragmentary sketch of only one aspect 
which the question of spirit-communications wears 
to me at present, — being always rather brain- 
weary after my morning’s work, and called for by 
my husband to walk with him and read aloud to 
him. I spend nearly three hours every day in this 
exercise of reading aloud, which, happily, I can 
carry on without fatigue of lungs. Yet it takes 
strength as well as time. 

Mr. Lewes is gone into town to-day, so I have 
an additional hour at liberty, and have been glad 
to be able to send you a letter which is not worth 
anything indeed, but which satisfies my need to 
thank you and the Professor for your sweet friend- 
liness, — very sweet to me, I assure you. Please 
accept my entire frankness as a proof of that high 
value I set on you. And do not call an 5 rthing 
I may have written a prejudice, — it is simply a 
statement of how certain things appear to my in- 
ward eyesight, which I am ready to have rectified 
by more light. 

About photographs — I have «o photograph of 
myself, having always avoided having one taken. 
That makes me seem very selfish in being particu- 
larly glad to get yours. 

Mrs. Fields, with the beautiful face and charm- 
ing manners, sent me a letter a little while ago, 
inviting us in the most tempting way to go to 
Boston. She said that this pretty action was done 
at your prompting, which is just like you as you 
have always shown yourself to me. 

Dear friend, how much you have lived through 
both in the flesh and in the spirit! My experience 
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has been narrow compared with yours. I assure 
you j feel this, so do not misinterpret anything I 
say to you as being written in a flippant or critical 
spirit. One always feels the want of the voice and 
eyes to accompany a letter, and give it the right 
tone. 

You were very good and dear to want to give me 
the pleasure of knowing that the news was good, 
T « M instead of leaving me to my small stock 
hopefulness. Ask Emily to care a 
‘ little even now, with baby on her mind, 
that her old friends are the better for hearing that 
she is well. Four or five months ago it happens 
that I was writing some playfulness about a baby 
and baby’s hair, which is how in print, to appear 
next month. I am not afraid that Emily should 
be revolted by my blasphemy ! 

Mr. Lewes had “ a lovely time ’’ from Saturday 
to Monday at Weybridge. He was feeling lan- 
guid, and yet was tempted to sit at his desk. The 
little change has been very serviceable, and he is 
now bright. 

Our first book, read aloud by me after we came 
down, was Wallace’s “ Eastern Archipelago,” 
which, I think, you had spoken well of to Mr. 
Lewes. It is delightful. The biography of the 
infant ourang-outang alone is worth getting the 
book for. We are now in the middle of Tylor’s 
“ Primitive Culture,” which is worth studying, and 
useful for reference on special points, if you hap- 
pen to want knowledge about the ideas of the sav- 
age tribes. 

Our days go by in delicious peace, unbroken 
except by my little inward anxieties about all un- 
finished work. 

This morning came the joyful news that Ger- 
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trude has a fine healthy baby, — a daughter. We 
have just been saying in oui* walk, that by the end 
of this century our one-day-old grand- Letter to mw. 
daughter will probably be married and 
have children of her own, while we are 
pretty sure to be at rest. This obvious kind of 
wisdom does very well for discourse in the deli- 
cious sunshine as we wander over a hilly, half fern- 
clad, half grassy wilderness called South Park 
from which we can overlook two fertile bosky 
valleys. We like this bit of country better and 
better. As to health, I am not quite so prosperous 
as I was at first ; but to make amends. Sir. Lewes 
is in a good average condition, and only now 
and then has a morning in which he is forced 
to wander about, instead of going to his beloved 
work. We have had much happiness here, much 
sympathy in letters from far-off friends unknown 
in the flesh, and peaceful enjoyment of our occu- 
pations. But we have longed for more con- 
tinuous warmth and brightness, and to-day may 
perhaps be the beginning of that one wanting 
condition. 

The death of that honoured, good creatm’e, Mr. 
William Smith, touched us particularly, because 
of the perfect mai’riage-bond which had tetter to mss 
made the last eleven years of his life un- 
speakably precious both to him and his 
wife. Mr. Lewes offered to go to Brighton to see 
him; but he was so reduced — so very feeble in 
body, though he kept to the last much brightness 
of mind — that Mrs. Smith feared for him the ex- 
citement of seeing friends who came, specially, 
from a distance. 

I like to think that your journey was a success. 
But I had felt sure that unless bad health or bad 
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weather overtook you, both Mrs. Blackwood and 
you must have gi’eat happiness in taking that 
bright, lovely daughter abroad, and 
BMciwood,. watching her iresh impressions. 1 im- 
^ * agine her laudable indignation at the 

crushing of the little lizard! Those little creatures 
darting about the stones seem part of thfr happi- 
ness of Italian sunshine, as the small birds hopping 
after the rain seem part of the moist happiness at 
home. 

I shall send Part VII. in a few days. Since Mr. 
Lewes tells me that the “Spectator” considers 
me the most melancholy of authors, it will per- 
haps be a welcome assurance to you that there is 
no unredeemed tragedy in the solution of the 
story. 

Mr. Lewes examines the newspapers before I 
see them, and cuts out any criticisms which refer 
to me, so as to save me from these spiritual chills, 
— though, alas ! he cannot save me from the physi- 
cal chills which retard my work more seriously. I 
had hoped to have the manuscript well out of my 
hands before we left this place at the end of the 
month, but the return of my dyspeptic troubles 
makes me unable to reckon on such a result. 

It will be a good plan, I think, to quicken the 
publication towards the end; but we feel convinced 
that the slow plan of publication has been of im- 
mense advantage to the book in deepening the im- 
pression it produces. Still I shudder a little to 
think what a long book it will be, — not so long as 
“ Vanity Fair ” or “ Pendennis,” however, accord- 
ing to my calculation. 

How good the articles on French manners and 
domestic life are in “ Maga.” The spirit in which 
they are written is excellent. 
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The manuscript of “ MiddlemarcJi ” bears the follow- 
ing ins cription: 

“ To my dear Husband, George Henry Lewes, in 
this nineteenth year of our blessed union.” 

I am tired of behaving like an ungrateful wretch, 
— making no sign in answer to affectionate words 
which have come to me with cheering 
effect. And I want to tell you and Mr. Mrsf&oss, 
Hall (alas! for the dear old name ^ ep.isz. 
which had such cherished associations) that I long 
too much to see you all at Six-Mile Bottom, to give 
up utterly the prospect of that good. We imagine 
that the place is near Ipswich, which is no more 
than an hour and fifty minutes from London. If 
so, the journey would be easily managed, and 
would be worth taking for the sake of one whole 
day and two half days with you — just as if you 
were the hour nearer, at Weybridge — befoi’e we 
set our faces towards Germany. I am not hope- 
less that we might do that in the second week of 
September, if you are not quite disgusted with the 
thought of me as a person who is always claiming 
pity for small ailments, and also, if Mr. Hall can 
secure me against being shot from the other side of 
the hedge by the Prince of Wales,^ while we are 
discussing plantations. 

I dare not count much on fulfilling any project, 
my life for the last year having been a sort of 
nightmare, in which I have been scrambling on 
the slippery bank of a pool, just keeping my head 
above water. But I shall be the happier for hav- 
ing told you that I delight in the double invitation 
for the sake of the love it assures me of, and that 
I do want to see you all. 

^ Mr. W. H. Bullock had changed his name to Hall 

® The Six-Mile Bottom shooting had been let to H. R. H. that year. 
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You are aU gloriously well, I hope, and Alkie 
looking more and more cherubic and Emily and 
Florence blooming. My best love to all. Particu- 
lar regards to J., and regrets that we were not on 
his route from Brindisi. I read his paper on New 
York with much interest and satisfaction. 

You are often among my imaged companions 
both in dreaming and waking hours. 

We start in search of health this afternoon. Our 
destination, to be reached about the end of next 
letter to Week, is Homburg, where we shall not 
Alex iwte, gamble, but drink the waters and eulti- 

I3tll Sept. 1872. ° , n • 1 

vate repose of mind. 

I am at a very low ebb, and during the last week 
I have run down at a quicker rate into a nervous 
condition in which the chirping of the grasshopper 
— if it were to be heard in these parts — would be 
a noticeable addition to the sounds already irritat- 
ing me. My dear husband, I am thankful to say, 
is in better case, and does everything for me that 
can be done by proxy. I think you can dmne 
something of his — not superhuman but — ex- 
quisitely human goodness. - 

“ Middlemareh ” is done, — all except a small 
finale, which I prefer reserving a little. The rest 
I hope to see the last little proof of at the begin- 
ning of next week. 

It was a delightful surprise to see your hand- 
writing when we went to inquire at the Poste 
Utter to Restante. We had on the whole a 
&i8^hom fortunate journey, and are especially 
Homtog. grateful to Mr. Hall for suggesting 
the route by Treves, where we spent two nights 
and an exquisite day. I was continually reminded 
of Rome when we were wandering in the out- 
skirts in search of the antiquities, and the river 
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banks are a loveliness into the bargain which 
Kome has not. We had even an opportunity 
of seeing some dissipation, for there happened 
to be an excellent circus, where we spent our 
evening. The pretty country through which we 
passed had an additional interest for us about 
Libramont. 

The ah’, the waters, the plantations here, are all 
perfect, - — “ only man is vile.” I am not fond of 
denouncing my fellow-sinners, but gambling being 
a vice I have no mind to, it stirs my disgust even 
more than my pity. The sight of the dull faces 
bending round the gaming-tables, the raking up of 
the money, and the flinging of the coins towards 
the winners by the hard-faced croupiers, the hate- 
ful, hideous women staring at the board like stupid 
monomaniacs, — all this seems to me the most ab- 
ject presentation of mortals grasping after some- 
thing called a good, that can.be seen on the face 
of this little earth. Burglary is heroic compared 
with it. I get some satisfaction in looking on 
from the sense that the thing is going to be put 
down. Hell is the only right name for such 
places. 

It was cruel to find the bitter cold just set in as 
we arrived. For two days we were as cold as in 
clear winter days at Berlin. There are no amuse- 
ments for the evening here, and the pleasure of 
listening to the excellent band in the afternoons 
is diminished by the chillness which makes one 
fear to sit down in the open air. But we like 
being idle, and the days pass easily. 

It is good to have in our memories the two happy 
days at Six-Mile Bottom; and the love that sur- 
rounded me and took care of me there is some- 
thing very precious to believe in among hard-faced 
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strangers. Much gratitude for the anticipated let- 
ter that will come to tell us more news of you 
by-and-by. 

At last I begin a letter which is intended not as 
a payment but as an acknowledgment of debt. It 
, ^ will have at least the recommendation 

requiring no answer. After some 
' ■ perfect autumnal days we are languish- 

ing with headache from two days’ damp and mug- 
giness, and feel it almost as much work as we are 
equal to, to endure our malaise. But on the whole 
we are not sorry that we came to this place rather 
than any other., . On dry days the air is perfect, 
and the watei’s are really an enticing drink. Then 
there is a wood close by where we can wander in 
delicious privacy : which is really better than the 
company here, save and except a few friends whom 
w'e found at first, and who have now moved off 
to Baden. The Kursaal is to me a hell, not only 
for the gambling but for the light and heat of 
the gas, and we have seen enough of its monstrous 
hideousness. There is very little dramatic Stof to 
be picked up by watching or listening. The sad- 
dest thing to be witnessed is the play of a young 
lady, who is only twenty-six years old, and is com- 
pletely in the grasp of this mean, money-making 
demon. It made me cry to see her young fresh 
face among the hags and brutally stupid men 
around her. Next year, when the gambling has 
vanished, the place will be delightful: there is to 
be a subvention from Government to keep up the 
beautiful grounds; and it is likely that there will 
be increase enough in the number of decent visi- 
tors to keep the town tolerably prosperous. One 
attraction it has above other German baths that 
I have seen, is the abundance of pleasant apart- 



1872] GERMAN READING 139 

merits to be had, where one can he as peaceful as 
the human lot allows in a world of pianos. 

We brought no books with us, but have fur- 
nished our table with German books which we 
bought at Frankfort, — from learned writing 
about Menschliche Sprache and Vernunft, down to 
Kotzebue’s comedies, so that we have employment 
for the rainy hours when once om* heads are clear 
of aches. The certainty that the weather is every- 
where else bad, will help our resolution to stay 
here till the 12th at least. In the meantime we 
hope to have the proof of the finale to “ Middle- 
march.” 

I am rejoiced to learn from Mr. William’s letter 
that Mr. Simpson has returned from his excursion 
in good condition. That must be a comfort to 
you, both for friendship and for work’s sake. 

We mean to return by Paris, and hope that the 
weather will not drive us away from health and 
pleasure-seeking xmtil the end of the month. I 
fear, from the accounts of your Scottish weather, 
that you will have enjoyed Strathtyrum less than 
usual, and will be resigned to Edinburgh before 
your proper time. How one talks about the 
weather! It is excusable here, where there is no 
grave occupation, and no amusement for us, who 
don’t gamble, except seeking health in walks and 
water drinking. 

I had meant to write to you again from Ger- 
many, but I was hindered from doing so by the 
uncertainty of our plans, which vaeil- Letter to 
lated between further wanderings in 
South Germany and the usual dreary 
railway journe 3 fing by Strasburg to Paris. As 
it was, we left Homburg on the 13th, and had 
ten days of delicious autumnal weather and quie- 
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tude at Stuttgart and Carlsruhe, — ten days which 
made the heart of our enjoyment. We still hesi- 
tated whether we should go to Augsburg, and even 
Munich, making otir way home through Germany 
and Belgium, and turning our shoulders on Paris. 
Our evil genius persuaded us to go to Paris, and 
to make the journey by night, — whence came 
headache and horrible disgust with the shops of 
the Rue de la Paix and the Boulevard. After 
going to Versailles in the rain, seeing the sad ruins 
of the Hotel de Ville, missing the Theatre Fran- 
9ais, and getting “ Patrie ” in exchange, we rushed 
away to this place, where we are trying to recover 
the sense of benefit from our change, which for- 
sook us on quitting old Germany. We have an 
affinity for what the world calls “ dull places,” 
and always prosper best in them. We are sure 
to be at home next week, and I hope before long 
to have some news of you there, — some dear faces 
coming to bring it. We shall linger here a few 
days, and take a favourable time for crossing, but 
our patience will hardly last beyond Friday. 

We returned yesterday evening from six weeks’ 
absence in Germany, and I found your dear, sad 

tetter to Mrs among the many awaiting me. I 

prize very highly the fact that you like 
to write to me and bear me in your mind 
as one who has a certain fellowship in your sor- 
row; and I do trust that this letter may reach 
you in time to prevent you from thinking, even 
for a moment, that I could be indifferent about 
responding to any word you send me. I shall 
address it to the care of Blackwood & Sons, be- 
cause I imagine you to be by this time in Edin- 
burgh vdth that delightful friend Mrs. Stirling, 
whom I had much kindness from many years ago. 



1872] AUTHOR OF “THORNDALE” 141 

when I was on a visit to Mr. and Mrs. George 
Combe. She took me to hear Dr. Guthrie and 
Dr. Candlish, and through her I saw Craigcrook. 
I like to think of those hours and her pleasant 
talk. 

Mr. Lewes, I am thankful to say, has been get- 
ting more robust for the last two years, and is 
very bright and active. I think there is hardly 
any one left to whom he would so w illin gly have 
written or talked about the subjects which are fill- 
ing his mind, as that dear one who has gone from 
your side, but is perpetually present in your con- 
sciousness. To-day I have been reading the memo- 
rial article in “ Blackwood,” and have been hop- 
ing that there is nothing in it which jars on your 
feeling. Everybody will think as I do, — that the 
bits from your pen are worth all the rest. I have 
been especially moved, though, by the two stanzas 
quoted at the end. Mr. Lewes judges that the 
writer of the article did not personally know your 
husband, and wishes that more special touches had 
been given. I know, dear friend, that the soi’row 
is irremediable; but the pain — the anguish — will 
become less sharp, and life will be less difficult. 
You will think of things to do such as he would 
approve of your doing, and every day will be 
sacred with his memory, — nay, his presence. 
There is no pretence or visionariness in saying that 
he is still part of you. Mr. Lewes sends his affec- 
tionate regards, which you will not reject. We 
mention your name to each other with a certain 
tenderness, as if your sorrow somehow belonged 
to bur love for each other. But I hardly dare to 
think of what these words which I have written 
mean. Sometimes in the midst of happiness I cry 
suddenly at the thought that there must come a 
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parting. Are not you and I very near to one 
another? — - 1 mean in feeling. . 

On Thursday evening we arrived at home, and 
found your letter awaiting us as one of the signs 
that the thought of us had remained 
behind in some good hearts while we 
were away. This morning our debt to 
you has risen by all the value of your second 
letter, — no slight value in a world which is apt 
to give praise in general, and remember nothing 
in particular which merited the praise. I think 
I have told you before that I care for the finger 
pointing to the right passage more than for any 
superlative phrases; and your finger points well. 

I have finished my book ( “ Middlemarch ” ) , 
and am thoroughly at peace about it, — not be- 
cause l am convinced of its perfection, but because 
I have lived to give out what it was in me to give, 
and have not been hindered by illness or death 
from making my work a whole, such as it is. 
When a subject has begun to grow in me, I suffer 
terribly until it has wrought itself out, — become 
a complete organism; and then it seems to take 
wing and go away from me. That thing is not 
to be done again, — that life has been lived. I 
could not rest with a number of unfinished works 
on my mind. When they — or rather, when a con- 
ception has begun to shape itself in written words, 
I feel that it must go on to the end before I can 
be happy about it. Then I move away and look 
at it from a distance without any agitations. 

I am going now to bathe my mind in deep 
waters, — going to read Mr! Lewes’s manuscript 
(“ Problems of Life and Mind ”), which has been 
storing itself up for me, and to take up various 
studies which have been to sleep since I have found 
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my stren^h hardly enough for “ Middlemarch.” 
I easily sink into mere absorption of what other 
minds have done, and should like a whole life for 
that alone. 

This is an egotistic note, such as your warm 
sympathy has the blame of luring me into. You 
will not count the I’s, — which judicious persons 
make a rule of cutting out from their manuscript, 
when it is meant for critical readers. Good-bye, 
dear friend. 

I am uncomfortably haunted by the fear that in 
writing rather hurriedly to you by lamplight one 
evening, when the dizziness of the sea- 
passage had not quite subsided, I either ^ex. Main, 
left out words which I had meant to “v.isa. 
write, or put in such as very meagrely represented 
my regard for you, and — what I was still more 
anxious to tell you of — the intense comfort I 
have found in the response which your mind has 
given to every “ deliverance ” of mine. Whatever 
I wrote then, please translate into this assurance: 
that the thought of your letters, with all the evi- 
dence they contain of no smallest elfort on my 
part at truthful expression being thrown away, 
has been a sustainment to me quite next to that 
of my husband’s sympathy. If I failed to say 
that quite clearly, I should fail in what is to me 
a very sweet and precious duty, — a chief act of 
religion. Do you remember those words of Ajax 
which I put into English as a motto for a chapter 
in “ Felix Holt ” ? ^ That is what I mean by a 
chief act of religion. 

^ “Yea, it becomes a man 
To cherish memory, where he had delight; 

For kindness is the natural birth of kindness- 
Whose soul records not the great debt of joy, 

Is stamped for ever an ignoble man/’ 

Sophocles : Ajax* 
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Please let the consciousness of this good you 
have been to me count as some balance against 
cares which I feel sure that you have had as your 
frequent companions. I am confident that your 
emotions recognise this logic of inferring your 
comfort from another’s good. 

There is nothing else I wanted to say, but I 
could not resist my longing to rectify any over- 
sight in my former letter which might leave my 
gratitude unexpressed. 

We are in our usual train of home procedures, 
—• thinking, reading, talking much ew tete-a-Ute, 
and hoping that there ai'e many others in the world 
who are as happy as we are. One rs too sure of 
the many who are not at all happy. Do you not 
take great interest in the tremendous European 
change which is being prepared by the new atti- 
tude of Common Labour ? The centre of gravity 
is slowly changing, and will not pause because 
people of taste object to the disturbance of their 
habits. 

I found a letter from dear Mrs. William Smith 
on my return, and I have had another since in 
, X. . „ answer to mine. It is inevitable that 

Peter Taylor, her sense 01 loss snomd deepen tor some 

I9t3l3Sf0V. m2. .. . T 1 * i.t X 1 

time to come. I am hoping that by- 
and-by active interests will arise to make her feel 
that her life is useful. 

The article in “Blackwood” was chiefly valu- 
able for the extracts it contained from Mrs. Smith’s 
own memoir. One felt that the writer of the 
article had not known Mr, William Smith per- 
sonally, but her sketches did something to supply 
that defect. Mr. Lewes felt a peculiar attach- 
ment to him. He had always been thoroughly 
sympathetic, both morally and intellectually, and 
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it was a constant regret to us that he and Mrs. 
Smith were so far away. There was no man with 
whom Mr. Lewes would have found it so pleasant 
to discuss questions of science and philosophy, — 
his culture was so rare, and his disposition so 
free from littleness : and his wife was worthy of 
him. 

Gertrude’s little Blanche is a charming young 
lady, ^ — fat, cooing, and merry. It is a great 
comfort to see her with this hope fulfilled, — I 
mean, to see Gertrude with her hope fulfilled, and 
not Blanche, as the grammar seemed to imply. 
That small person’s hopes are at present easy of 
fulfilment. 

We have made hut one expedition since our re- 
turn, and that was to see the pictures at Beth- 
nal Green, — altogether a cheering and delightful 
sight. Of course you saw them long ago. The 
Troyon is my favourite. 

I will impute your total silence towards me for 
many, many months to your preoccupation with 
the work now announced, and will not 
believe that a greeting from me 
time of the year will be less welcome 
than of old. I remember that last year one of 
your prettily expressed wishes was that I should 
write another book and — I think you added — 
send it to you to read. On the strength of this 
remembrance, you will be one of the three excep- 
tional people to whom we order “ Middlemarch ” 
to be sent. But do not write to me about it, be- 
cause until a book has quite gone away from me, 
and become entirely of the non-ego, — gone thor- 
oughly from the wine-press into the casks, — I 
vjould rather not hear or see anything that is said 
about it. 

VOL. XX — 10 
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Cara sent me word that you were looking, as 
usual, very pretty, and showing great energy on 
interesting occasions. But this was two months 
ago, and some detailed news from yourself would 
be a delightful gift. 

I am getting stronger, and showing some meagre 
benefit from being indulged in all possible ways. 
Mr. Lewes makes a martyr of himself in writing 
all my notes and business letters. Is not that being 
a suWime husband? For all the while there are 
studies of his own being put aside, — studies which 
are a seventh heaven to him. 

Is there any one who does not need pa- 
tience? For when one’s outward lot is perfect, 
the sense of inward imperfection is the more 
pressing. 

You are never long without entering into my 
thoughts, though you may send nothing fresh to 
feed them. But I am ashamed of expressing re- 
gard for my friends, since I do ho earthly thing 
for them. 

A kiss to you on your birthday ! — with grati- 
tude for your delightful letter, such as only you 
» ^ can write me. How impossible it is to 

ZMHffTlSTZ 

Sometimes it seems a little while since 
you and I were walking over the Radford fields, 
with the youth in our limbs, talking and laughing 
with that easy companionship which it is difficult 
to find in later life. I am busy now reading Mr. 
Lewes’s manuscript, which has been accumulating 
fast during my “ Middlemarch ” time. Did I tell 
you that in the last two years he has been master- 
ing the principles of mathematics? That is an 
interesting fact, impersonally, at his age. Old 
Professor Stowe — Mrs. H. B. Stowe’s husband 
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— sent me this story, which is almost better than 
Topsy. He heard a schoolmaster asking a little 
black girl the usual questions about creation, — who 
made the earth, the sea, &c. At last came, “ And 
who made you? ” Some deliberation was neces- 
sary, after which she said, “Nobody; I was so 
afore” I Expect to be immensely disappointed 
with the close of “ Middlemarch.” But look back 
to the Prelude. I wish I could take the wings of 
the morning every now and then to cheer you with 
an hour’s chat, such as you feel the need of, and 
then fly back on the wings of the wind. I have 
the most vivid thoughts of you, almost like a 
bodily presence; but these do you no good, 
since you can only believe that I have them, — 
and you are tired of believing after your work is 
done. 

Before your letter came, Mr. Lewes had been 
expressing to me his satisfaction (and he is very 
hard to satisfy with articles on me) in , „ ^ 

the genuineness oi judgment, wise mod- 
eration, and excellent selection of points 
in “ Maga’s ” review of “ Middlemarch.” I have 
just now been reading the review myself, — Mr. 
Lewes had meant at first to follow his rule of not 
allowing me to see what is written about myself, 

— and I am pleased to find the right moral note 
struck everywhere, both in remark and quotation. 
Especially I am pleased with the writer’s sensi- 
bility to the pathos in Mr. Casaubon’s character 
and position, and with the discernment he shows 
about Bulstrode. But it is a perilous matter to 
approve the praise which is given to our own 
doings. 

I think that such an article as that which you 
hint at on the tone of the Bar is very desirable. 
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We are usually at one on points of feeling. Is it 
not time now to insist that ability and not lying 
is the force of a barrister, — that he has not to 
make himself a bad actor in order to put a case 
well, but to get the clearness and breadth of vision 
which will enable him to handle the evidence effec- 
tively? Untruthfulness usually ends by making 
men foolish. I have never read “ Spiritual Wives,” 
but judging from the extracts which have come 
before me, it must be a nasty book. Still, if people 
will be censors, let them weigh their words. I 
mean that the words were unfair by the dispro- 
portionateness of the condemnation which every- 
body with some conscience must feel to be one of 
the great difficulties in denouncing a particular 
person. Every unpleasant dog is only one of 
many, but we kick him because he comes in our 
way, and» there is always some want of distribu- 
tive justice in the kicking. 

I shall be agreeably surprised if there is a re- 
spectable subscription for the four volumes. Al- 
ready the numbers taken have been satisfactorily 
large, considering the indisposition of the public 
to buy books by comparison with other wares, and 
especially to buy novels at a high price. I fancy 
every private copy has done duty for a circle. 
Friends of mine in the country have implied that 
they lent their copies to all the readers in their 
neighbourhood. A little fuss of advertisement, 
together with the reviews, will perhaps create a 
few more curious inquirers after the book, and 
impress its existence on the slower part of the 
reading world. But really the reading world is, 
after all, very narrow, as, according to the “ Spec- 
tator,” the “ comfortable ” world also is, — the 
world able to give away a sovereign without pinch- 
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ing itself. Those statistics just given about in- 
comes are very interesting. 

A thousand thanks for your kind interest in our 
project, and for the trouble you have taken in our 
behalf. I fear the land buying and build- tetter to 
ing^ IS likely to come to nothing, and iituBec. isn. 
our construction to remain entirely of the aerial 
sort. It is so much easier to imagine other people 
doing wise things than to do them one’s self! 
Practically, I excel in nothing but paying twice 
as much as I ought for everything. On the whole, 
it would be better if my life could be done for me, 
and I could look on. However, it appears that the 
question of the land at Shere may remain open 
until we can discuss it with you at Weybridge; 
and there is no telling what we may not venture on 
with your eyes to see through. 

But, oh dear, I don’t like anything that is 
troublesome under the name of pleasure. 

I have had the news that you are safely landed 
at Pooree, so now I can write with some courage. 
I have got some comfort^ — I trust it is 
not false comfort — out of the proba- ^ngreve, ' 
bility that there will be much good 
mingled with the evil of this winter’s exile for you. 
You must be the richer for it mentally, and your 
health may be the better, — and then, you will be 
back again in the late spring. In this way I make 
myself contented under the incompleteness of our 
life without you, and I am determined not to 
grumble at my share of the loss which falls so sadly 
on Dr. Congreve and the children. Dr. Congreve 
kindly let me know when you had got through the 
trials of the Red Sea, rather better than might 
have been expected; and Sophie tells me that you 

* A site offered near Shere, in Surrey. 
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speak of the brilliant colouring in your new world 
as quite equal to any description y^ou had read. Be- 
yond that aU is a blank to me except the fact of 
your arrival at Pooree, and all my feeling is taken 
up with the joy there must have been in the meet- 
ing with Mr. Geddes. You find it very difficult to 
write in the heat, — so don’t make the thought of 
me disagreeable by associating it with a claim on 
you for a letter. I will be grateful for scraps from 
your correspondence with home, and wait for my 
turn when you come back to us. For ourselves, we 
think our little grand-daughter, Blanche, the per- 
fection of a baby. She is, dispassionately speak- 
ing, very pretty, and has a cooing, chanting song 
of her own which it makes me happy to hear. Mr. 
Lewes goes on at his writing with as much interest 
as ever, and is bringing the first part of his work 
into its final shape. Since we came home I have 
been reading his manuscript, which has been piling 
itself up in preparation for my leisure, and I have 
been wearing my gravest philosophic cap. Al- 
together we are dangerously happy. You remem- 
ber Mrs. Blank of Coventry? You know hers was 
another name for astonishing cleverness in that 
town. Now, of course, she is old, and her cleverness 
seems to have a mouldy flavour. Apropos of the 
seventh book of “ Middlemareh ” — which you 
may not have read, but never mind — Mrs. Blank, 
having lain awake all night from compassion for 
Bulstrode, said, “ Poor, dear creature, after he had 
done so much for that wretch, sitting up at night 
and attending on him! and I don’t believe it was 
the brandy that killed him: and what is to be- 
come of Bulstrode now, — he has nobody left but 
Christ! ” I think this is worth sending to India, 
you see: it is a little bit of old Coventry life that 
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may make you and Emily laugh with all the more 
lively memory in the midst of your strange scenery. 
But there is a hovering terror while I write to you 
from far off, lest my trivialities should fin d you 
when you are HI or have some cause for being sad. 
In any case, however, you will take my letter for 
a simple proof that I dwell on you and Emily as 
images constantly present in my mind, and very 
often moving to the foreground in my contempla- 
tion. Mr. Lewes is one with me in many affection- 
ate thoughts about you, and your names are often 
on our lips. We are going to pass the Christmas 
week with our friends at Weybridge; and I shall 
be glad to escape the London aspects of that 
season,- — aspects that are without any happy 
association for me. Mr. Lewes has just been in 
to speak to me, and begs me to say that he hopes 
haby is raised to the w** power. You see the lofty 
point of view from which he regards the world at 
present. But there is enough of the sap of affec- 
tion in him to withstand all the dryness of the 
dryest mathematics, and he has very hearty re- 
gards for you all, including Mr. Geddes, not as 
a matter of course, but with special emphasis. 
Good-bye, dear, dear friend. May it give you 
some little satsfaction to think of me as yours 
always lovingly. 

Your letter was very welcome to me. I wanted 
to know how you were : and I think that I discern 
in your words some growth of courage 
to face the hard task — it is a hard task 
— of living a separate life. I reckon it 
a great good ^o me that any wTiting of mine has 
been taken into companionship by you, and seemed 
to speak with you of your own experience. Thank 
you for telling me of that. 
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This weather, w'hich is so melancholy in the pri- 
vation it must cause to those who are worst off 
in the world, adds a little weight to everybody’s 
griefs. But I trust that you find it a comfort, not 
an oppression, to be among friends who make a 
little claim on your attention. When you go to 
How, please tell me all about the place, and whom 
you have near you, because I like to be able to 
imagine your circumstances. 

I have been, and am still, reading Mr. Lewes’s 
manuscript, — and I often associate this with your 
dear husband, to whom I imagine mine w'ould have 
liked to send his proofs when the matter had 
reached the printing stage. 

We are both very well, and Mr. Lewes is enjoy- 
ing his morning at his desk. He likes very much 
to be included in your love, and has always thought 
you one of the most charming women among our 
acquaintance. Please not to say that he has bad 
taste in women. We both cherish very tender 
thoughts of your sorrow, dear friend. Let me 
always be assured that you think of me as yours 
atfectionately. 

We have to thank you for two things especially. 
First, for the good bargain you have made for 
letter to “ IMiddlemarch ” wdth Australia; and 

seeondh'', for the trouble you have kindly 
taken with the MS., which has come to 
us safely in its fine Russian coat. 

The four volumes, we imagine, must have been 
subscribed long ago; and we should be glad to 
know,^ if it were convenient, — perhaps even if it 
were inconvenient, — what are the figures repre- 
senting the courage of “ the trade ” in the matter 
of a 42s. novel, which has already been well 
distributed. 



1872] 


CHRISTMAS PLEASURES 


153 


We both hope that your health is well confirmed, 
and that you are prepared for Christmas pleasures, 
among which you would probably, like Caleb 
Garth, reckon the extra “ business ” which the 
jolly season carries in its hinder waUet. 
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SUMMARY OF CHAPTER XVI 


JANUARY, 1869 , TO DECEMBER, 187 £ 


Poem on Agatiia — Reading on Philology, “Iliad,” ‘‘Faery Queen,” 
Clough’s Poems, Bright’s Speeches, “Volpone,” Lecture by Sir Wm. 
Thomson — Writing *'How Lisa loved the King” — Browning and Rector 
of Lincoln on \*ersification — Letter to Miss Hennell — Browning’s 
“ Elisha ” — Fourth visit to Italy Two months away — Letter to Mrs. 
Congreve from Paris — Dr. Congreve’s Reply to Professor Huxley in 
“Fortnightly” — Meeting in Rome with Mrs. Bullock and Mr. and Mrs. 
Cross — Letter to Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe — Effect of books — Re- 
ligion of tlie future — Arrival of Thornton Lewes from Natal — Letter 
to Mrs. Congreve — Marriage engagements of Mr. Beesly, Mr. Frederic 
Harrison, and Dr. Clifford Ailbutt — Finished five “Sonnets on Child- 
hood” — Letter to Mrs. Stowe — “Old Town Folks” — Presentation of 
alien religious convictions — Spiritualism — Reading Drayton and Grote 

— Writing Introduction to “Middlemarch” — Reading Theocritus — 
Burne-Jones’s Pictures •— Reading Littre on Comte — Sainte-Beuve — 
Thornton Lewes’s continued illness — Visit to Mrs. Cross at Weybridge — 
Reading for “ Middlemarch ” — Asks Mrs. Congreve to get information 
alx)ut provincial hospitals — letter to Miss Henneli — The Byron Scandal 

— Byron a vulgar-minded genius — The Kovilevskys — “ Legend of J ubal ” 
begun — Mr. W. G. Clark — Reading Max Miiller, Lecky, and Herbert 
Spencer — Death of Thornton Lewes — Letter to Miss itennell describ- 
ing month’s ^isit to Limpsfield — ^l^tter to Airs. Congreve — Mr. Doyle 

— Ijetter to F. Harrison on the Positivist Problem — Aversion to personal 
statements — Shrinking from deliverances — Letter to Miss Henneli on 
Charles HennelFs “ Inquiry ” — Letter to Mrs. Congreve from Berlin — 
Sees Mommsen, Bunsen, and Du Bois Reymond — Visit to Vienna — Re- 
turn to London — Three days* visit to the Rector of Lincoln College, Ox- 
ford, and Mrs. Pattison — Meets Sir Benjamin Brodie — Professor Raw- 
linson and Professor Phillips — Dr. RoIIeston and the Miss Gaskells, and 
Miss Arnold — Air, Jowett, Professor Henry Smith, and Mr. Fowler — 
Rereading Grove “On the Correlation of the Physical Forces” — Letter 
to Aliss Heniiell — Dickens’s death, and his story of President Lincoln — 
Letter to Mine. Bodichon — Visit to Cromer — Growing dislike of migra- 
tory life — Letter to Airs, Lytton on the death of I^rd Clarendon — 
Danger of women living too exclusively in the affections — Reading Men- 
delssohn’s letters — From Cromer to Harrogate and Whitby — Aleets Mrs. 
ikirne-Jones there — ‘‘Arrugart” begun — Three weeks’ visit to Limps- 
field — Letter to Atiss Henneli on the beginning of the war between Gei'- 
many and France — Jowett’s “Plato” — Letter to Alme. Bodichon — 
The French nation — “Armgart” finished at Limpsfield — Return to the 
Priory — Letter to Miss Henneli — A popular preacher — Growing in- 
fluence of ideas — Goethe’s contempt for Revolution of 1830 — Letter to 
Alme. Bodichon on the faults of one’s friends — Letter to Mrs. Congreve 

— Industrial schemes — Greater cheerfulness — Frederic Harrison on 
Bismarckisin — Writing “Aliss Brooke ” — Reading Wolf’s “Prolegom- 
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ena to Homer” and “Wilhelm Meister’* — Visit to Mme. Bodiehon at 
Eyde — Letter to Miss Heimell Ritualism at Ryde — Brutalising effect 
of German war — Trollope’s “Sir Hariy Hotspur” — Limits of woman’s 
constancy — Letter to M. D’ Albert — Miss Bury’s engagement to Mr. 
Geddes — Letter to Mrs. Peter Taylor — Three and a half months’ visit 
to Petersfield — Mode of life — Letter to Mme. Bodiehon — ■ Lowell’s 
“My Study Windows” — “Diethelm von Buchenberg” in “Deutscher 
Novellenschatz ” — Letter to Mrs. Congreve — Mrs. Geddes’s marriage 
— Letter to John Blackwood — ReKnquishment of Scott Commemora- 
tion — Captain Lockhart — Letter to John Blackwood on MS. of “Middle- 
march” — Visit from Tennyson — Letter to Mrs. Ljffton on death of her 
son — Letter to Miss Mary Cross on story in “Macmillan’s Magazine” — 
Letter to Mrs. Peter Taylor — Suffering from cold — Got’ s acting — Crystal 
Palace music — Letter to Mrs. Bray^ — Delight in intellectual activity — 
Letters to Alex. Main — Letter to Mrs. Congreve — Enjoyment of Cher- 
rimans — ^ Letter to M. D’ Albert — Letter to John Blackwood — Letter 
to Alex. Main — Visit to W^eybridge — Mr. Main, the collector of the 
“Sayings” — Reception of “Middlemarch” — Letters to Miss Henneli ^ — 
Foster’s “Life of Dickens” — Low health — Letter to Alex. Main — 
Tichborne trial — Letters to John Blackwood — Pleased with the “Say- 
ings ” — Visit to Weybridge — Length of “Middlemarch ” — Letter to 
Mrs, Congreve — Reading Johnson’s “Lives of the Poets” — Finished 
second volume of “Middlemarch” — Letter to Mrs. Stowe — Spiritual- 
istic phenomena — Letter to John Blackwood — German and French in- 
terest in “Middlemarch” — ^ Asher’s edition — German readers — Letter 
to Mrs. Peter Taylor on death of Mazzini — Letter to Miss Henneli — 
Low health — Characters in “Middlemarch” — Letter to Mrs. Stowe — 
Spirit communications — Letter to Mrs. Congreve on Wallace’s “Eastern 
Archipelago” — Tylor’s “Primitive Culture” — Letter to John Black- 
wood —“Middlemarch” finished — Letter to Mrs. Cross on invitation 
to Six-Mile Bottom, Cambridge — Letter to Alex. Main — Month’s visit 
to Homburg — Letter to Mrs. Cross — Treves — On gambling at Ham- 
burg — Letter to John Blackwood • — Play of a young lady at Homburg — ■ 
German reading — Letter to Mrs. Cross "from Boulogne — Letter to Mrs. 
Wm. Smith of condolence on loss of her husband — Memorial article on 
Mr. Wm. Smith — On finishing “Middlemarch” — Letter to Mrs. Peter 
Ta^^lor on Mr. W^m. Smith — Letters to Mss Henneli — Presentation 
copies of “Middlemarch” — Mr. Lewes studying mathematics — Letter 
to John Blackwood — “Maga’s” review of “Middlemarch” — Tone of 
the Bar — Letter to J. W. Cross on building a house at Shere — Letter to 
Mrs. Congreve — Happiness — Story of Coventry lady and Bulstrode — 
Letter to Mr. Simpson — MS. of “Middlemarch.” 



CHAPTER XVII 



JTAN. 1. — At the begimiing of December, the 
# m eighth and last book of “ Middlemarch ” was 
published, the three final numbers having 
been published monthly. No former book of mine 
has been received with more enthusiasm, — not even 


“Adam Bede;” and I have received 

JfonjniEl? ,1 1 ' 1 .* j* 

many deeply affecting assurances of its 
influence for good on individual minds. Hardly 
anjdhing could have happened to me which I could 
regard as a greater blessing, than the growth of 
my spiritual existence W'hen my bodily existence is 
deeajdng. The merely egoistic satisfactions of 
fame are easily nullified by toothache, and that has 
made my chief consciousness for the last week. 
This morning, when I was in pain, and taking a 
melancholy breakfast in bed, some sw’^eet-natured 
creature sent a beautiful bouquet to the door for 
me, bound round with the written wish that “ Every 
year may be happier and happier, and that God’s 
blessing may ever abide with the immortal author 
of ‘ Silas Marner.’ ” Happily my dear husband is 
well, and able to enjoy these things for me. That 
he rejoices in them is my most distinct personal 
pleasure in such tributes. 

Your affectionate greeting to me and Mr. Lewes 
w'as very sw'eet to our feelings. We found it on 
letter to our retum from the country, w'here we 

had been to spend our Christmas. Un- 
happily, I brought back a sad face-ache 
from cold, which has since turned into sore-throat, 
and has kept me a dolorous prisoner, occupied 
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chiefly in bearing pain. This is my small share of 
the world’s sorrow. In aU other respects we are 
as happy as even your generous regard could desire 
us to be. For Mr. Lewes’s health is just now un- 
troubled, and with those who are nearest to us all is 
well. 

Until this evening I have not felt equal to writ- 
ing even a brief note ; but now that I am a little 
reheved, my first desire is to thank you for a whole 
year’s sympathy, of which your last letter was the 
closing chord. I trust that it will always be a sat- 
isfactory thought to you that you came as a cheer- 
ing faith-creating influence to me when I was 
writing “ Middlemarch ” under all the obstructions 
of feeble health, occasionally even of illness that 
made me fear lest I should never be able to carry 
out my conception. Always, a letter from you 
gave me pi’oof that I had made myself understood, 
and that no care to say the right word would be 
thrown away. Amid all the irremediable trials of 
existence, men and women can nevertheless greatly 
help each other; and while we can help each other 
it is worth while to live. Let it increase your con- 
fidence in this sort of value which your life may 
always have, that you have really helped me simply 
by writing out your thoughts and feelings to me. 

A week or two ago I had a letter from some cor- 
ner of London, beginning “ I am a lawyer’s clerk, 
young and poor and ignorant,” and ending with a 
prayer for a cheaper edition of “ Middlemarch,” 
“ but not too cheap,” lest paper and print should 
be bad — and men of the writer’s class were will- 
ing to pinch for the sake of paying for a book they 
wanted. You may imagine that I am more en- 
couraged by such a letter than by many laudatory 
notices. 
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It was very pleasant to have your greeting 
on the New Year, though I was keeping its 
advent in melancholy guise. I am re- 
lieved now from the neuralgic part of 
3d jaa. Z8t3. ailment, and am able to write some- 
thing of the hearty response I feel to your good 
wishes. 

We both hope that the coming year may con- 
tinue to you all the family joys which must make 
the core of your happiness, without underrating 
golf and good contributors to “Maga.” Health 
has to be presupposed as the vehicle of all other 
good, and in this respect you may be possibly 
better off in ’73 than in ’72, for I think you have 
had several invalidings within the last twelve 
months. 

Mr. Langford wrote yesterday that he knew of 
an article on “ Middlemarch ” being in preparation 
for the “ Times,” which certainly was never before 
so slow in noticing a book of mine. Whether such 
an article will affect the sale favourably seems 
eminently uncertain, and can only complicate Mr. 
Simpson’s problem. 

We have been glad to welcome our good friend, 
Mr. Anthony Trollope, after his long absence. 
He is wonderfully full of life and energy, and will 
soon bring out his two thick volumes on Australian 
colonies. 

My friendly Dutch publishers lately sent us a 
handsome row of volumes, George Eliot’s “ Ro- 
mantische Werke,” with an introduction, in which 
comparisons are safely shrouded for me in the haze 
of Dutch, so that if they are disadvantageous, I 
am not pained. 

Please give my best mshes for the coming year 
to Mr. William Blackwood. 
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At last I break my silence, and thank you for 
your kind care about me. I am able to enjoy my 
reading at the corner of my study fire, 
and am at that unpitiable stage of ill- 
ness which is counterbalanced by extra 
petting. I have been fearing that you too may 
be imdergoing some malaise oi a kindred sort, and 
I should like to be assured that you have quite 
got through the troubles which threatened you. 

How good you have all been to me, and what a 
disappointing investment of affection I have turned 
out! But those evening drives, which perhaps en- 
couraged the face-ache, have left me a treaspre of 
picture and poetry in my memory quite worth 
paying for, and in these days all prices are high. 

The new year began very prettily for me at half- 
past eight in the morning with a beautiful bouquet, 
left by an unknown at our door, and an inscription 
asking that “ God’s blessing might ever abide with 
the immortal author of ‘ Silas Marner.’ ” 

The signs of your sympathy sent to me across 
the wide water have touched me with the tetter to mss 
more effect because you imply that you taow*^rEoi- 
are young. I care supremely that mj'' 
writing should be some help and stim- 
ulus to those who have probably a long life before 
them. 

Mr. Lewes has carefully read through the ar- 
ticles which were accompanied by your kind letter, 
and he has a high opinion of the feeling and dis- 
cernment exhibited in them. Some concluding 
passages which he read aloud to me are such as I 
register among the grounds of any encouragement 
in looking backward on what I have written, if 
not in looking forward to any future writing. 

Thank you, dear young friend, whom I shall 
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probably never know otherwise than in this spir- 
itual way. And certainly, apart from those rela- 
tions in life which bring daily opportunities of 
lovingness, the most satisfactory of all ties is this 
effective invisible intercourse of an elder mind with 
a younger. 

That quotation in your letter, from Hawthorne’s 
book, offei-s an excellent type, both for men and 
women, in the value it assigns to that order of work 
which is called subordinate, but becomes enno- 
bling b}' being finely done. Yours, with sincere 
obligation. 

P. S. By the way, Mr. Lewes tells me that you 
ascribe to me a hatred of blue eyes, — which is 
amusing, since my own eyes are blue-grey. I am 
not in any sense one of the “ good haters; ” on the 
contrary, my weaknesses all verge towards an ex- 
cessive tolerance and a tendency to melt off the 
outlines of things. 

I am much pleased with the colour and the 
lettering of the guinea edition, and the thinner 

letter to joim P^'Pcr makes it delightfully handy. Let 
ffia^ooa, us hope that some people still want to 
read it, since a iriend of ours, in one 
short railway bit to and fro, saw two persons read- 
ing the paper-covered numbers. Now is the mo- 
ment when a notice in the “ Times ” might possibly 
give a perceptible impulse. 

Kohn, of Berlin, has written to ask us to allow 
him to reprint “The Spanish Gypsy” for £50, 
and we have consented.^ Some "Dresdener, tvho 
has translated poems of Tennyson’s, asked leave 
to translate “ The Spanish Gypsy ” in 1870, but 
I have not heasd of his translation appearing. 

The rain this morning is welcome, in exchange 

^ See footnote, p. 128 . 
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for the snow, which in London has none of its 
country charms left to it. Among my books, wiiich 
comfort me in the absence of sunshine, is a copy of 
the “ Handy Royal Atlas,” which Mr. Lewes has 
got for me. The glorious index is all the more 
appreciable by me, because I am tormented ivith 
German historical atlases which have no index, 
and are covered with names swarming like ants on 
every map. 

The catalogue coming in the other day renewed 
my longing for the cheap edition of Lockhart’s 
novels, though I have some compunction in teasing 
your busy mind with my small begging. I should 
like to take them into the country, where our days 
are always longer for reading. 

I have a love for Lockhart because of Scott’s 
Life, which seems to me a perfect biography. 
How different from another we know of ! 

After your kind words, I will confess that I 
should very much like to have the 
“ Manual of Geography ” by Mackay, 
and Baynes s Port Royal Logic. 

Apropos of the “ Lifted Veil,” I think it wiU 
not be judicious to reprint it at present. I care for 
the idea which it embodies, and which justifies its 
painfulness. A motto which I wrote on it yes- 
terday perhaps is a sufficient indication of that 
idea: — 

“ Give me no light, great heaven, but such as turns 
To energy of human fellowship ; 

No powers save the growing heritage 
That makes completer manhood.” 

But it will be well to put the story in harness 
with some other productions of mine, and not send 
it forth in its dismal loneliness. There are many 
things in it which I would willingly say over again, 

VOL. XX — 11 



162 THE IDEAL OF MARRIAGE '■ I [the PRIORYs 

and I shall nevei’ put them in any other form. 
But we must wait a little. The question is not 
in the least one of money, but of care for the 
best effect of ’vmting, which often depends on 
circumstances, much as pictures depend on light 
and juxtaposition. 

I am looking forward with interest to “ Kenelm 
Chillingly,” and thinking what a blessed lot it is 
to die on just finishing a book, if it could be a 
good one. I mean it is blessed only to quit activ- 
ity when one quits life. 

If I had been quite sure of your address, I should 
have written to you even before receiving your 
letter to Mrs. dear letter, pver which I have been cry- 
hig this morning. The prompting to 
I8W. WTite to you came from my having ten 

days ago read your Memoir — brief yet full — 
of the precious last months before the parting. 
Mrs. P. Taylor brought me her copy as a loan. 
But may I not beg to have a copy of my own? It 
is to me an invaluable bit of writing, — the in- 
spiration of a great sorrow, born of a great love, 
has made it perfect; and ever since I read it, I 
have felt a strengthening companionship from it. 
You will pei’haps think it strange when I tell you 
that I have been more cheerful since I read the 
record of his sweet mild heroism, which threw 
emphasis on every blessing left in his waning life, 
and w^as silent over its pangs. I have even ven- 
tured to lend this copy, which is not my own, to 
a young married woman of whom I am very fond, 
because I think it is an unforgettable picture of 
that union which is the ideal of marriage, and 
w'hich I desire young people to have in their minds 
as a goal. 

It is a comfort in thinking of you that you have 



1873] PLEASURES IN YOUNG LIPE 163 

two lovable 3 "Oung creatures with j^ou. I have 
found quite a new interest in young people since 
I have been conscious that I am getting older; 
and if all personal joy were to go from me as it 
has gone from you, I could perhaps find some 
energy from that interest, and try to teach the 
young. I wish, dear friend, it were possible to 
convej^ to you the sense I have of a great good in 
being permitted to know of your happiness, and 
of having some communion with the sorrow which 
is its shadow. Your words have a conseei’ation 
for me, and my husband shares my feeling. He 
sends his love along with mine. He sobbed with 
something which is a soi't of grief better w'orth 
having than any trivial gladness, as he read the 
printed recoi’d of your love. He, too, is capable 
of that supreme self-merging love. 

This is good new'^s about the guinea edition, but 
I emphatically agi-ee with you that it will be well 
to be cautious in further printing. I Letter to jojm 
wish you could see a letter I had from StSwi’, 
California the other day, apparently 
from a young fellow, and beginning, “ Oh, you 
dear lady! I, who have been a Fred Vincj^ ever 
so long, . . . have played vagabond and ninny 
ever since I knew the meaning of such terms,” 
&c., &c. 

I am sorry to infer, from what you sa})" about 
being recommended to go to a German bath, that 
you have been out of health lately. There reallj'- is 
a good deal of curative virtue in the air, w^aters, and 
exercise one gets at such places; and if the bore- 
dom w’-ere not strong enough to counteract the better 
influences, it would be worth while to endure. 

That phrase of Miss Stuart’s — “ fall flat on the 
world ” — is worth remembering. I should think 
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it is not likely to pi'ove prophetic, if she is at all 
like her cousin, whose fair piquant face remains 
very vividly before me. The older one gets, the 
more one delights in these young things, re joicmg 
in their joys. 

The Ministerial ci’isis interests me, though it 
does not bring me any practical need for thinking 
of it, as it does to jmu. I wish there were some 
solid, philosophical Conservative to take the reins, 
— one who knows the true fmictions of stability in 
human affairs, and, as the psalm says, “ Would 
also practise what he knows,” 

I suppose my hesitation about writing to you 
to tell you of a debt I feel towards you is all van- 
tetter to ity. If you did not know me, you might 
tliink a great deal more of my judg- 
Siardi, i8?3. jg worth, and I should feel 

bold in that possibility. But when judgment is 
understood to mean simply one’s own impression 
of delight, one ought not to shrink from making 
one’s small offering of burnt clay because others 
can give gold statues. 

It would be narroAvness to suppose that an artist 
can only care for the impressions of those who 
knoAV the methods of his art as well as feel its 
effects. Art Avorks for all AA’hom it can touch. 
And I AA’ant in gratitude to tell you that your work 
makes life larger and more beautiful to me. I 
mean that historical life of all the world, in Avhich 
our little personal share often seems a mere stand- 
ing-room from which we can look all round, and 
chiefly backward. Perhaps the Avork has a strain 
of special sadness in it, — perhaps a deeper sense of 
tlie tremendous outer forces Avhich uj'ge us, than 
of the inner impulse toAA^ards heroic struggle and 
achievement; but the sadness is so inAvrought with 
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pure, elevating sensibility to all that is sweet and 
beautiful in the story of man and in the face of the 
earth, that it can no more be found fault with than 
the sadness of mid-day, when Pan is touchy like 
the rest of us. Don’t 5’'ou agree with me that much 
superfluous stuff is written on all sides about 
purpose in art? A nasty mind makes nasty art, 
whether for art or any other sake; and a meagre 
mind will bring forth what is meagre. And some 
effect in determining other minds there must be, 
according to the degree of nobleness or meanness 
in the selection made by the artist’s soul. 

Your work impresses me with the happy sense 
of noble selection and of power determined by re- 
fined sympathy. That is why I wanted to thank 
you in writing, since lip-homage has fallen into 
disrepute. 

I cannot help liking to tell you a sign that my 
delight must have taken a little bit of the same 
curve as yours. Looking, apropos of your picture, 
into the “ Iphigenia in Aulis,” to read the chorus 
you know of, I found my blue pencil-marks made 
seven years ago (and gone into that forgetfulness 
which makes my mind seem very large and empty) , 
— blue pencil-marks made against the dance-lov- 
ing Ivithara and the footsteps of the muses and 
the nereids dancing on the shining sands. I was 
pleased to see that my mind had been touched in 
a dumb way by what has touched yours to fine 
utterance. 

Welcome back to Europe! What a comfort to 
see your handwriting dated from San Remo, — 
to think that Dr. Congreve’s anxieties lettertoMrs. 
about your voyage are at an end, and 
that you are once more in the post which 
is more specially and permanently yours! Mr, 
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Lewes finds fault with your letter for not telling 
enough; but the mere fact of your safety seems 
to fill it quite full for me, and I can think of no 
drawbacks, — not even of the cold, which I hope 
is by this time passing away for you, as it is for 
us. You must be so rich in memories that we and 
our small ordinary news must appear very flat to 
you, but we will submit to be a little despised by 
you if only we can have you with, us again. I have 
never lost the impression of Dr. Congreve’s look 
when he paid us his farewell visit, and spoke of 
Ms anxiety about your voyage, fearing that you 
had started too late; and that impression gives 
me all the keener sympathy with the repose I trust 
he is feeling. About ourselves I have only good 
news to tell. We are happier than ever, and have 
no troubles. We are searching for a country house 
to go to at the end of May or earlier. I long for 
the perfect peace and freedom of the country 
again. The hours seem to stretch themselves there, 
and to hold twice as much thought as one can get 
into them in town, where acquaintances and small 
claims inevitably multiply. 

Imagine us nearty as we were when we last saw 
you, — only a little older, — with unchanged affec- 
tion for you, and undimmed interest in whatever 
befalls you. Do not tax yourself to write unless 
you feel a pleasui’e in that imperfect sort of com- 
munication. I will try not to fear evil if you are 
silent, but you know that I am glad to have some- 
thing more than hope to feed on. 

It gives me a deep satisfaction to think that 
tetter to coiTespondeiice with M. Ritter is 

^ n™t«al good. He is not, I imagine, 

■ a young man; and this makes the re- 
lation between you the more interesting to me. 
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I delight in sweet interchange between an elder 
and a younger life. I am much helped by his 
reception of the Epilogue to “ Middlemarch,” for 
some one had written a half -doubt whether there 
ought to have been an epilogue at all ; and my 
readily echoing distrust had taken up the doubt. 
You will be glad to hear that the guinea form of 
the book goes off with amazing rapidity, — amaz- 
ing, because nobody seems to know anybody else 
who buys books, so that the disappearance of edi- 
tions is a mysterious case of absorption. 

Good-bye. Keep the highest ambition, which 
does n’t mind worn edges to its coat, and is 
bent on the quality rather than the rank of its 
work. 

It was a cordial to me this morning to learn 
that you have the project of going with your young 
friend to Cambridge at the end of the Letter to Mrs. 
autumn. I could not have thought of 
anything better to wish for on your be- 
half, than that you should have the consciousness 
of helping a younger life. I know, dear friend, 
that so far as you directly are concerned with this 
life, the remainder of it can only be patience and 
resignation. But we are not shut up within our 
individual life, and it is one of the gains of ad- 
vancing age that the’ good of j^ung creatures be- 
comes a more definite intense joy to us. With 
that renunciation for ourselves which age inevit- 
ably brings, we get more freedom of soul to enter 
into the life of others: what we can never learn 
they will know, and the gladness which is a de- 
parted sunlight to us is rising with the strength 
of morning to them. 

I am very much intei’ested in the fact of young 
women studying at Cambridge, and I have lately 
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seen a charming specimen of the pupils at Hitchin, 
— a very modest lovely girl, who distinguished 
herself in the last examination. One is anxious 
that in the beginning of a higher education for 
women, the immediate value of which is chiefly 
the social recognition of its desirableness, the stu- 
dents should be favoui'able subjects for experi- 
ment, — girls or young women whose natui’es are 
large and lich enough not to be used up in their 
efforts after knowledge. 

ISIr. Lewes is very well, and goes on working 
joyously. Proofs come in slowly, but he is far 
from being ready with all the manuscript which 
will be needed for his preliminary volume, — the 
material which has long been gathered requii’ing 
revision and suggesting additions. 

Do think it a privilege to have that fine phy- 
sique of yours, instead of a headachy dyspeptic 
frame such as many women drag through life. 
Even in irremediable sorrow it is a sort of blas- 
phemy against one’s suffering fellow-beings to 
think lightly of any good which they would be 
thankful for in exchange for something they have 
to bear. 

May 19. — We paid a visit to Cambridge at the 
invitatioir of Mr. Frederick Myers, and I enjoyed 
Tonmai greatly talking with him and some 
others of the Trinity men. In the even- 
ings we went to see the boat-race, and then re- 
turned to supper and talk, — the first evening with 
Mr. Henry Sidgwick, Mr, Jebb, Mr. Edmund 
Gurney; the second, with young Balfour, young 
Lyttelton, Blr. Jackson, and Edmund Gurney 
again. Mrs. and Miss Huth w’-ere also our com- 
panions during the visit. On the Tuesday morn- 
ing w^e breakfasted at Mr. Henry Sidgwick’s with 
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Mr. Jebb, Mr. W. G. Clark, Mr. Myei’s, and Mrs. 
and Miss Hath. 

May 22. — We went to the Ib’ench play at the 
Princess’s, and saw Plessy and Desclee in “ Les 
idees de Madame Aubray.” I am just finishing 
again Aristotle’s “ Poetics,” which I first read in 
1856. 

Our plans have been upset by the impossibility 
of finding a house in the country that is suitable 
to us; and weariness of being deluded , _ ^ „ 
into journeys oi investigation by lan- cong«ve, . 
ciful advertisements, has inclined Mr. ^ 

Lewes for the present to say that we will go 
abroad. Still I have nothing to tell that is abso- 
lutely settled, and I must ask you, when you re- 
turn, to send a note to this house. If I am in 
England, it will be forwarded to me, and you will 
get a prompt answer. If I am silent, you will 
conclude that I am gone abroad. I think it is at 
the end of June that you are to come home? 

Here we have been wearing furs and velvet, and 
having fires all through the past iveek, chiefly 
occupied by Mr. Lewes and me in a visit to Cam- 
bridge. We were invited ostensibly to see the boat- 
race, but the real pleasure of the visit consisted in 
talking wdth a hopeful group of Trinity young 
men. On Monday we had a clear cold day, more 
like the fine w^eather of midwinter than any tradi- 
tion of May time. I hope that you have had no 
such revisiting of winter at San Remo. How 
much we should enjoy having you wdth us to nar- 
rate everjdhing that has happened to you in the 
last eventful half year! I shall feel the loss of 
this as an immediate prospect to be the greatest 
disadvantage in our going abroad next month — 
if we go. 
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Your last news of Emily and of “ baby’s teeth ” 
is cheerful. “ Baby’s teeth ” is a phrase that en- 
ters much into our life just now. Little Blanche 
had a sad struggle with her first little bit of ivory, 
but she has been blooming again since, and is 
altogether a ravishing child. To-day we have had 
a large collection of visitors, and I have the usual 
Sunday evening condition of brain. But letters 
are so constantly coming and claiming my time to 
answer them, that I get fidgety lest I should neg- 
lect to write to you; and I was determined not 
to let another day pass without letting you have 
a proof that I think of you. When I am silent, 
please believe that the silence is due to feeble- 
ness of body, which narrows my available time. 
Mr. Lew'es often talks of you, and will value 
any wm’d from you about yourself as much as I 
shall. 

Thanks for your letter. What you say of 
“ Romola ” is a great comfort to me. It is a good 
letter to while now since I read the book, but 
^exMate, about two months ago I was looking 
through the Saymgs, and on run- 
ning my eyes over those from “ Romola ” I felt 
some wonder that any one should think I had wu’it- 
ten anything better. 

I am much interested in all you tell me about 
your youthful companions. You understand that 
I necessarily care most about the impi'ession my 
books make on the young. Mr. Lewes has been 
wont to say that neither the very young nor the 
ignorant could care about my waiting, — that its 
significance must escape them, and that the aspects 
of life w'hich it presents would not interest them. 
As to the ignorant, I should think that this judg- 
ment must be true; but facts seem to be contra- 
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dieting it in relation to the young. And this makes 
me glad. 

Thanks for sending me word of poor Miss Re- 
becca Franklin’s death. It touches me deeply. She 
was always particularlj^ good and affec- 
donate to me, and I had much happi- mrs.Bray, 
ness in lier as my teacher. ' 

In September a house near Chislehurst will be 
open to us, — a house which we think of ultimately 
making our sole home, turning our backs on Lon- 
don. But we shall be allowed to have it furnished 
for a year on trial. 

June. — 1x1 the beginning of June we paid a 
visit to Mr. Jowett at Oxford, meeting there Mr. 
and Mrs. Charles Roundell, then newly 
married. We stayed from Saturday to 
Monday, and I was introduced to many persons 
of interest, — Professor T. Green, Max Miiller, 
Thompson, the Master of Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge, a Mr. Wordsworth, the grandson of the 
poet, who had spent some time in India, and a 
host of others. . 

June 23. — Started for the Continent. Fon- 
tainebleau, Plombieres, &c. 

I feel myself guilty that I have allowed the 
vicissitudes of travelling to hinder me fi'om writ- 
ing to you, for the chance that a letter j^gj^grtoMrs 
from me might be welcome to you in 
what I have lieen imagining as the first 
weeks of your return to England and the house 
in Mecklenburgh Square. I am sure that I should 
not have been guilty in this way if I had been at 
any time able to say where you should send me an 
answer which I could call for at a Paste Restante. 
But we have been, invariably uncertain as to the 
length of our stay in any one place, and as to our 
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subsequent route; and I confess that I shrink 
from writing a letter full of my o^ra doings, with- 
out tlie prospect of getting some news in return. 
I am usually in a state of fear rather than of hope 
about my absent friends; and I dread lest a letter 
'svritten in ignorance about them should be ill- 
timed. But at last all fears have become weaker 
than the uneasy sense that I have omitted to send 
you a sign of your loved presence in my thoughts, 
and that you may have lost a gleam of pleasure 
through my omission. 

We left home on the 23d of June, with a sketch 
of a j ourney in our minds w'hich included Grenoble, 
the Grande Chartreuse, Aix les Bains, Chambery, 
and Geneva. The last place I wished to get to, 
because my friend Mme. D’AJbert is not likely to 
live much longer, and I thought that I should like 
to see her once more. But during a short stay at 
Fontainebleau I began to feel that lengthy rail- 
way journeys were too formidable for us old weak 
creatures, and, moreover, that July and August 
were not the best months for those southern re- 
gions. We were both shattered, and needed quiet 
rather than the excitement of seeing friends and 
acquaintances, — an excitement of which "we had 
been having too much at home, — so we turned 
aside by easy stages to the Vosges, and spent about 
three weeks at Plombieres and Luxeuil. We shall 
carry home many pleasant memories of our jour- 
ney, — of Fontainebleau, for example, which I 
had never seen before; then of the Vosges, where 
we count on going again. Erckmann-Chatrian’s 
books had been an introduction to the lovely re- 
gion; and seyeral of them were our companions 
there. But w4at small experiences these are com- 
pared with yours; and how we long for the time 
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when you will be seated with us at our country 
house (Blackbrook, near Bromley, is the name of 
the house), and tell us as much as you can think 
of about this long year in which we have been de- 
prived of you. If you receive this letter in time 
to write me a line which would reach me by the 
15th, I shall be most grateful if you will give me 
that undeserved indulgence. 

On our return yesterday from our nine weeks’ 
absence, I found a letter from Mr. Main, in which 
he shows some anxiety that I should , ^ ' 
write you the formal sanction you Biachwood, 
justly require before admitting extracts 
from “ Middlemarch ” in the new edition of the 
“ Sayings.” I have no objection, if you see none, 
to such an enlargement of the volume, and I sat- 
isfy our good Mr. Main’s promptitude by writing 
the needed consent at once. 

We used our plan of travel as “ a good thing to 
wander from,” and went to no single place (ex- 
cept Fontainebleau) to which we had beforehand 
projected going. 

Our most fortunate wandering was to the 
Vosges, — to Plombieres and Luxeuil, — which 
have made us in love with the mode of life at the 
EaUiC of France, as greatly preferable to the ways 
of the German Bad. 

We happened to be at Nancy just as the Ger- 
mans were beginning to quit it, and we saw good 
store of tricolores and paper lanterns ready in the 
shop wdndows for those who wished to buj?- the 
signs of national rejoicing. I can imagine that, 
as a Prussian lady told us, the Germans themselves 
were not at aU rejoiced to leave that pretty town 
for “ les bords de la Spree,” where, in French dia- 
logue, all Germans are supposed to live. 
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. ^ , Sept. 4. — Went to Blackbrook, near 

lonraal, 18^3, f 

■ Bicldey. / 

Thanks, dear friend, for the difficult exertion 
you gave to the telling of what I so much wished 
to know, — the details of the trouble ^ 
Mra. Cross, ^ wliicli you have all had to go through 
i7t]i Sept. 187* either directly or sympathetically. But 

I will not dwell now on what it cost you, I fear, 
too much pain to recall so as to give me the vivid 
impressions I felt in I’eading your letter. The 
great practical result of such trouble is to make 
us all more tender to each other: this is a world 
in which we must pay heavy prices for love, 
as you know by experience much deeper than 
mine. 

I will gossip a little about ourselves now. We 
gave up our intention of going far southward, fear- 
ing the fatigue of long railway journeys, and the, 
heat (which hardly ever came) of July and Au- 
gust in the region we had thought of visiting. So 
after staying a very enjoyable time at Fontaine- 
bleau, we went to the Vosges,'' and at Plombieres 
and Luxeuii we should have felt ourselves in Par- 
adise if it had not been for a sad deafness of 
George’s, which kept us uneasy and made us hurry 
to that undesirable place Fi’ankfort, in order to 
consult Spiess. At Frankfort the nearest bath 
was the also undesirable Homburg; so we spent 
or wasted a fortnight there, winning little but the 
joy of getting away again. The journey home, 
which we took very easily, w'as interesting, — 
through Metz, Verdun, Rheims, and Amiens. 

As to our house, spite of beautiful lawn, tall 
trees, fine kitchen-garden, and good invigorating 
air, we have already made up our minds that it 

^ Death of Mrs. Cross’s sister of cholera at Sakburg. 
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will not do for our home. Still we have many 
things to enjoy, hut we shall not probably remain 
here longer than to the end of October. 

My motherly love to all such young ones as may 
be around you. I do not disturb George in order 
to ask for messages from him, being sure that his 
love goes with mine. 

I quite assent to your proposal that there should 
be a new edition of “ Middlemarch ” in one volume, 
at 7s. 6d., — to be prepared at once, but 
not published too precipitately. Bia^wooa, 

I like your project of an illustration; ept.is/ . 
and the financial arrangements you mention are 
quite acceptable to me. 

For one reason especially I am delighted that 
the book is going to be reprinted, — namely, that 
I can see the proof-sheets and make corrections. 
Pray give orders that the sheets be sent to me. I 
should like the binding to be of a rich sober colour, 
with very plain Roman lettering. It might be 
called a “ revised edition.” 

Thanks for the extract from Mr, Collins’s letter. 
I did not know that there was really a Lowick, in 
a Midland county too. Mr. Collins has my grati- 
tude for feeling some regard towards Mr. Casau- 
bon, in whose life 1 lived with much sympathy. 

When I was at Oxford, in May, two ladies came 
up to me after dinner : one said, “ How could you 
let Dorothea marry that Casaubon? ” The other, 
“ Oh, I understand her doing that, hut why did 
you let her marry the other fellow, whom I can- 
not bear? ” Thus two “ ardent admirers ” wished 
that the book had been quite diffei’ent from wdiat 
itis.:’;’ 

I wonder whether you have abandoned — as 
you seemed to agree that it would be wise to do 
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— - the project of bringing out my other books in a 
cheaper form than the present 3s. which, if it 
were not for the blemish of the figme illustrations, 
would be as pretty an edition as could be, and 
perhaps as cheap as my public requires. Some- 
how, the cheap books that crowd the stalls are 
always those which look as if they were issued 
from Pandemonium. 

I am rather ashamed of our grumblings. We 
are really enjoying the countiy, and have more 
than our share of everything. George 
tof^Sss, has happy mornings at his desk now, 

■ ” ■ and we have fine bracing air to walk in, 
— air which I take in as a sort of nectar. We like 
the bits of scenery round us better and better as we 
get them by heart in our walks and drives. The 
house, with all its defects, is very pretty, and more 
delightfully secluded, without being remote from 
the conveniences of the world, than any place we 
have before thought of as a possible residence 
for us. 

I am glad that you have been seeing the Cowper 
Temples. My knowledge of them has not gone 
beyond dining with them at Mrs. Tollemache’s, 
and afterwards having a good conversational 
call from them; but they both struck me very 
agreeably. 

Mr. Henry Sidgwick is a chief favourite of 
mine, — one of whom his friends at Cambridge 
say that they always expect him to act according 
to a higher standard than they think of attribut- 
ing to any other chief man, or of imposing on them- 
selves. “Though we kept our own fellowships 
without believing more than he did,” one of them 
said to me, “ we should have felt that Henry Sidg- 
wick had fallen short if he had not renounced his7’ 
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Our plan is not to give up our London house, 
but to have a country place as a retreat. We want 
a good house in a lovely country, aiioay 
from TOWS of villas, but within easy Feteriayior,' 
reach oi ail conveniences. This seems 
an immodest requirement in a world where one 
good is hardly to be got without renunciation of 
another. You perceive that we are getting very 
old and fastidious. 

I like to interpret your enjoyment of Brighton 
and its evening skies as a proof that you flourish 
there physically. All things are to be endured and 
counted even as a fuller life, with a body free from 
pain and depressing sensations of weakness; but 
illness is a partial death, and makes the world dim 
to us. 

We have no great strength to boast of ; but we 
are so unspeakably happy in all other respects that 
we cannot grumble at this tax on us as elderly 
mortals. 

Our little Blanche grows in grace, and her par- 
ents have great delight in her, — Charles being 
quite as fond a father as if he had beforehand been 
an idoliser of babies. 

The chances of conversation were against my 
being quite clear to you yesterday as to the cases 
in which it seems to me that conformity tetter to 
is the higher rule. What happened to 
be said or not said is of no consequence ^otiioct. wa. 
in any other light than that of my anxiety not to 
appear wdiat I should hate to be, — which is surely 
not an ignoble egoistic anxiety, but belongs to the 
worship of the Best. 

All the great religions of the world, historically 
considered, are rightly the objects of deep rever- 
ence and sympathy, — they are the record of spirit- 

VOL. XX— “IS 
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ual struggles, which are the types of our own. 
This is to me pi’e-eminently true of Hebrewism 
and Christianity, on which my own youth was 
nourished. And in this sense I have no antago- 
nism towards any religious belief, but a strong 
outflow of sympathy. Ev^eiy community met to 
worship the highest Good (which is understood 
to be expressed by God) carides me along in its 
main current; and if there were not reasons 
against my following such an inclination, I 
should go to church or chapel constantly, for the 
sake of the delightful emotions of fellowship which 
come over me in religious assemblies, — the very 
nature of such assemblies being the recognition of 
a binding belief or spiritual law, which is to lift 
us into willing obedience, and save us from the 
slavery of unregulated passion or impulse. And 
with regard to other people, it seems to me 
that those who have no definite conviction which 
constitutes a protesting faith, may often more 
beneficially cherish the good within them and 
be better members of society by a conformity, 
based on the recognised good in the public belief, 
than by a non-conformity which has nothing but 
negatives to utter. Not, of course, if the conform- 
ity would be accompanied by a consciousness of 
hypocrisy. That is a question for the individual 
conscience to settle. But thei’e is enough to be 
said on the different points of view from which 
conformity may be regarded, to hinder a ready 
judgment against those who continue to conform 
after ceasing to believe in the ordinary sense. But 
with the utmost largeness of allowance for the 
difficulty of deciding in special cases, it must re- 
main true that the highest lot is to have definite 
beliefs about winch you feel that “ necessity is laid 
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upon you ” to declare them, as something better 
which you are hound to try and give to those who 
have the worse. 

It was a cheerful accompaniment to breakfast 
this morning to have a letter from you, , . 
with the pretty picture you suggested siacjiwooa, sm 
of Miss Blackwood’s first ball. I am 
glad that I have seen the “little fairy,” so as to 
be able to imagine her. 

We are both the better for the delicious air and 
quiet of the country. We too, like you, were sorry 
to quit the woods and fields for the comjiaratively 
disturbed life which even we are obliged to lead 
in toym. Letters requesting interviews can no 
longer be made void by one’s absence; and I am 
much afflicted by these interruptions, which bi’eak 
up the day without any adequate result of good 
to any mortal. In the country the days have broad 
.sjiaces, and the very stillness seems to give a de- 
lightful roominess to the hours. 

Is it not wonderful that the world can absorb so 
much “ JMiddlemarch ” at a guinea the copy? I 
shall be glad to hear particulars, which, I imagine, 
will lead to the conclusion that the time is coming 
for the preparation of a 7s. 6cZ. edition. I am not 
fond of reading proofs, but I am anxious to correct 
the sheets of this edition, both in relation to mis- 
takes ali-eady standing, and to prevent the accu- 
mulation of others in the reprinting. 

I am slowly simmering towards another big 
book; but people seem so bent on giving suprem- 
acy to “ Middlemareh,” that they are sure not to 
like any future book so well. I had a letter from 
Mr. Bancroft (the American Minister at Berlin) 
the other day, in which he says that everybody in 
Berlin reads “ Middlemareh.” He had to buy two 
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copies for his house; and he found the Rector of 
the University, a stupendous mathematician, occu- 
pied, with it in the solid part of the day. I am 
entertaining you in tliis graceful way about my- 
self, because you will be interested to know what 
are the chances for our literature abroad. 

That Ashantee business seems to me hideous. 
What is more murderous than stupidity? To have 
a husband gone on such an expedition, is a trial 
that passes my imagination of what it is possible 
to ezidure in the w’ay of anxiety. 

We are looking forw'ai'd to the “ Inkerman ” 
volume as something for me to read aloud. 

During the latter part of our stay at Black- 
brook, we had become very fond of the neighbom*- 
Letterto liood. The walks and drives round us 
were delightfully varied, — commons, 
wooded lanes, wide pastm*es, — and we 
felt regretfully that we were hardly likely to find, 
again a country-house so secluded in a well inhab- 
ited region. 

^Ve have seen few people at present. The 
George Howards are come from a delicious lonely 
sejour in a tower of Bamborough Castle! — and 
he has brought many sketches home. That lodg- 
ing would suit you, wouldn’t it? A castle on a 
rock washed by the sea seems to me just a para- 
dise for you. 

We have been I'eading John Mill’s “ Autobiog- 
raplw,” like the rest of the world. The account of 
his early education, and the presentation of his 
father, are admirable; but there are some pages 
in the latter half that one would have liked to be 
different. 

Our wish to see you after all the long months 
since June, added to your affectionate invitation. 



1873 ] CHRISTMAS AT WEYBRIHGE 181 

triumphs over our disinclination to move. So, 
unless something should occur to make , ,, 
the arrangement inconvenient to you, ggs,6aiDA 
we will join the dear party on your 
hearth in the afteimoon of the 24 th, and stay with 
you till the 26 th. 

ISTotwithstanding my trust in yoiu* words, I feel 
a lingering uneasiness lest we should be excluding 
some one else from enjoying Christmas with you. 

J.’s friend, Dr. Andrew Clark, has been pre- 
scribing for Mr. Lewes, — ordering him to re- 
nounce the coffee which has been a chief charm 
of life to him, but being otherwise mild in his 
prohibitions. 

I hear with much comfort that you are better, 
and have recovered your usual activity. Please 
keep well till Christmas, and then love and pet me 
a little, for that is always very sweet. 

In writing any careful presentation of human 
feelings, you must count on that infinite stupidity 
of readers who are alwavs substituting , ^ „ 

w o Xtgttcr to Sit'S* 

their crammed notions of what ought ^^,223 Bed. 
to be felt, for any attempt to recall truly 
what they themselves have felt under like circum- 
stances. We are going to spend Christmas Eve 
and Christmas Day with our friends at Weybridge. 

We have been spending our Christmas in the 
country, and it is only on my retuim that I got 
jmur kind note, with its pi*etty symbols 
of remembrance. Such little signs are peter Tayior,' 

■ . n ,-1 -i 38tli 3)ec. W3. 

very sweet, coming from those whom one 
loves well, in spite of long separation. I am very 
glad to have seen jmu in your new home, and to be 
able to imagine you among your household treas- 
ures, — especially to imagine both you and jmur 
husband in enjoyable health. We have been in- 
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\’'alidish lately, and have put ourselves under the 
discipline of Dr. Andrew Clax’k, who is not one of 
the “ three meat meals and alcohol ” physicians, 
but rather one of those who try to starve out 
dyspepsia. 

We both send our kind regards to Mr. Taylor, 
and hope that he may remain robust for his parlia- 
mentary campaign. Life, I trust, will deal gentty 
Avith you in future, dear friend, and giA^e you years 
of peace after your period of anxiety and of part- 
ing from old places and habits. 

Jan. 1. — The happy old year in which we have 
had constant enjoyment of life, notAAdthstanding 
much hodilj malaise, is gone from us 
our , 8, . More than in any former 

year of my life, love has been poured forth to 
me from distant hearts, and in our home we 
have had that finish to domestic comfort which 
only faithful kind servants can giA^e. Our children 
are prosperous and happy, — Charles evidently 
groAving in mental efficiency; we have abundant 
AA’ealth for more than our actual needs; and our 
unspeakable joy in each other has no other alloy 
than the sense that it must one day end in parting. 
!^Iy dear husband has a store of present and pro- 
spectwe good in the long work Avhich is likely to 
stretch through the remaining years of his intel- 
lectual actwity; and there haA^e not been wanting 
signs that AA-hat he has already published is being 
appreciated rightly by capable persons. He is 
thinner than ever, but still he shoAvs wonderful 
elasticity and nerA-ous energy. I haA^-e been for a 
month rendered almost helpless for intellectual 
work by constant headache, but am getting a little 
more freedeom. Nothing is wanting to my bless- 
ings but the uninterrupted power of Avork. For 
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as to all my unchangeable imperfections I have 
resigned myself. 

Jan. 17. — I received this morning from Black- 
wood the account of “ Middleniarch ” and of “ The 
Spanish Gypsy ” for 1873. Of the guinea edi- 
tion of “ Middlemarch,” published in the spring, 
2434 copies have been sold. Of “ The Spanish 
Gypsy ” 292 copies have been sold during 1873, 
and the remaining copies are only 197. Thus out 
of 4470 which have been printed, 4273 have been 
distributed. 

We have received the volume — your kind and 
valuable gift — and I have read it aloud with Mr. 
Lewes, all except the later pages, which , „ , 
we both teel too much to bear reading 
them m common. Y ou have given a 
deeply interesting and, we think, instructive pic- 
ture, and Mr. Lewes has expressed his wish that it 
had not been restricted to a private circulation. 
But I understand your shrinking from indiscrim- 
inate publicity, at least in the first instance. Per- 
haps, if many judges on whom you rely concur 
with Mr. Lewes, you will be induced to extend the 
possible benefit of the volume. I care so much for 
the demonstration of an intense joy in life, on the 
basis of “ plain living and high thinking,” in this 
time of more and more eager scrambling after 
wealth and show. And then there are exquisite 
bits which you have rescued from that darkness to 
which his self-depreciation condemned them. I 
think I never read a more exquisite little poem 
than the one called “ Christian Resignation; ” and 
Mr. Lewes, when I read it aloud, at once ex- 
claimed, “ How very fine! Read it again! ” I am 
also much impressed with the wise mingling of 
moderation with S 3 nmpathy in that passage, given 
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in a note, from the article on Greg’s “ Political 
Essays.” 

What must have been the effort which the writ- 
ing cost you I can — not fully, but — almost 
imagine. But believe, dear friend, that in our 
judgment you have not poured out these recollec- 
tions in a cry of anguish all in vain. I feel roused 
and admonished by what you have told; and if I, 
then others. 

I imagined you absorbed by the political crisis, 
like the rest of the world except the Lord Chief- 
r .. . , Justice, who must naturally have felt 
Blackwood, Ills siimmmff*-up deserving oi more at- 
tention. I, who am no believer m sal- 
vation by ballot, am rather tickled that the first 
experiment with it has turned against its adherents. 

I have been making what will almost certainly- 
be my last corrections of “ The Spanish Gypsy,” 
and that causes me to look forward with special 
satisfaction to the probable exhaustion of the pres- 
ent edition. The corrections chiefly concern the 
quantity of the word Zincalo, which ought to be 
Zincalo; but there are some other emendations, 
and altogether they make a difference to more than 
seventy pages. But it would still be worth while 
to retain the stereotypes, replacing simply the 
amended pages, there being about 400 in the whole 
book. I am sadly vexed that I did not think of 
hawng these corrections ready for the German 
reprint. 

I have been compunctious lately about my hav- 
ing sprinkled cold water on the proposal suggested 
by !^Ir. Simpson, of bringing out my novels in a 
cheaper way, — on thinner paper and without illus- 
trations. The compunction w^as roused by my hap- 
pening, in looking at old records, to alight on some 
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letters, one especially, wi'itten by a working-man, 
a certain E. Hall,^ more than ten years ago, beg- 
ging me to bring out my books in a form cheap 
enough to let a poor man more easily “ get a read 
of them.” Hence, if you and Mr. Simpson see 
good to revive the design in question, I am per- 
fectly in accord. 

You did send me a copy of Lord Ljdton’s 
“ Fables,” — - many thanks for doing so. JHr. 
Lewes had seen several of them in manuscript, and 
thought well of their merits. I am reading them 
gradually. They are full of graceful fancies and 
charming verse. So far as cleverness goes, it seems 
to me he can do almost anjdhing ; and the leanings 
of his mind are towards the best things. The want 
I feel is of more definiteness and more weight. 
The two stanzas to his wife placed before “ Far 
and Near ” are perfect. 

I think I have never vneitten to you since I 
wanted to tell you that I admii’ed very much the 
just spirit in which the notice of Mill’s “ Auto- 
biography ” was written in the Magazine. Poor 
Dickens’s latter years wear a melancholy aspect, 
do they not? But some of the extracts from his 
letters in the last volume have surprisingly more 
freshness and naturalness of humour than any of 
the letters earlier given. Still, something should 
be done by dispassionate criticism towards the re- 
form of our national habits in the matter of lit- 
erary biography? Is it not odious that as soon as 
a man is dead his desk is raked, and every insig- 
nificant memorandum, which he never meant for 
the public, is printed for the gossiping amusement 
of people too idle to re-read his books? “ He gave 
the people of his best. His Worst he kept, his best 

^ See ante, voi. xix, p. 65. 



186 


DR. ANDREW CLARK [the PRIORY, 


he gave; ” but there is a certain set, not a small 
one, who are titillated by the worst and indifferent 
to the best, I think this fashion is a disgrace to us 
all. It is something like the uncovering of the 
dead Byron’s club-foot. 

Mr. Lewes is in a more flourishing condition 
than usual, ha^ung been helped by Dr. Andrew 
Clark, who ministers to all the brain workers, I 
have been ill lately, — weeks of malaise having 
found their climax in lumbar-neuralgia, or some- 
thing of that sort, which gave fits of pain severe 
enough to deserve even a finer name. 

JMy VTiting has not been stimulated as Scott’s 
was under circumstances of a like sort, and I have 
nothing to tell you securely. 

Please give an expression of my well-founded 
sympathy to Mr. William Blackwood. My ex- 
perience feelingly convinces me of the hardship 
there must be in his. I trust I shall hear of the 
lameness as a departed evil. 

tetter to joim ^ you by this post a Small collec- 

<5th tion of my poems, which Mr. Lewes 
wishes me to get published in May. 

Such of them as have been already printed in a 
fugitive form have been received with many signs 
of sympathy, and every one of those I now send 
you represents an idea which I care for strongly, 
and wish to propagate as far as I can. Else I 
should forbid myself from adding to the moun- 
tainous heap of poetical collections. 

The form of volume I have in my eye is a de- 
lightful duodecimo edition of Keats’s poems (with- 
out the “Endymion”) published during his life: 
just the volume to slip in the pocket. Mine will 
be the least bit thicker. 

I should like a darkish-green cover, with Roman 
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lettering. But you will consider the physique and 
price of the book, and kindly let me luiow your 
thoughts. 

I fear the fatal fact about your story ^ is the 
absence of God and hell. “ My dear madam, you 
have not presented motives to the chil- 
dren! ” It is really hideous to find that 
those who sit in the scribes’ seats have ’ 
got no further than the appeal to selfishness which 
they call God, The old Talmudists were better 
teachers. They make Rachel remonstrate with 
God for His hardness, and remind Him that she 
was kinder to her sister Leah than He to His 
people, — thus correcting the traditional God by 
human sympathy. However, we must put up with 
our contemporaries, since ive can neither live with 
our ancestors nor with posterity. 

It is cheering to see the programme of your new 
society. There certainly is an awakening of con- 
science about animals in general as our fellow- 
creatures, — even the vogue of Balaam’s ass is in 
that sense a good sign. A lady wrote to me the 
other day, that when she went to church in the 
island of Sark, the sermon turned on that remon- 
strant hero or heroine. 

I can imagine how great an encouragement jmu 
feel from the enthusiasm generously expressed in 
Mr. C.’s letter. It is always an admi- tetter to shss 
rable impulse to express a deeply felt frafehf’ 
admiration, but it is also possible that 
you have some grateful readers who do not %vrite 
to you. I have heard men whose greatest delight 
is literature, say that they should never dream of 
writing to an author on the ground of his books 
alone. 


* “Paul Bradley.” 
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Poor Mr. Francis Newman must be aged now, 
and rather weary of the world and explanations of 
the world. He can hardly be expected to take in 
much novelty. I have a sort of affectionate sad- 
ness in thinking of the interest which, in far-off 
days, I felt in his “ Soul ” and “ Phases of Faith,” 
and of the aw-e I had of him as a lecturer on mathe- 
matics at the Ladies’ College. How much work ' 
he has done in the w'orld which has left no deep 
conspicuous mark, but has probably entered bene- 
ficially into many lives! 

How glorious this opening spring is! At this 
moment even London is so beautiful that I come 
tetter to Miss home fiUed with the Park landscapes, 
lid them as a background to all my 

thoughts. Your account of Mr. George 
Dawson is rather melancholy. I remember him 
only as a bright, vigorous, young man, — such as 
perhaps his sons are now. I imagine it is his for- 
tune, or rather misfortune, to have talked too 
much and too early about the greatest things. 

I could not dwell on your sweet gift ^ yesterday, 

— I should perhaps have begun to cry, which 

Letter to Miss would not have been convenable in a 
mSwr hostess. For I have been in a suffer- 
I8W. depressed condition lately ; so your 

good loving deed has come just at the right time, 
w’hen I need the helpfulness that love brings me, 

— and my heart turns to you with grateful bless- 
ing this Monday morning. 

I have been looking at the little paintings with 
a treble delight, because they were done for me, 
because you chose for them subjects of my “ mak- 
ing,” and because they are done with a promising 
charm of execution (which Mr. Lew'es feels as 

^ A vase vith paintings from ‘*IiomoIa” on tiles. 
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weU as I ) . It gives me special gladness that you 
have this sort of work before you. Some skill or 
other with the hands is needful for the complete- 
ness of the hfe, and makes a bridge over times of 
doubt and despondency. 

Perhaps it will please you to know that nineteen 
years ago, when Mr. Lewes and I were looking at 
a print of Goethe’s statue by Rietschl, which stands 
on a pedestal ornamented with hassi relievi of his 
characters, I said (little believing that my wish 
would ever be fulfilled), “How I should like to 
be surrounded with creatures of my own making! ” 
And yesterday, when I was looking at your gift, 
that little incident recmTed to me. Your love 
seemed to have made me a miniature pedestal. 

I was comforted yesterday that you and J. had 
at least the pleasure of hearing Bice Trollope sing, 
to make some amends for the long cold journey. 
Please do not any of you forget that we shall only 
be three weeks more in this corner of the world, 
and that we vrant to see you as often as you cai-e 
to come. 

Best love to all, the mother being chief among 
the all. 

Your affectionate letters are very cheering to 
me. Though your praise is to be measured by 
your own enthusiasm rather than by my 
merit, — by your o'lvn fulness rather 
than by mine, — there is always this 
satisfaction for me, less alarmingly due to my 
vanitjT-, — namely, that what you quote and em- 
phasise is almost always what I most felt and be- 
lieved in when I wrote it. 

Give us an account of your studies, and how 
your activity has hitherto shaped itself, and what 
you look forward to with the most yearning. I 
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think you have a strong faith, as I have, in the 
influences of a life apart fi’om authorship, and in 
that dignity of woi'k which comes from the thor- 
oughness of doing rather than from the order of 
the work. 

“ Agatha ” was written after a visit to that St. 
IMargen described at the beginning of the poem. 
There was really an aged woman among those 
gi’een hills who suggested the picture of Agatha. 

Mr. Lewes is dovmstairs working at his desk, 
else he would send his love to you. We laughed 
at your prediction that he would call your letter 
“ one of iSIain’s screeds.” He has really used that 
word, but you can hardly imagine how pleased he 
is with a “ screed ” which has me for its subject. 
His happy nature assimilates all agreeable things, 
and especially any tribute to me. 

31 ay 19. — This month has been published -a 
volume of my poems, — “Legend of Jubal, and 
other Poems.” On the first of June we 
’ "go into the country to the cottage, 
Earlswood Common, for four months, and I hope 
there to get deep shafts sunk in my pi'ose book. 
JMy health has been a wretched drag on me dur- 
ing this last half year. I have lately written “ a 
sjTirposium.” 

I have so much trust in your love for us that I 
feel sure you will like to know' of our happiness in 
letter to Mrs secure peace of the country, and the 

good we already experience in soul and 
body from the sweet breezes over hill 
and common, the deHeious silence, and the un- 
broken spaces of the day. Just now the chill east 
vind has brought a little check to our pleasure 
in our long afternoon drives; and I could wish 
that Canon Kingsley and his fellow- worshippers 
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of that harsh divinity could have it reserved en- 
tirely for themselves as a tribal god. 

We think the neighbourhood so lovely that I 
must beg you to tell J. we are in danger of set- 
tling here unless he makes haste to find us a house 
in your “ country-side,” — a house with undeni- 
able charms, on high ground, in a strictly rural 
neighbourhood (water and gas laid on, neverthe- 
less), to be vacant precisely this autumn! 

My philosopher is writing away with double 
verve in a projecting window, where he can see a 
beautiful green slope crowned and studded with 
large trees. I, too, have an agreeable corner in 
another room. Our house has the essentials of 
comfort, and we have reason to be contented 
with it. 

I confess that my chief motive for writing about 
ourselves is to earn some news of you, which will 
not be denied me by one or other of the dear pairs 
of hands always ready to do us a kindness. 

Our Sunday is really a Sabbath now, - — a day 
of thorough peace. But I shall get hungry for 
a sight of some of the Sunday visitors before the 
end of September. 

I include all my family in a spiritual embrace, 
and am always yours lovingly. 

We are revelling in the peace of the countiy, 
and have no drawback to our delight except the 
cold winds, which have forced us to put tetter to joim 
on winter clothing for the last four or 
five days., 

Our wide common is very breezy, and the wind 
makes mournful music round our walls. But I 
should think it is not possible to find a much 
healthier region than this round Reigate and Red- 
hill; and it is prettier than half the places one 
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crosses the Channel to see. We have been hunt- 
ing about for a permanent country home in the 
neighbourhood, but no house is so difficult to 
get as one which has at once seclusion and con- 
r^enience of position, wdiich is neither of the sub- 
urban villa style nor of the grand haU and castle 
dimensions. 

The restoration of the Empire (in France), 
which is a threatening possibility, seems to me a 
degrading issue. In the restoration of the mon- 
archy I should have found something to rejoice 
at, but the traditions of the empii’e, both first and 
second, seem to my sentiment bad. Some form 
of military despotism must be, as you say, the only 
solution where no one political party knows how 
to behave itself. The American pattern is cer- 
tainly being accepted as to senatorial manners. I 
dai’esay you have been to Knebworth, and talked 
over French matters with Lord Lytton. We are 
grieved to hear from him but a poor account of 
sweet Lady Lytton’s health and spirits. She is 
to me one of the most charming types of woman- 
liness, and I long for her to have all a woman’s 
best blessings. 

The good news about the small remainder of 
“ Jubal ” is very welcome, and I will write at once 
to Mr. Simpson to send him my two or three cor- 
rections, and my wishes about the new edition. 
The price of the book will well bear a thicker and 
a handsomely tinted paper, especially now it has 
proved movable; and I felt so much the difference 
to the eye and touch of the copies on rich tinted 
paper, that I was much vexed with myself for hav- 
ing contributed to the shabby appearance of the 
current edition by suggesting the thin Keats vol- 
ume as a model. People have become used to more 



1874] 


ENJOYMENT OF SURREY 


193 


luxurious editions; and I confess to the weakness 
of being affected by paper and type in some- 
thing of the same subtle w'ay I am affected by 
the odour of a i-oom. 

Many thanks for Lord Neaves’s pleasant little 
book, which is a capital example of youi- happily 
planned publication. 

I came down here half poisoned by the French 
theatre, but I am flourishing now, and am brewing 
my future big book with more or less (generally 
less) belief in the quality of the liquor which will 
be drawn off. The secured peacefulness and the 
pure air of the country make our time of double 
worth; and we mean to give no invitations to 
London friends desirous of change. We are self- 
ishly bent on dual solitude. 

I am so glad to know from your kind letter that 
you are interesting yourself, mth Madame Belloc, 
in the poor workhouse girls. You see , „ . „ 
my only social work is to rejoice in the mer Taylor 
labours of others, while I live in luxuri- ” 
ous remoteness from all turmoil. Of course you 
have seen Mrs. Senior’s report. I read it, and 
thought it very wise, very valuable in many ways, 
and since then she has sent me word how much 
she has been wori’ied about it by (as I imagine) 
obstructive officials. 

We are revelling in our country peacefulness, 
in spite of the chills and rain, — driving about 
every day that the weather will allow, and finding 
in each drive new beauties of this loveliest part 
of a lovely country. We are looking out for a 
house in this neighbourhood as a permanent re- 
treat, — not with the idea of giving up our Lon- 
don house, at least for some years, but simply of 
having a place to which we may come for about 

VOL. XX — 13 
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six months of the year, and perhaps finally shrink 
into altogether. 

Only the day before your letter came to me I 
had been saying, “ I wonder how our dear Mrs. 

William Smith is? ” — so that your im- 
■wm.smitii,ist pulse to Write to me satisiied a need ot 
July, 1874. j cannot help rejoicing that you 

are in the midst of lovely scenery again, for I had 
had a presentiment that Cambridge was antipa- 
thetic to you; and indeed I could not have im- 
agined that you would be in the right place there, 
but for the promised helpfulness of your presence 
to a young friend. 

You tell me much that is interesting. Your 
jjicture of Mr. and Mrs. Stirling, and what you 
say of the reasons why one may wish even for the 
anguish of being left for the sake of waiting on the 
beloved one to the end, — all that goes to my 
heart of hearts. It is what I think of almost daily. 
For death seems to me now a close, real experi- 
ence, like the approach of autumn or winter, and 
I am glad to find that advancing life brings this 
power of imagining the nearness of death I never 
had till of late years. I remember all you told 
me of your niece’s expected marriage, and your 
joy in the husband who has chosen her. It is 
wealth you have, — that of several sweet nieces 
to whom being with you is a happiness. You can 
feel some sympathy in their cheerfulness, even 
though sorrow is always your only private good 
— can you not, dear friend? — and the time is 
short at the utmost. The blessed reunion, if it 
may come, must be patiently waited for; and such 
good as you can do others, by loving looks and 
words, must seem to you like a closer companion- 
ship with the gentleness and benignity which you 
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justly worshipped while it was visibly present, 
and still more perhaps now it is veiled, and is a 
memory stronger than vision of outward things. 
We are revelling in the sweet peace of the 
country, and shall remain here till the end of 
September. 

Mr. Lewes sends his affectionate remembrances 
with mine. I am scribbling while he holds my 
bed candle ; so pray forgive any incoherency. 

I have two questions to ask of your benevolence. 
First, Was there not some village near Stonehenge 
where you stayed the night, nearer to tetter to 
Stonehenge than Amesbury? Secondly, 

Do you know anything specific about 
Holmwood Common as a place of residence? It is 
ravishingly beautiful: is it in its higher part thor- 
oughly unobjectionable as a site for a dwelling? 

It seems that they have been having the heat 
of Tophet in London, whereas we have never had 
more than agreeable sunniness, this common being 
almost always breezy. And the country around us 
must, I think, be the loveliest of its undulating 
woody kind in all England. 

I remember, when we were driving together last, 
something' was said about my disposition to melan- 
choly, I ought to have said then, but did not, 
that I am no longer one of those whom Dante 
found in hell border because they had been sad 
under the blessed sunlight.^ I am uniformly 
cheerful now, — feeling the preciousness of these 
moments, in which I still possess love and 
thought. 

It was sweet of you to write me that nice long 

^ “Tristi fumrno 

Neir acre dolce, che dal sol s’ allegra.” 

Injcrm^ e. vii. 121, 1.22. 
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letter. I was athirst for some news of you. Life, 
as you say, is a big thing. No wonder there comes 
a season when W'e cease to look round 
and say, “How shall I enjoy?” — but 
3d Aug. 1874. counti’y which has been visited 

by the sword, pestilence, and famine, think only 
how we shall help the wounded, and how find 
seed for the next harvest, — how till the earth, 
and make a little time of gladness for those who 
are being born without their own asking. I am 
so glad of what you say about the Latin. Go on 
conquering and to conquer a little kingdom for 
yourself there. 

We are, as usual, getting more than our share 
of peace and other good, except in the matter of 
warmth and sunshine. Our common is a sort of 
ball-room for the winds, and on the warmest days 
we have had here we have found them at their 
music and dancing. They roar round the corners 
of our house in a wintry fashion, while the sun is 
shining on tlie brown grass. 

Thanks for sending me the good news. The 
sale of “ Middlemarch ” is wonderful “ out of all 
V .. T .. whooping,” and considered as manifest- 

Xettertojoiin . ,f v - i i ,i i i 

HjcAwoM, ing the mipression made by the book, 

8tH Aug. 1874. . » f 1,1 i 

IS more valuable than any amount or 
immediate distribution. I suppose there will be 
a new edition of “ The Spanish Gypsy ” wanted 
by Christmas; and I have a carefully corrected 
copy by me, containing my final alterations, to 
which i desire to have the stereotyped plates 

As to confidence in the work to be done, I am 
somewhat in the condition suggested to Armgart, 
“ How will you hear the poise of eminence with 
dread of fallmg? ” And the other day, having a 
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bad headache, I did what I have sometimes done 
before at intervals of five or six years, — looked 
into three or four novels to see what the world 
was reading. The effect was paralysing, and cer- 
tainly justifies me in that abstinence from novel- 
reading which, I fear, makes me seem supercilious 
or churlish to the many persons who send me their 
books, or ask me about their friends’ books. To 
be delivered from all doubts as to one’s justifica- 
tion in writing at this stage of the world, one 
should have either a plentiful faith in one’s own 
exceptionalness, or a plentiful lack of money. 
Tennj^son said to me, “ Everybody writes so well 
now; ” and if the lace is only machine-made, it 
still pushes out the hand-made, which has differ- 
ences only for a fine fastidious appreciation. To 
write indifferently after having written well — 
that is, from a true, individual store which makes 
a special contribution — is like an eminent clergy- 
man spoiling his reputation by lapses, and neutral- 
ising all the good he did before. However this is 
superfluous stuff to write to you. It is only a 
sample of the way in which depression w^orks upon 
me. I am not the less grateful for all the encour- 
agement I get. 

I saw handsome Dean Liddell at Oxford. He 
is realty a grand flgure. They accuse him of being 
obstructive to much-needed reforms. For my owm 
part, I am thankful to him for his share in “ Lid- 
dell and Scott ” and his capital little Roman his- 
tory. Apropos of books and St. Andrews, I have 
read aloud to Sir. Lewes Professor Flint’s vol- 
ume, and w^e have both been much pleased with its 
conscientious presentation and thorough effort at 
fairness. 

We have enjoyed the country as we always do; 
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but we have been, for our constitutions, a little 
unfortunate in the choice of a spot, which is the 
windiest of the windy. That heat which we have 
read and heard of has hardly been at all felt by 
us; and we have both suffered a little from chills. 
You will perceive from my letter I am just now 
possessed by an evil spirit in the form of headache; 
but on the whole I am much the stronger for the 
peace and the delicious air, which I take in as a 
conscious addition to the good of living. 

We have been near buymg a little country her- 
mitage on Holmwood Common, — a grand spot, 
with a view hard to match in our flat land. But 
we have been frightened away by its windiness. 
I rather envy Major Lockhai't and the rest of the 
Golfian enthusiasts; to have a seductive idleness 
which is really a healthy activity, is invaluable to 
people who have desk-work. 

I feel rather disgraced by the fact that I re- 
ceived your last kind letter nearly two months ago. 

letter to Hw ^ brief note of mine, written im- 

^^^^di^tely on hearmg of you from Mrs. 
Fields, must have crossed yours and the 
Professor’s kind letters to me; and I hope it 
proved to you that I love you in my heart. 

We were in the country then, but soon after- 
wards we set out on a sixjveeks’ journey, and we 
are but just settled in om* winter home. 

Those mispeakable troubles in vRich I neces- 
sarih* felt more for you than for any one else con- 
cerned, are, I trust, well at an end, and you are 
enjoying a time of peace. It was like your own 
sympathetic energy to be able, even while the 
storm was yet hanging in your sky, to write to me 
about my husband’s books. Will you not agi*ee 
with me that there is one comprehensive Church 
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whose fellowship consists in the desire to purify 
and ennoble human life, and where the best mem- 
bers of all narrower Churches may call themselves 
brother and sister in spite of differences? I am 
writing to your dear husband as well as to you, 
and in answer to his question about Goethe, I must 
say, for my part, that I think he had a strain of 
mysticism in his soul, — of so much mysticism as 
I think inevitably belongs to a full poetic nature, 
— I mean the delighted bathing of the soul in 
emotions which overpass the outlines of definite 
thought. I should take the “ Imitation ” as a type 
(it is one which your husband also mentions), but 
perhaps I might differ from him in my attempt 
to interpret the unchangeable and universal mean- 
ings of that great book. 

Mr. Lewes, however, who has a better right than 
I to a conclusion about Goethe, thinks that he en- 
tered into the experience of the mystic — as in the 
confessions of the Schone Seele — simply by force 
of his sympathetic genius, and that his personal 
individual bent was towards the clear and plastic 
exclusively. Do not imagine that JMr. Lewes is 
guided in his exposition by theoretic antipathies. 
He is singularly tolerant of difference, and able 
to admire what is unlike himself. 

He is busy now eoirecting the proofs of his 
second volume. I wonder whether you have head- 
aches and are ricketj’- as we are, or whether you 
have a glorious immunity from those ills of the 
flesh. Your husband’s photograph looks worthy 
to represent one of those wondrous Greeks who 
rn’ote grand dramas at eighty or ninety. 

I am decidedly among the correspondents who 
may exercise their friends in the virtue of giv- 
ing and hoping for nothing again. Otherwise I 
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am unprofitable. Yet believe me, dear friend, I 
am always with lively memories of you, yours 
affectionately. 

We have spent this year in much happiness, and 
are sorry to part with it. From the beginning of 
, * June to the end of September we had 

Sara HeiiBen, a iiGUse 111' SuiTcy, aiicl eiijoyed delicious 
2ot OY. 874 . daily walks and drives in the 

lovely scenery round Reigate and Dorking. Oc- 
tober we spent in a country visit to friends (Six- 
Mile Bottom), and in 'a journey to Paris, and 
through the Ardennes homeward, finishing off our 
travels by some excursions in our own country, 
which w^e are ready to say we will never quit again, 
— it is so much better worth knowing than most 
places one travels abroad to see. We make our- 
selves amends for being in London by going to 
museums to see the wonderful works of men ; and 
the other day I was taken over the Bank of Eng- 
land and to Woolwich Arsenal, — getting object- 
lessons in mj’’ old age, you perceive. Mr. Lewes 
is half through the proof -correcting of his second 
volume; and it will be matter of rejoicing wLen 
the other half is done, for w’e both hate proof- 
correcting (do you?) — the writing always seems 
worse than it really is when one reads it in patches, 
looking out for mistakes. 

My books have for their main bearing a conclu- 
sion the opposite of that in which your studies 
letter to the seem to have painfully imprisoned you, 
wDb/Sw®' — a conclusion without which I could 
wnVyffioth not have cared to write any i-epx’esen- 
Dec. 1874. tation of human life, — namely, that 
the fellowship between man and man which has 
been the principle of development, social and 
moral, is not dependent on conceptions of what 
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is not man; and that the idea of God, so far as 
it has been a high spiritual influence, is the ideal 
of a goodness entirely human {L e., an exaltation 
of the human). 

Have you quite fairly represented yourself in 
saying that you have ceased to pity your suffering 
fellow-men, because you can no longer think of 
them, as individualities of immortal duration, in 
some other state of existence than this of which 
you know the pains and the pleasures ? — that you 
feel less for them now you regard them as more 
miserable? And, on a closer examination of your 
feelings, should you find that you had lost all sense 
of quality in actions, — all possibilitj’’ of admira- 
tion that yearns to imitate, — all keen sense of 
what is cruel and injurious, — all belief that your 
conduct (and therefore the conduct of others) can 
have any difference of effect on the well-being of 
those immediately about you (and therefore on 
those afar off), whether you carelessly follow your 
selfish moods, or encom’age that vision of others’ 
needs wflich is the source of justice, tenderness, 
sympathy in the fullest sense? I cannot believe 
that your strong intellect will continue to see, in 
the conditions of man’s appearance on this planet, 
a destructive relation to your symjpathy: this 
seems to me equivalent to saying that you care 
no longer for colour, now you know the laws of 
the spectrum. 

As to the necessary combinations through which 
life is manifested, and which seem to present them- 
selves to you as a hideous fatalism, which ought 
logically to petrify your volition, — have they, in 
fact, any such influence on your ordinary course 
of action in the primary affans of your existence 
as a human, social, domestic creature? And if 
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they don’t hinder you from taking measures for 
a bath, without which you know that you cannot 
secure the delicate cleanliness which is your second 
nature, why should they hinder you from a line 
of resolve in a higher strain of duty to your ideal, 
both for yom’self and others? But the considera- 
tion of molecular physics is not the direct ground 
of human love and moral action, any more than 
it is the direct means of composing a noble pic- 
ture or of enjoying great music. One might as 
well hope to dissect one’s own body and be merry 
in doing it, as take molecular physics (in which 
you must banish from your field of view what is 
specifically human) to be your dominant guide, 
your determiner of motives, in what is solely hu- 
man. That eveiy study has its bearing on every 
other is true ; but pain and relief, love and sorrow, 
have their peculiar history which make an expe- 
rience and knowledge over and above the swing of 
atoms. 

The teaching you quote as George Sand’s would, 
I think, deserve to be called nonsensical if it did 
not deserve to be called wicked. What sort of 
“ culture of the intellect ” is that which, instead of 
widening the mind to a fuller and fuller response 
to all the elements of our existence, isolates it in 
a moral stupidity? — which flatters egoism with 
the possibility that a complex and refined human 
society can continue, wherein relations have no 
sacredness beyond the inclination of changing 
moods? — or figures to itself an sesthetic human 
life that one may compare to that of the fabled 
grasshoppers who were once men, but having 
heard the song of the Muses could do nothing but 
sing, and starved themselves so till they died and 
had a fit resurrection as grasshoppers; “ and this,” 



1874 ] THE POWER OF THE WILL 203 


says Socrates, “ was the return the Muses made 
them.” 

With regard to the pains and limitations of 
one’s personal lot, I suppose there is not a single 
man, or woman, who has not more or less need of 
that stoical resignation which is often a hidden 
heroism, or who, in considering his or her past his- 
tory, is not aware that it has been cruelly affected 
by the ignorant or selfish action of some fellow- 
being in a more or less close relation of life. And 
to my mind, there can be no stronger motive, than 
this perception, to an energetic effort that the lives 
nearest to us shall not suffer in a like mamier 
from us. 

The progress of the world — which you say can 
only come at the right time — can certainly never 
come at ail save by the modified action of the 
individual beings who compose the world; and 
that we can say to ourselves with effect, “ There is 
an order of considerations which I will keep myself 
continually in mind of, so that they may continu- 
ally be the prompters of certain feelings and 
actions,” seems to me as undeniable as that we can 
resolve to study the Semitic languages and apply 
to an Oriental scholar to give us daily lessons. 
What would your keen wit say to a young man 
who alleged the ph5’^sical basis of nervous action as a 
reason why he could not possibly take that course? 

As to duration and the way in which it affects 
your view of the human history, what is really 
the difference to your imagination between infini- 
tude and billions when you have to consider the 
value of human experience? Will you say that 
since your life has a term of threescore years arid 
ten, it was really a matter of indifference whether 
you were a cripple with a wretched skin disease. 
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or an active creature with a mind at large for 
the enjoyment of knowledge, and with a nature 
which has attracted others to you? 

Ditficulties of thought — acceptance of what is, 
without full comprehension — belong to every sys- 
tem of thinking. The question is to find the least 
incomplete. 

When I wrote the first page of this letter, I 
thought I was going to say that I had not courage 
to enter on the momentous points you had touched 
on, in the hasty, brief form of a letter. But I have 
been led on sentence after sentence, — not, I fear, 
with any inspiration beyond that of my anxiet5^ 
You will at least pardon any ill-advised things I 
may have written on the prompting of the moment. 

Your New Year’s affectionate greeting was 
very sweet and welcome to us. I missed nothing 

letter to Alex coi’dial and cheering in your letter ex- 
^n, 24 Jan.’ cept some assurance that this epoch 
finds you in outward peace and comfort, 
as w'ell as in inward steadfastness and joy in all 
goodness. It is your general fault to say nothing 
about that more solid measurable self which, how- 
ever inferior and troublesome, is yet an insepar- 
able companion of the more spiritual Alexander 
Main. I trust that you are free from domestic 
trouble, and that your days are passed in satisfac- 
tory work. 

On the other hand, you usually want to know 
our bodily condition, and I can tell you now that 
we are both ^usually well, having escaped cold in 
spite of the severe weather which has made victims 
of so many delicate and elderly persons. 

This is the fourth year, I think, since your first 
letter, asking about the pronunciation of “ Rom- 
ola,” reached me in the country. How the little 
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twig planted then has burgeoned and blossomed! 
— the best of blossoms being, as you say, the spir- 
itual relation of conscious sympathy. 

I want very much to be assui’ed of jmur perpet- 
ual striving after excellence in all such ways as 
your life offers a path for; because your excellence 
in anything is likely to bear fruit after our work is 
finished. You know I care as much for what is 
called private work as for public, and believe in 
its incalculable efficacy. 

Jan. 13. — Here is a great gap since I last made 
a record. But the time has been filled full of hap- 
piness. A second edition of “ Jubal ” 
was published in August; and the fourth 
edition of “ The Spanish Gypsy ” is all sold. This 
morning I received a copy of the fifth edition. 
The amount of copies sold of “ Middlemarch ” up 
to Slst December is between 19,000 and 20,000. 

Yesterday I also received the good news that 
the engagement between Emily Cross and Air. 
Otter is settled. 

The last year has been crowded with proofs of 
affection for me, and of value for what work I have 
been able to do. This makes the best motive or 
encouragement to do more; but, as usual, I am 
suffering much from doubt as to the worth of what 
I am doing, and fear lest I may not be able to com- 
plete it so as to make it a contribution to literature, 
and not a mere addition to the heap of books. I 
am now just beginning the part about “ Deronda,” 
at page 234. 

Your letter was a deeply felt pleasure to me last 
night; and I have one from Emily this 
morning, which makes my joy in the 
prospect of your union as tlxorough as it 
could well be. I could not wish either her words or 
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yours to be in the least diffei’ent. Long ago, when 
I had no notion that the event was probable, my 
too hasty imagination had prefigured it and longed 
for it. To say this, is to say something of the 
high regard with which all I have known of 
you has impressed me, — for I hold our sweet 
Emily worthy of one who may be reckoned among 
the best. The possibility of a constantly growing 
blessedness in marriage is to me the very basis 
of good in our mortal life; and the believing hope 
that you and she will experience that blessedness 
seems to enrich me for the coming years. I 
shall count it among my strengthening thoughts 
that you both think of me with affection, and 
care for my sympathy. Mr. Lewes shares in 
all the feelings I express, and we are rejoicing 
together. 

Please never wonder at my silence, or believe 

letter to Mrs ^ you in any the less lively 

PrterTayior ■ remembrance because I do not write to 

iStli Jan. 1875. 

you. 

Writing notes is the cma? of my life. It often 
interferes 'with my morning hours (before 1 
o’clock), which is the only time I have for quiet 
work. For certain letters are unavoidable de- 
mands; and though my kind husband writes them 
for me whenever he can, they are not all to be done 
by proxy. 

That glorious bit of work of yours about the 
Home for Girls f is delightful to hear of. Hardly 
anjdhing is more wanted, I imagine, than homes 
for girls in various employments — or rather for 
umnarried women of all ages. 

I heard also the other day that your name was 
among those of the ladies interested in the begin- 

^ Besshorough Gardens. 
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ning of a union among the bookbinding women, 
which one would like to succeed and spread. 

I hope, from your ability to woi’k so w^ell, that 
you are in perfect health yourself. Our friend 
Barbara, too, looks literally the pink of wellbeing, 
and cheers one’s soul by her interest in all w'orthy 
things. 

I should urge you to consider your early reli- 
gious experience as a portion of valid knowledge, 
and to cherish its emotional results in letter to the 
relation to objects and ideas wLich are 
either substitutes or metamorphoses of 
.the earlier. And I think we must not 
take every great physicist — or other “ ist ” — for 
an apostle, but be ready to suspect him of some 
crudity concerning relations that lie outside his 
special studies, if his exposition strands us on I’e- 
sults that seem to stultify the most ardent, massive 
experience of mankind, and hem uj) the best part 
of our feelings in stagnation. 

Last night I finished reading aloud to Mr. 
Lewes the “Inkerman” volume, and we both 
thank you heartily for the valuable pres- 
ent. It is an admirable piece of writing: 
such pure, lucid English is what one 
rarely gets to read. The masterly marshalling of 
the material is certainly in conti’ast with the move- 
ments described. To my non-military mind, the 
Inkerman affair seems nothing but a brave blun- 
dering into ’vdctory. G-reat traits of valour — Ho- 
meric movements — but also a pow^erful lack of 
brains in the form of generalship. I cannot see 
that the ordering up of the two 18-pounder guns 
w’^as a vast mental effort, unless the w^eight of the 
guns is to be counted in the order as well as in the 
execution. But the grand fact of the thousands 
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beaten by the himdreds remains under all interpre- 
tation. Why the Russians, in their multitudinous 
mass, should have chosen to retreat into Sebas- 
topol moving at their leisure, and carrying off all 
their artillery, seems a mystery in spite of General 
Dannenberg’s memorable answer to Mentschikoff. 

There are some splendid movements in the story, 
— the tradition of the Minden Yell, the “ Men, 
remember Albuera,” and the officer of the 77th 
advancing with, “ Then I will go myself,” with 
what followed, are favourite bits of mine. My 
mind is in the anomalous condition of hating 
war and loving its discipline which has been 
an incalculable contribution to the sentiment of 
duty. 

I have not troubled myself to read any reviews 
of the book. My eye caught one in which the 
author’s style was accused of affectation. But I 
have long learned to apply to reviewers an apho- 
rism which tickled me in my childhood, — “ There 
must be some such to be some of all sorts.” Pray 
tell Mr. Simpson that I Avas much pleased with the 
new dress of “ The Spanish Gypsy.” 

The first part of “ Giannetto ” raised my inter- 
est, but I Avas disappointed in the unraA'^elling of 
the plot. It seems to me neither really nor ideally 
satisfactory. But it is a long Avhile since I read a 
story neAver than “ Rasselas,” Avhich I re-read tAvo 
years ago, with a desire to reneAV my childish de- 
light in it, AA’hen it was one of my best loved com- 
panions. So I am a bad judge of comparative 
merits among popular Avriters. I am obliged to 
fast from fiction, and fasting is knoAvn sometimes 
to AA'caken the stomach. I ought to except Miss 
Thackeraj'^’s stories, which I cannot resist AAlien 
they come near me, — and bits of Mr. Trollope, 
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for affection’s sake. You would not wonder at my 
fasting, if you knew how deplorably uncalled for, 
and “ eveiything-that-it-should-not-be,” my own 
fiction seems to me in times of inward and outward 
fog, — like this morning when the light is dim on 
my paper. 

Do send me the papers you have written, — I 
mean as a help and instruction to me. I need very 
much to know how ideas lie in other tetter to the 
minds than my own, that I may not miss S:mow“' 
their difficulties while I am urging only 
what satisfies myself. I shall he deeply 
interested in knowing exactly what you wnote at 
that particular stage. Please remember that I 
don’t consider myself a teacher, but a companion in 
the struggle of thought. What can consulting 
physicians do without pathological knowledge? — 
and the more they have of it, the less absolute — 
the more tentative — are their procedures. 

You uill see by the “ Fortnightly,” which you 
have not read, that Mr. Spencer is very anxious to 
vindicate himself from neglect of the logical neces- 
sity that the evolution of the abstraction “ society ” 
is dependent on the modified action of the units ; 
indeed he is very sensitive on the point of being 
supposed to teach an enervating fatalism. 

Consider what the human mind en masse would 
have been if there had been no such combination 
of elements in it as has produced poets. All the 
philosophei's and savants would not have sufficed 
to supply that deficiency. And how can the life 
of nations he understood without the inward life 
of poetry, — that is, of emotion blending with 
thought? 

But the beginning and object of my letter must 
be the end, — please send me your papers. 

YOL. TK — 14 
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We cannot believe that there is reason to fear 
any painful observations on the publication of the 
T » t M memoir in one volume with “ Graven- 
hurst ” and the Essays. The memoir is 
WTitten with exquisite judgment and 
feeling; and without estimating too highly the 
taste and carefulness of journalists in their ordi- 
nary treatment of books^ I think that we may count 
on their not being impressed otherwise than re- 
spectfully and sympathetically with the character 
of your dear husband’s work, and with the sketch 
of his pure elevated life. I would also urge you to 
rely on the fact that Mr. Blackwood thinks the 
publication desirable, as a guarantee that it will 
not prove injudicious in relation to the outer world, 
— I mean the world beyond the circle of your hus- 
band’s especial friends and admirers. I am grieved 
to hear of your poor eyes having been condemned 
to an inaction which, I fear, may have sadly in- 
creased the vmdness of that inward seeing, already 
painfully strong in you. There has been, I trust, 
always some sympathetic young companionship 
to help you, — some sweet voice to read aloud to 
you, or to talk of those better things in human lots 
which enable us to look at the good of life a little 
apart from our owm particular sorrow. 

The doctors have decided that there is nothing 
very grave the matter with me ; and I am now so 
r X „ much better that we even think it pos- 
BM€-joiies, sible 1 may go to see Salvmi in the 
Gladiator to-morrow evening. This 
is to let you know that there is no reason against 
your coming, with or without Margaret, at the 
usual time on Friday. 

Your words of affection in the note you sent me 
are very dear to my remembrance. I like not only 
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to be loved, but also to be told that I am loved. 
I am not sure that you are of the same mind. But 
the realm of silence is large enough beyond the 
grave. This is the vvoidd of light and speech, and 
I shall take leave to tell you that 5mu are very dear. 

You are right, - — there is no time, but only the 
sense of not having time: especially when, instead 
of filling the days with useful exertion, 
as you do, one wastes them in being ill, 
as I have been doing of late. Flowevei*, ws. 

I am better now, and will not grumble. Thanks 
for all the dear words in your letter. Be sure I 
treasure the memory of your faithful friendship, 
which goes back — yoii know how far. 

Your letters are alwaj^s “a good message from 
a far country,” and we value every as- tetter to 
suranee you give us of your welfare or mS!”' 
of our share in furthering it. 

Our plans for the year do not now include a jour- 
ney to the Continent, w'hich Mr. Lewes had only 
thought of as a sanitary measure for me. What 
we are bent on is, to spend the next four or five 
months in the country, working, and breathing 
the fresh air. There is an unexpected hitch about 
a house which we had thought ourselves sure of, 
but if this difficulty can be surmounted we shall 
leave London next week. 

We have been much interested lately in seeing 
Salvini, a genuinely great actor, play Othello, 
And on IMonday we are hoping to see him in 
“ Hamlet.” I wish you could have the same enjoy- 
ment. Great art, in any kind, inspirits me and 
makes me feel the worth of devoted effort; but 
from bad pictures, bad books, vulgar music, I come 
away with a paralysing depression. 

Mr. Lewes is going to republish some interesting 
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little retrospects of actors which he wrote nearly 
ten years ago in the “Pall Mall Gazette.” He 
remembers Edmund Kean, — who, you know, died 
in 1832.. 

I wish I had time to think of something better 
to tell you, but I hear the footstep of a visitor to 
lunch, and must close my poor despatch. It will 
have answered your question about our move- 
ments, and also it will have assured you that you 
are always one of the valued possessions in our 
spiritual estate. 

If you could, some day this week or the hegin- 
xetterto ning of next, allow me half an hour’s 
quiet tite-a-tete, I should be very much 
obliged by such a kindness. 

The trivial questions I want to put could hardly 
be shapen in a letter so as to govern an answer 
that would satisfy my need. And I trust that the 
interview' will hardly be more troublesome to you 
than w'riting. 

I hope, when you learn the pettiness of my diffi- 
# culties, you w'ill not be indignant, like a great 

doctor called in to the favourite eat. 

We admire our bit of Hertfordshire greatly; 
but I should be glad of more breezy common land 

letter to Mrs far-i’caching outlooks. For fer- 

peterTayiori tility, wealth of grand trees, parks, 
mansions, and charming bits of stream 
and canal,* our neighbourhood can hardly be ex- 
celled. And our house is a good, old, i-ed-brick, 
Georgian place, with a nice bit of garden and 
meadow' and river at the back. Perhaps we are 
too much in the valley, and have too large a share 
of mist, w'hich often lies white on our meadows in 
the early evening. But who has not had too much 
moisture in this calamitously wet cold summer? 


A 
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Mr. Lewes is very busy, but not in zoologising. 
We reserve that for October, when we mean to go 
to the coast for a few weeks. It is a long while 
since I walked on broad sands and watched the 
receding tide; and I look forward agreeably to a 
renewal of that old pleasure. 

I am not particularly flourishing in this pretty 
region, probably owing to the low barometer. The 
air has been continually muggy, and has lain on 
one’s head like a thick turban. 

What a comfort that you are at home again and 
well ! * The sense of your nearness has been so 
long missing to us, that we had begun w 

to take up with life as inevitably a little 
less cheerful than we remembered it to " 
have been formerly, Avithout thinking of restoration. 

My box is quite dear to me, and shall be used 
for stamps, as you recommend, unless I find an- 
other use that will lead me to open it and think of 
you the oftener. It is very precious to me that you 
bore me in your mind, and took that trouble to 
give me pleasure, — in which you haA’^e succeeded. 

Our house here is rather a fine, old, brick, Geor- 
gian place, with a loA’^ely bit of landscape; but I 
think AA^e have suffered the more from the rainy, 
close weather, because we are in a A^alley, and can 
see the mists lie in a thick white stratum on our 
meadoAvs. Mr. Lewes has been, on the aaIioIc, 
flourishing and enjoying, — AATiting away AAith 
vigour, and making a discoA'ery or theory at the 
rate of one per diem. 

Of me you must expect no good. I haA^e been in 
a piteous state of debility in body and depression 
in mind. My book seems to me so unlikely cA^er to 
be finished in a way that will make it Avorth giving 

^ 1 had been abroad for six weeks. 
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to the world, that it is a kind of glass in which I 
behold my infirmities. 

That expedition on the Thames would be a great 
delight, if it were possible to us. But our arrange- 
ments forbid it. Our loving thanks to Mr. Druce, 
as well as to you, for reviving the thought. We 
are to remain here till the 23d of September; then 
to fly through town, or at least only perch there 
for a night or so, and then go down to the coast, 
while the servants clean our house. We expect 
that Bournemouth will be our destination. 

Let us have news of you all again soon. Let us 
comfort each other while it is day, for the night 
cometh. 

I hope this change of weather, in which we are 
glorying, both for the country’s sake and our own, 
will not make Weybridge too warm for Mrs. 
Cross. 

I don’t mind how many letters I receive from 
one who interests me as much as you do. The 
letter to tiie receptive part of correspondence I can 
carry on with much alacrity. It is writ- 
ing. ms. ijjg ansM'ers that I groan over. Please 
take it as a proof of special feeling that I declined 
answering your kind inquiries by proxy. 

This corner of Hertfordshire is as pretty as it 
can be of the kind. There are really rural bits at 
every turn. But for my particular taste I prefer 
such a region as that round Haslemere, — with 
wide furzy commons and a grander horizon. Als o 
I prefer a country where I don’t make bad blood 
by having to see one public-house to every six 
dwellings, — which is literally the case in many 
spots around us. My gall rises at the rich brewers 
in Parliament and out of it, who plant these poison 
shops for the sake of their million-making trade, 
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while probably their families are figuring some- 
where as refined philanthropists or devout evan- 
gelicals and ritualists. 

You perceive from this that I am dyspeptic and 
disposed to melancholy views. In fact, I have not 
been flourishing — but I am getting a little better; 
grateful thanks that you wdU care to know it. On 
the wliole the sins of brewers, ’with their drugged 
ale and devil’s traps, depress me less than my own 
inefficiency. But every fresh morning is an op- 
portunity that one can look forward to for exert- 
ing one’s will. I shall not be satisfied with your 
philosophy till you have conciliated necessitarian- 
ism — I hate the ugly word — with the practice 
of willing strongly, willing to will strongly, and 
so on, that being what you certainly can do, and 
have done about a great many things in life, whence 
it is clear that there is nothing in ti’uth to hinder 
you from it ■ — except you will say the absence of 
a motive. But that absence I don’t believe in, in 
your case — only in the case of empty barren 
souls. 

Are you not making a transient confusion of 
intuitions with innate ideas? The most thorough 
experientialists admit intuition — i. e., direct im- 
pressions of sensibility underlying all proof — as 
necessary starting-points for thought. 

Oct. 10. — On the 15th June, we went to a house 
we had taken at Rickmansworth, Here, in the 
end of July, we received the news that 
our dear Bertie had died on June 29th. 

Om* stay at Rickmansworth, though otherwise 
peaceful, was not marked by an}’’ great improve- 
t ment in health from the change to countiy instead 
of town, — rather the contrary. We left on 23d 
September, and then set off on a journey into 
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Wales, which was altogether unfortunate on ac- 
count of the excessive rain. 

I behaved rather shabbily in not thanking you 
otherwise than by proxy for the kind letter you 
T „ Rickmanswoi'th, but I had 

Bu^wo(a, ^ a bad time down there, and did less of 
everything than I desired. Last night 
we returned from our trip, — a very 
lively word for a journey made in the worst 
weather ; and since 1 am, on the whole, the better 
for a succession of small discomforts in hotels, 
and struggling walks taken under an umbrella, 
I have no excuse for not wilting a line to my 
neglected correspondents. 

Y ou will laugh at our nervous caution in deposit- 
ing our MSS. at the Union Bank before we set 
out. We could have borne to hear that our house 
had been burnt down, provided no lives were lost, 
and our unprmted matter, om ceuvres inedites, 
were safe out of it. 

About my unprinted matter, Mr. Lewes thinks 
it will not be well to publish the first part till 
February. The four first monthly parts are ready 
for travelling now. It will be well to begin the 
printing in good time, so that I may not be hur- 
ried with the proofs; and I must beg Mr. Simp- 
son to judge for me in that matter with kin d 
carefulness. 

I can’t say that I am at all satisfied with the 
book, or that I have a comfortable sense of doing 
in it what I want to do ; but Mr. Lewes is satisfied 
with it, and insists that since he is as anxious as 
possible for it to be fine, I ought to accept his 
impressions as trustworthy. So I resign myself. •' 

I read aloud the “Abode of Snow” at Ricki- 
mansworth, to our mutual delight; and we are 
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both very much obliged to you for the handsome 
present. But what an amazing creature is this 
Andrew Wilson, to have kept pluck for such 
travelling while his body was miserably ailing! 
One would have said that he had more than the 
average spirit of hardy men to have persevered, 
even in good health, after a little taste of the dif- 
ficulties he describes. 

The arrangements as to the publication of my 
next book are already determined on. Ever since 
“ Adam Bede ” appeared, I have been j_gttgj.toMrs 
continually having proposals from the 
proprietors or editors of periodicals, but 
I have always declined them, except in the case 
of “ Romola,” which appeared in the “ Cornhill,” 
and was allowed to take up a varying and unu- 
sual number of pages. I have the strongest ob- 
jection to cutting up my work into little bits; and 
there is no motive to it on my part, since I have 
a large enough public already. But, even apart 
from that objection, it would not now be worth 
the while of any magazine or journal to give me 
a sum such as my books yield in separate publica- 
tion. I had £7000 for “ Romola,” but the mode 
in which “ Middlemarch ” was issued brings in a 
still larger sum. I ought to say, however, that 
the question is not entirely one of money witli me : 
if I could gain more by splitting ray Acting into 
small parts, I would not do it, because the effect 
would be injurious as a matter of art. So much 
detail I trouble you AAuth to save misapprehension. 

Your enjoyment of the proofs cheers me 
greatly; and prav thank Mrs. Black- , , 

wood for her Taliiable hints on equine Biatoood, 
matters. I have not only the satisfac- 
tion of using those hints, — I alloAv myself the in- 
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ference that where there is no criticism on like 
points, I have made no mistake. 

I should be much obliged to Mr. Simpson — 
whom I am glad that Gwendolen has captivated — 
if he would rate the printers a little about their 
want of spacing. I am anxious that my poor 
heroes and heroines should have all the advantage 
that paper and print can give them. 

It will perhaps be a little comfort to you to 
know that poor Gwen is spiritually saved, but 
“ so ashy fire.” Don’t you see the process already 
beginning? I have no doubt you do, for you are 
a wide-awake reader. 

But what a climate to expect good writing in! 
Skating in the morning and splashy roads in the 
afternoon is just typical of the alternation from 
frigid to flaccid in the author’s bodily system, 
likely to give a corresponding variety to the style. 

I got my head from under the pressure of other 
matters, Uke a frog from under the water, to send 

tettertoMiss November greeting. My si- 

^Henneu, lence through the rest of the months 
makes you esteem me the more, 1 hope, 
seeing that you yourself hate letter- writing, — a 
remarkable exception to the rule that people like 
doing what they can do well, if one can call that 
a rule of which the I’everse seems more frequent, 
— namely, that they like doing what they do ill. 

We stayed till nearly the end of September at 
the house we had taken in Hertfordshire. After 
that we went into Wales for a fortnight, and were 
under umbrellas nearly the whole time. 

I wonder if you all remember an old governess 
of mine who used to visit me at Foleshill, — a Miss 
Lewis? I have found her out. She is living at 
Leamington, old, but cheerful, and so delighted 
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to be remembered with gratitude. How very old 
we are all getting! But I hope you don’t mind it 
any more than I do. One sees so many contem- 
poraries, that one is well in the fashion. The ap- 
proach of parting is the bitterness of age. 

Your letter is an agreeable tonic, veiy,much 
needed, for that wretched hindrance of a cold last 
week has trailed after it a series of head- 
aches worse than itself. An additional 
impression, like Mr. Langford’s, of the 
two volumes, is really valuable, as a sign that I 
have not so far failed in relation to a variety of 
readers. But you know that in one sense I count 
nothing done as long as anything remains to do; 
and it always seems to me that the ’worst difficulty 
is still to come. In the sanest, soberest judgment, 
however, I think the third volume (which I have 
not yet finished) would be regarded as the diffi- 
cult bridge. I will not send you any more MS. 
imtil I can send the whole of vol. iii. 

We think that Mr. Simpson has conducted our 
Australian business admirably. Remembering 
that but for his judgment and consequent activ- 
ity ’W’e might have got no publication at all in 
that quarter, we maj^^ well be content with £200. 
Mr. Lewes has not got the life of Heine, and will 
be much pleased and obliged by your gift. 

Major Lockhart’s lively letter gives one a long- 
ing for the fresh breezy life and fine scenery it 
conjures up. You must let me know when there 
is a book of his, because wLen I have done my 
owm I shall like to read something else by him. 
I got much pleasure out of the two books I did 
read. But when I am viTiting, or only thinking 
of writing, fiction of my own, I cannot risk the 
reading of other English fiction. I was obliged 
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to tell Anthony Trollope so, when he sent me the 
first part of his “ Prime Minister,” though this 
must seem sadly ungracious to those who don’t 
share my susceptibilities. 

Apparently there are wild reports about the 
subject-matter of “ Deronda,” — among the rest, 
that it represents French life! But that is hardly 
more ridiculous than the supposition that after 
refusing to go to xAmerica, I should undertake 
to desci’ibe society there! It is wonderful how 
“ Middlemarch ” keeps afloat in people’s minds. 
Somebody told me that Mr. Henry Sidgwick said 
it was a bold thing to write another book after 
“ Middlemarch; ” and we must prepare ourselves 
for the incalculableness of the public reception in 
the first instance. I think I have heard you say 
that the chief result of your ample experience has 
been to convince you of that incalculableness. 

MTaat a blow for Miss Thackeray, — the death 
of that sister to whom she was so closely bound in 
affection. 

Dec. 25. — After our return from Wales in Oc- 
tober I grew better, and wi'ote with some success. 
. , , For the last three weeks, however, I 

have been sufrering from a cold and its 
effects so as to be unable to make any progress. 
ISIeanwhile the two first volumes of “ Daniel De- 
ronda ” are in print, and the first book is to be 
published on February 1st. I have thought very 
poorly of it myself throughout, but George and 
the Blackw^oods are full of satisfaction in it. Each 
pa;’t as I see it before me im Werden seems less 
likely to be anything else than a failure; but I 
see on looking back this morning — Christmas 
Day — that I really was in worse health and suf- 
fered equal depression about “ Romola; ” and so 
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far as I have recorded, the same thing seems to 
be true of “ Middlemai’ch.” 

I have finished the fifth book, but am not far on 
in the sixth, as I hoped to have been, — the oppres- 
sion under which I have been labouring having 
positively suspended my power of writing any- 
thing that I could feel satisfaction in. 
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J^INITARY, 1873, TO DECEMBER, 1875 

Reception of “ Middlemarch ” — Letter to Alex. Main — Cheap edition 
of ‘^Middlemarcii ’^ wanted — Letter to John Blackwood — Mr. Anthony 
Trollope — Dutch translation of George Eliot’s novels — Letter to Mrs. 
Cross — Evening drives at Weybridge — Letter to John Blackwood — 
Letter to Miss Wellington — Sympathy with the young — German reprint 
of “Spanish Gypsy” — “The Lifted Veil” — “Kenelm Chillingly” — 
Letter to Mrs. William Smith on her Memoir of her husband — Pleasure 
in young life — -Letter to John Blackwood — W^ant of a Conservative 
leader — Letter to Mr. Burne-Jones — The function of art — Purpose in 
art — ■“Iphigenia in Aulis” — Letter to Mrs. Congreve, welcoming her 
home — Letter to Alex. Main — Success of “ Middlemarch ” — Letter to 
Mrs. William Smith on women at Cambridge — Visit to Mr. Frederic 
Myers at Cambridge — Meets Mr. Henry Sidgwick, Mr. Jebb, Mr. Ed- 
mund Gurney, Mr. Balfour, and Mr, Lyttelton, and Mrs. and Miss Huth 

— Letter to Alex. Main — Impressions of her books on the young — Letter 
to Mrs. Bray Death of Miss Rebecca Franklin — Visit to the Master of 
Bailiol — Aleets Mr. and Mrs. Charles Roundell — Professor Green — 
Max Miiiler — Thompson, the Master of Trinity College, Cambridge — 
Nine weeks’ trip to the Continent — Letter to Mrs. Congrevedrom Hom- 
burg — Fontainebleau, Plombieres, and Luxeuil — Two months’ stay at 
Bickley — Letter to Mrs. Cross on journey abroad and Blackbrook — 
Letter to John Blackwood — New edition of “Middlemarch” — A real 
Lowick in a Midland county — Cheap editions — Letter to Mrs. Cross on 
the pleasures of the country and on Mr. Henry Sidgwick — Letter to Airs. 
Peter Taylor — House in the country — Letter to J. W. Cross on conformity 

— Letter to John Blackwood — Interruptions of town life — Simmering 
towards another book — Berlin reading “Aliddlemarch” — Ashantee war 

— Letter to Madame Bodichon — The George Howards — Joini Stuart 
Mill’s Autobiography — Letter to Airs. Cross on Christmas invitation — 
Dr. Andrew Clark — Letter to Airs. Bray on stupidity of readers — Letter 
to Airs. Peter Taylor — Retrospect of 1873 — Sales of “Aliddlemarch” 
and “Spanish Gy'psy” — letter to Mrs. Whlliam Smith — “Plain living 
and high thinking” — Letter to John Blackwood — Conservative reaction 

— Chea|>er etl^ion of novels — Lord Lytton’s “Fables” — Dickens’s 
“Life,” and biography in general — Letter to John Blackwood — Volume 
of poems — Letter to Airs. Bray — Alotives for children — Letter to Miss 
Henneli — Francis Newman — George Dawson — “The Legend of Jubal, 
and other Poems,” published — “Symposium” written — Letter to Aliss 
Mary Cross thanking her for a vase — Letter to Alex. Alain — “Agatha ” 

— Letter to Airs. Cross — Delight in country — Letter to John Blackwood 

— Threatened restoration of the Empii'e in France — “Brewing” “De- 
ronda” — Letter to Airs. Peter Taylor on Airs. Nassau Senior’s report — 
Letter to Mrs, Wulliam Smith on consolations in loss — Letter to Aiadame 
Bodichon — No disposition to melancholy — Letter to Airs, Burne-Jones 
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— The serious view of life — Letter to John Blackwood — Justifications 
for writing — Dean Liddell — Letter to Mrs. Stowe — Goethe's inysti- 
,cism — Letter to Miss Hemieli — Visit to Six-Mile. Bottora — Paris 'and 
the Ardennes — Bank of England and Woolwich Arsenal Letter to Mrs. 
Ponsonby — The idea of God an exaltation of hiunan goodness — Msion 
of others’ needs — Ground of moral action — > Need of altruism — The 
power of the will — Difficulties of thought — Letter to Alex. Main on Ins 
sympathy Sales of books — Retrospect of 1874 — letter to Francis 
Otter on his engagement — Letter to Mrs. Peter Taylor — Note writing — - 
Home for girls — Letter to Mrs. Ponsonby — Value of early religious ex- 
perience — Limitations of scientists — - Letter to John Blackwood — King- 
lake’s ’“Crimea” — Discipline of war — /Tiasselas ” — Miss Thackeray 

— Anthony Trollope — Letter to Mrs. Ponsonby — Desire to know the dif- 
ficulties of others — Companion in the struggle of thought — * Mr. Spencer’s 
teaching — The value of poets — Emotion blending with thought — Letter 
to Airs. Wm. Smith — Her AJemoir — Letter to Mrs. Burne-Jones" — The 
^vorld of light and speech — Letter to Airs. Peter Taylor — Rickmans- 
worth — Letter to Alex. Aiain on plans for the year — Letter to F. Harri- 
son asking for consultation — Letter to J. W. Cross — “The Elms” — 
Depression — Letter to AJrs. Ponsonby — The Brewing interest — Con- 
ciliation of necessitarianism with will — Innate ideas — Death of Herbert 
Lewes — Trip to Wales — Letter to John Blackwood — Not satisfied 
with “Deronda” — Letter to Airs. Peter Taylor — Alode of publication 
of books — Letter to John Blackwood — Gwendolen — Letter to Aliss 
Hennell — ^ Aliss Lewis — Letter to John Blackwood — Impressions of 
“ Deronda ” — Alajor Locldiart — Depression about “ Deronda.” 



CHAPTER XVIII 


W E have just come in from Weybridge, but 
are going to take refuge there again on 
Monday, for a few days more of fresh 
air and long, breezy afternoon walks. Many 
thanks for your thoughtfulness in sending me the 
tetter to joim cheering account of sales. 

Mr. Lewes has not heard any com- 
plaints of not understanding Gwen- 
dolen, but a strong partisanship for and against 
her. My correspondence about the misquotation 
of Tennyson has quieted itself since the fifth 
letter. But ones gentleman has written me a 
very pretty note, taxing me with having wanted 
insight into the technicalities of Newmarket, 
when I made Lush say, “ I will take odds.” 
He judges that I should have written, “ I will 
lay odds.” On the other hand, another expert 
contends that the case is one in which Lush 
would be more likely to say, “ I will take odds.” 
What do you think? I told my correspondent 
that I had a dread of being righteously pelted 
with mistakes that would make a cairn above 
me, — a monument and a warning to people 
who write novels without being omniscient and 
infallible. 

Mr. Lewes is agitating himself over a fifth read- 
ing of revise, Book VI., and says he finds it more 
interesting than on any former reading. It is 
agreeable to have, a home criticism of this kind! 
But I am deep in the fourth volume, and cannot 
any longer care about what is past and done for, 
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— the passion of the moment is as much as I can 
live in. 

We had beautiful skies with our cold, and only 
now and then a snow shower. It is grievous to 
read of the suffering elsewhere from floods. 

I am well pleased that “ Deronda ” touches you. 
I wanted you to prefer the chapter about Mirah’s 
finding; and I hope you will also like letter to ‘ 
her history in Part III., which has just 
been published. 3itoch, i 876 . 

We want very much to get away, but I fear we 
shall hardly be able to start till the end of May. 
At present we think of the Maritime Alps as a 
destination for the warm summer, — if we have 
such a season this year; but we shall wander a 
little on our way thither, and not feel bound to 
accomplish anything in particular. Meanwhile we 
are hearing some nice music occasionally; and we 
are going to see Tennyson’s play, which is to be 
given on the 15th. The occasion will be very in- 
teresting, and I should be very sorry to miss it. 

We have been getting a little refreshment from 
two flights between Sundays to Wej’^bridge. But 
we have had the good a little drained from us by 
going out to dinner two days in succession. At 
Sir James Paget’s I was much interested to find 
that a gentle-looking, clear-eyed, neatly made man 
was Sir Garnet Wolseley; and I had some talk 
with him, which quite confirmed the impression of 
him as one of those men who have a power of 
command by dint of their sweet temper, calm de- 
meanour, and unswerving resolution. The next 
subject that has filled our chat lately has been the 
Blue Book on Vivisection, which you would like 
to look into. There is a great deal of matter for 
reflection in the evidence on the subject, and some 
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good points have been lately put in print, and 
conversation that I should like to tell you of if I 
had time. Professor Clifford told us the other 
Sunday that Huxley complained of his suffer- 
ings from “ the profligate lying of virtuous 
women.” 


April 12. — On February 1st began the publi- 
cation of “ Deronda,” and the interest of the pub- 


Journal, 


lie, strong from the first, appears to 
have increased with Book III. The 


day before yesterday I sent off Book VII. The 
success of the woi’k at present is greater than that 
of “ Middlemarch ” up to the coi'responding point 
of publication. What will be the feeling of the 
public as the story advances, I am entirely doubt- 
ful. The Jewish element seems to me likely to 
satisfy nobody. I am in rather better health, — 
having, perhaps, profited by some eight days’ 
change at Weybridge. 

Your sympathetic letter is a welcome support 
to me in the rather depressed condition which has 
tetter to John ponie upon me, from the effect, I im- 
agine, of a chill taken in the sudden 
change from mildness to renewed win- 
ter. You can understand how trying it is to have 
a week of incompetence at the present stage of 
affairs. I am rather concerned to see that the 


part is nearly a sheet smaller than any of the other 
parts. But Books V. and VI. are proportionately 
thick. It seemed iiaadmissible to add anything 
after the scene with Gwendolen; and to stick any- 
thing in not necessary to development between 
the foregoing chapters is a form of “ matter in 
the wrong place ” particularly repxilsive to my 
authorship’s sensibility, 

People tell us that the book is enoi-mously dis- 
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cussed, and I must share with you rather a neat 
coincidence which pleased us last week. Perhaps 
you saw what Mr. Lewes told me of, — namely, 
that [a critic] opined that the scenes between Lush 
and Grandcourt were not vraisemblable, — were 
of the imperious feminine, not the masculine, char- 
acter. Just afterwards Mr. Lewes w'as chatting 
with a friend, who, without having read the [criti- 
cism], or having the subject in the least led up to 
by Mr. Lewes, said that he had been at Lady 
Waldegrave’s, where the subject of discussion had 
been “ Deronda; ” and Beimal Osborne, delivering 
himself on the book, said that the very best parts 
wei-e the scenes between Grandcourt and Lush. 
Don’t you think that Bernal Osborne has seen 
more of the Grandcourt and Lush life than that 
critic has seen ? But several men of experience 
have put their fingers on those scenes as having 
surprising verisimilitude ; and I naturally was 
peculiarly anxious about such testimony, where 
my construction was founded on a less direct 
knowledge. 

We are rather vexed, now it is too late, that I 
did not carry out a sort of incipient intention to 
expunge a motto from Walt Whitman which I 
inserted in Book IV. Of course the whole is irrev- 
ocable by this time ; but I should have otherwise 
thought it worth while to have a new page, not 
because the motto itself is objectionable to me, — 
it was one of the finer things which had clung to 
me from among his writings, - — but because, since 
I quote so few' poets, my selection of a motto fi’om 
Walt Whitman might be taken as a sign of a 
special admiration, which I am very far from feel- 
ing. How'^ imperfectly one’s mind acts in proof- 
reading! Mr. Lewes had taken up Book IV. 
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yesterday, to re-read it for his pleasure merely; 
and though he had read it several times before, 
he never till yesterday made a remark against 
taking a motto from Walt Whitman. I, again, 
had continually had an appetency towards remov- 
ing the motto, and had never carried it out, — per- 
haps from that sort of flaeeidity which comes over 
me about what has been done, when I am occupied 
with what is being done. 

People in their eagerness .about my charactei-s 
are quite angry, it appears, when their own expec- 
tations are not fulfilled, — angry, for example, 
that Gwendolen accepts Grandcourt, &c., &c. 

One reader is sure that Mirah is going to die 
very soon, and, I suppose, will be disgusted at her 
remaining alive. Such are the reproaches to which 
I make myself liable. However, that you seem to 
share Mr, Lewes’s strong feeling of Book VII. 
being no falling off in intensity makes me brave. 
Only endings are inevitably the least satisfactory 
part of any work in which there is any merit of 
development, 

I forgot to say that the “ tephillin ” are the small 
leather bands or phylacteries, inscribed with su- 
premely sacred words, which the Jew binds on his 
arms and head during prayer. 

Any periphrasis which would be generally intel- 
ligible would be undramatic; and I don’t much 
like explanatory footnotes in a poem or story. 
But I must consider what I can do to remedy the 
unintelligibility. 

The printers have sadly spoiled the beautiful 
Greek name Kalonyinos, which was the name of a 
celebrated family of scholarly Jews, transplanted 
from Italy into Germany in medieval times. But 
my writing was in fault. 
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Having a leisure half-hour unexpectedly this 
afternoon, I use it in writing to you, rather than 
trust to the time nearer our departure, 
which may be filled with small details of 
preparation. Even if you had not asked 
me, it would have been my impulse to send you a 
few lines, that I might thank you, with more direct- 
ness than through my husband’s report, for all 
your alfectionate sympathy, and for the pains- 
taking appreciation with which you continually 
cheer me. Generally, it is not good for me to be 
much within hearing of what is said about my 
books, until they are at a good distance from their 
birth and I am in the dispassionate mood towards 
them of a hen towards her feathered chickens. But 
some genuine signs of understanding which assure 
me that I have not missed my aim are a helpful 
blessing, and you are one who can give such signs. 

Are you not sometimes made rather desponding 
by the i*eading of newspapers and periodicals? 
One cannot escape seeing and hearing something 
of political and literary criticism in one’s need to 
know what one’s fellow-men are doing, and all in- 
formation is given in a soup of comment. The 
ignoi'ance, the recklessness, the lack of any critical 
principles by which to distinguish what is matter 
of technical judgment and what of indi'vddual taste, 
the ridiculous absence of fundamental comparison, 
while hardly any judgment is passed without a 
futile and offensive comparison of one author with 
another, — “ tired of all this,” I sometimes shrink 
from every article that pretends to be critical, — 
I mean, of other people’s productions, not of course 
my ovm, for you know I am well taken care of by 
my husband, and am saved from getting my mirid 
poisoned with print about myself, 
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I trust that all is well with you in more material 
and domestic matters. We get great pleasure now 
from the thought of young lives filled with joyous 
activity. We, too, are unspeakably happy in our 
activity, but we have the drawback of increasing 
susceptibility to fatigue. I am often painfully 
anxious about Mr. Lewes’s health, — the anxiety 
that one must pay as the price of loving greatly. 

This letter says little that I should like to say; 
but let it have a symbolic significance, and stand 
as an indirect sign that I am always, — Yours 
TOth sincere regard. 

Your letter was one of the best cordials I 
could have. Is thei’e anything that cheei's and 
, ^ « strengthens more than the sense of an- 

H.B. Stowe/ other’s worth and tenderness? And it 

May, 1876. , i ^ • 

was that sense that your letter stirred in 
me, not only by the words of fellowship and encour- 
agement you give directly to me, but by all you 
tell me of your own feeling under jmur late painful 
experience. I had felt it long since I had heard of 
3?^our and the Professor’s well-being; but I need 
not say one word to you of the reasons why I am 
not active towards my distant friends except in 
thought. I do think of them, and have a tenacious 
memory of every little sign they have given me. 
Please offer my reverential love to the Professor, 
and tell him I am ruthlessly proud that I kept him 
out of his bed. I hope that both you and he will 
continue to be interested in my spiritual children. 
My cares for them are nearly at an end, and in a 
few weeks we expect to set out on a Continental 
journey, as the sort of relaxation which carries one 
most thoroughly away from studies and social 
claims. You rightly divine that I am a little over- 
done, but my fatigue is due not to any excess of 
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work so much as to the vicissitudes of our long 
winter, which have affected me severely, as they 
have done aU delicate people. It is true that 
some nervous wear, such as you know well, from 
the excitement of writing, may have made me 
more susceptible to knife-like winds and sudden 
chills. 

Though you tenderly forbade me to write in 
answer to your letter, I hke to do it in these min- 
utes when I happen to be free, lest hindrances 
should come in the indefinite future. I am the 
happier for thinking that you will have had this 
little bit of a letter to assure you that the sweet 
rain of your affection did not fall on a sandy 
place. 

I make a delightful picture of your life in your 
orange-grove taken care of by dear daughters. 
Climate enters into my life with an influence the 
reverse of what I like to think of in yours. Sun- 
light and sweet air make a new creature of me. 
But we cannot bear now to exile ourselves from 
our own country, which holds the roots of our 
moral and social life. One fears to become selfish 
and emotionally withered by living abroad, and 
giving up the numerous connections with fellow- 
country men and women whom one can further a 
little towards both public and private good. 

I wonder whether you ever suffered much from 
false uniting (about your biography and motives) 
in the newspapers. I daresay that pro-slavery 
prints did not spare you. But I should be glad to 
think that there was less impudent romancing 
about you as a citoyenne of the States, than there 
appears to be about me as a stranger. But it is 
difficult for us English, who have not spent any 
time in the United States, to know the rank that 
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is given to the various newspapers; and we may 
make the mistake of gmng emphasis to some 
American journalism which is with you as un- 
known to respectable minds as a low-class news- 
paper with us. 

When we come back from our joui-neying, I 
shall be interesting myself in the MS. and proofs 
of my husband’s third volume of his “ Problems,” 
which will then go to press, and shall plunge myself 
into the mysteries of our nervous tissue, as the 
Professor has been doing into the mysteries of the 
middle ages. I have a cousinship with him in that 
taste — but how to find space in one’s life for all 
the subjects that solicit one? My studies have 
lately kept me away from the track of my hus- 
band’s researches, and I feel behindhand in my 
wifely sympathies. You know the pleasure of such 
interchange, — husband and wife each keeping to 
their own work, but loving to have cognisance of 
the other’s course. 


God bless you, dear friend. Beg the Professor 
to accept my affectionate respect, and believe me 
always yours with love. 

J une 3. — Book V. published a week ago. Grow- 
ing intei-est in the public, and growing sale, which 


T , ..... has from the beginning exceeded that 
« m.. „ jiaalenwch The Jewish part 

apparently creating strong interest. 

The useful “ companion,” which your loving care 
Jitter to J vf marked with my initials, will go 

3d June,' with me, and be a constant sign of the 
giver’s precious affection, w'hich you 
have expressed in words such as I most value. 

Even success needs its consolations. Wide ef- 


fects are rarely other than superficial, and would 
breed a miserable scepticism about one’s work if it 
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were not now and then for an earnest assurance 
such as you give me, that there are lives in which 
the work has done something “ to strengthen the 
good and mitigate the evil.” 

I am pursued to the last with some bodily 
trouble, — this week it has been sore throat. But 
I am emerging, and you may think of me next 
week as raising my “ Ebenezer.” 

Love and blessings to you all. 

The manuscript of ‘^Daniel Deronda” bears the follow- 
ing inscription: — 

“ To my dear Husband, George Henry Lewes. 

“Wishing me Hke to one more rich in hope 

Desiring this man’s art and that man’s scope* 

With what I most enjoy contented least ; 

Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising, 

Haply I think on thee, — and then my state 
Like to the lark at break of day arising 
From sullen earth, sings hymns at heaven’s gate; 

For thy sweet love remember’d such w^ealth brings, 

That then I scorn to change my state with kings.” 

June 10. — We set off on our journey, intend- 
ing to go to San Martino Lantosc in the Maritime 
Alps. But I was ill at Aix, where the ^ 
heat had become oppressive^ and w-e 
turned northwards after making a pilgrimage to 
Les Charmettes, — stayed a few days at Lau- 
sanne, then at Vevey, where again I was ill; then 
by Berne and Zurich to Ragatz, where we were 
both set up sufficiently to enjoy our life. After 
Ragatz to Heidelberg, the Klonthal, Schaffhau- 
sen, St. Blasien in the Black Forest, and then 
home by Strashurg, Nancy, and Aoniens, arriv- 
ing September 1. 

After much travelling, we seem to have reached 
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the right place for our health and comfort; and as 
we hope to stay hei*e for at least a fortnight, I 
tetter to John have begun to entertain selfish thoughts 
6tt‘^y°is76, about you, and the possibility of having 
fromEagatz. ngws from you. Our month’s absence 
seems long to us, — filled with various scenes and 
various ailments; but to you, I daresay, the re- 
quest for a letter to tell us what has happened will 
seem to have come before there is anything par- 
ticular to tell. 

On our arriving at Aix, the effect of railway 
travelling and heat on me warned us to renounce 
our project of going to the Maritime Alps, and to 
turn northward; so after resting at Aix, w'e went 
to Chambery, just to make a pilgrimage to Les 
Clharmettes, and then set our faces northward,' 
staying at beautiful Lausanne and Vevey for a 
week, and then coming on by easy stages to this 
nook in the mountains. In spite of illness we have 
had much enjoyment of the lovely scenery we have 
been dwelling in ever since we entered Savoy, 
where one gets what I most delight in, — - the com- 
bination of rich, well cultivated land, friendly to 
man, and the grand outline and atmospheric effect 
of mountains near and distant. 

This place seems to be one of the quietest baths 
possible. Such fashion as there is, is of a German, 
unimposing kind ; and the King of Saxony, who is 
at the twin hotel wdth tliis, is, I imagine, a much 
quieter kind of eminence than a London stock- 
broker. At present the company sekns to be al- 
most exclusively Swiss and German, but all the 
appliances for hving and carrying on the “ cure ” 
are thoroughly generous and agreeable. We rose 
at five this morning, drank our glasses of warm 
water, and walked till a quarter to seven, then 
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breakfasted, and from half -past eight to eleven 
walked to Bad Pfeffers and back again, along a 
magnificent ravine where the Tamine boils down 
beneath a tremendous wall of rock, and where it 
is interesting to see the electric telegraph leaping 
from the summit, crossing the gulf, and then 
quietly running by the roadside till it leaps upward 
again to the opposite summit. 

You may consider us as generally ill-informed, 
and as ready to make much of a little news as any 
old provincial folk in the days when the stage- 
coach brought a single London paper to the village 
Crown or Red Lion. We have known that Servia 
has declared war against Turkey, and that Harriet 
Martineau is dead as weU as George Sand. 

Our weather has been uniformly splendid since 
we left Paris, with the exception of some storms, 
which have conveniently laid the dust. 

We reached home only last night, and had 
scarcely taken our much-needed dinner before a 
parcel w'as bi'ought in which proved to ^ 
be “ Daniel Deronda ” in the four bound 
volumes, and various letters, with other 
“ missiles,” ■— as an acquaintance of mine once 
quite naively called his omr favours to his corre- 
spondents — which have at present only gone to 
swell a heap that I mean to make acquaintance 
wdth very slowly. Mr. Lewes, ho-wever, is more 
eager than I, and he has just brought up to me a 
letter which has certainly gratified me more than 
anything else of the sort I ever received. It is 
from Dr. Hermann Adler, the Chief Rabbi here, 
expressing his “ warm appreciation of the fidelity 
with which some of the best traits of the Jewish 
character have been depicted by,” &;c., &c. I think 
this will gratify you. 
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We are both the better for our journey, and I 
consider myself in as good case as I can ever rea- 
sonably expect. We can’t be made young again, 
and must not be surprised that infirmities recur in 
spite of mineral waters and air 3000 feet above the 
sea-level. After Ragatz, we stayed at Stachelberg 
and Klonthal, — two lovely places, where an Eng- 
lish face is seldom seen. Another dehcious spot, 
where the air is fit for the gods of Epicurus, is St. 
Blasien, in the Schwarzwald, where also we saw 
no English or American visitors, except such as 
iibernachten there and pass on. We have done 
exploits in walking, usually taking four or five 
hours of it daily. 

I hope that you and yours have kept well, and 
have enjoyed the heat rather than suffered from it. 
I confess myself glad to think that this planet has 
not become hopelessly chilly. Draughts and chills 
are my enemies, and but for them I should hardly 
ever be ailing. 

The four volumes look very handsome on the 
outside. Please thank IMr. William Blackwood 
for many kind notes he wrote me in the days of 
MS. and proofs, — not one of which I ever an- 
swered or took notice of except for my own 
behoof. 

We got home again last Friday, much strength- 
ened by our journey, notwithstanding vicissitudes, 
letter to I suppose you ’tvill uot be in town for 

cho^tii^t. ages to come, but I let you know that 
I am here in case you have anything 
to say to me by letter — about “objects.” 

After leaving Ragatz we still kept in Eastern 
Switzerland, in high valleys unvisited by the Eng- 
lish; and in our homeward line of travel we paused 
in the Schwarzwald at St. Blasien, which is a Luft- 
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kurort, all green hills and pines with their tops as 
still as if it were the abode of the gods. 

But imagine how we enjoy being at home again 
in our own chairs, with the familiar faces giving 
us smiles which are not expecting change in franc 
pieces 1 

We are both pretty weU, but of course not cured 
of all infirmities. Death is the only physician, the 
shadow of his valley the only journeying that will 
cure us of age and the gathering fatigue of years. 
Still we are thoroughly lively and “ spry.” 

I hope that the hot summer has passed agreeably 
for you, and not been unfavourable to your health 
or comfort. Of course a little news of you will he 
welcome, even if you don’t particularly want to 
say anything to me. 

My blessing on you for your sweet letter, which 
I count among the blessings given to me. Yes; 
women can do much for the other women letter to 
(and men) to come. My impression of 
the good there is in all xmselfish efforts ^aoct. ists. 
is continually strengthened. Doubtless many a 
ship is drowned on expeditions of discovery or 
rescue, and precious freights lie buiied. But there 
was the good of manning and furnishing the ship 
with a great purpose before it set out. 

We are going into Cambridgeshire this week, 
and are watching the weather with private views 

I have had some very interesting letters both 
from Jews and from Christians about “ Deronda.” 
Part of the scene at the club is translated into 

^ Tills was a visit to Six-Mile Bottom, where M. Turguenieff, who was 
a very highly valued friend of Mr. and I^frs. Lewes, had come to compare 
his experiences of Russian and English sport. I remember George Eliot 
telling me that she had never met any literary man whose society she en- 
joyed so thoroughly and so unrestrainedly as she did that of M. Turgue- 
nieff. They had innumerable bonds of sympathy. 
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Hebrew in a German- Jewish newspaper. On the 
other hand, a Christian (highly accomplished) 
thanks me for embodying the principles by which 
Christ wrought and will conquer, Tlris is better 
than the laudation of readers who cut the book up 
into scraps, and talk of notliing in it but Gwen- 
dolen. I meant everjdhing in the book to be re- 
lated to everything else there. 

I quite enter into Miss Jekyll’s view of negative 
beauty. Life tends to accumulate “ messes ” about 
one, and it is hard to rid one’s self of them because 
of the associations attached. I get impatient some- 
times, and long, as Andrew Fairservice would say, 
to “ kaim ofp the fleas,” as one does in a cathedral 
spoiled by monuments out of keeping with the 
pillars and walls. 

I had felt it long before you let me have some 
news of you. How could you repeat deliberately 
that bad dream of your having made 
yourself “objectionable”? I will an- 
swer for it that you were never objec- 
tionable to any creature, except perhaps to your 
ovn self, — a too modest and shrinking self. I 
trusted in your undei’standing last spring that I 
was glad to hear from my friends without having 
to make the effort of answering, when answering 
was not demanded for practical purposes. My 
health was not good, and I was absorbed as to 
my working power, though not as to my interest 
and sympathy. 

You have been in my mind of late, not only on 
your own account but in affectionate association 
with our dear Mrs. Ruck, whose acquaintance I 
pwe: to;- 5?pu, ^ 

On my return from abroad I found among my 
heap of letters a delightful one from her, written, 



1876 ] 


CIRCULATION OF BOOKS 239 


I think, at the end of June, as bright and cheering 
as the hills under the summer sky. And only a 
day or two after we saw that sad news in the 
“ Times.” I think of her beautiful open face, mth 
the marks of grief upon it. Why did you wite 
me such a brief letter, telling me nothing about 
your own life? I am a poor correspondent, and 
have to answer many letters from people less in- 
teresting to me than you are. Will you not in- 
dulge me by writing more to me than you expect 
me to write to you ? That would be generous. We 
both came back the better for our three months’ 
journeying, though I was so ill after we had got 
to the south that we thought of returning, and 
went noi’thward in that expectation. But Ragatz 
set me up, so far as I expect to be set up, and 
we greatly enjoyed our fresh glimpses of Swiss 
scener5^ 

Mr. Lewes is now printing his third volume of 
“ Problems of Life and Mind,” and is, as usual, 
very happy over his work. He shares my interest 
in everything that relates to you ; and be assured 
— will you not? — ^that such interest will always 
be warm in us. I shall not, while I live, cease to 
be yours affectionately. 

Oct. 20. — ■ Looking into accounts apropos of an 
oflPer from Blackwood for another ten 
years of copyright, I find that before 
last Christmas there had been distributed 24,577 
copies of “ Middlemarch.” 

“ Evermore thanks ” for your last letter, full of 
generous sjmipathy that can afford to 
be frank. The lovely photograph of the stowed 
grandson will be caremlly preseryecl. 

It has the sort of beauty which seems to be pecu- 

^ This letter is in a-cknowledgment of a letter from Mrs. Beecher Stowe 
on “Daniel Deronda.” 
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liarly abundant in America, at once rounded and 
delicate in form. 

I do hope you will be able to carry out your 
wish to visit your son at Bonn, notwithstanding 
that heavy crown of years that your dear Rabbi 
has to carry. If the sea voyage could be borne 
without much disturbance, the land journey might 
be made easy by taking it in short stages, — the 
plan we always pursue m travelling. You see, I 
have an interested motive in wishing you to come 
to Europe again, since I can’t go to America. But 
I enter thoroughly into the disinclination to move 
when there are studies that make each day too 
short. If we were neighbours, I should be in 
danger of getting troublesome to the revered Ori- 
entalist, with all kinds of questions. 

As to the Jewish element in “ Deronda,” I ex- 
pected from first to last, in writing it, that it 
would create much stronger resistance, and even 
repulsion, than it has actually met with. But 
precisely because I felt that the usual attitude 
of Christians towards Jews is — I hardly know 
whether to say more impious or more stupid, when 
viewed in the light of their professed principles, 
I therefore felt urged to treat Jews with such sym- 
pathy and understanding as my natui’e and knowl- 
edge could attain to. Moreover, not only towards 
the Jews, but towards all Oriental peoples with 
whom we English come in contact, a spirit of ar- 
I’ogance and contemptuous dictatorialness is ob- 
servable which has become a national disgrace to 
us. There is nothing I should care more to do, if 
it were possible, than to rouse the imagination of 
men and women to a vision of human claims in 
those races of their feUow-men who most differ 
from them in customs and beliefs. But towards 
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the Hebrews we western people, who have been 
reared in Christianity, have a peculiar debt, and, 
whether we acknowledge it or not, a peculiar thor- 
oughness of fellowship in religious and moral sen- 
timent. Can anything be more disgusting than to 
hear people called “ educated ” making small jokes 
about eating ham, and showing themselves empty 
of any real knowledge as to the relation of their 
own social and religious life to the history of the 
people they think themselves witty in insulting? 
They hardly know that Christ was a Jew. And I 
find men, educated, supposing that Christ spoke 
Greek. To my feeling, this deadness to the his- 
tory which has prepared half our world for us, this 
inability to find interest in any form of life that is 
not clad in the same coat-tails and floimces as our 
own, lies very close to the worst kind of irreligion. 
The best that can be said of it is that it is a sign 
of the intellectual narrowness — in plain English, 
the stupidity — which is still the average mark of 
our culture. 

Yes, I expected more aversion than I have 
found. But I was happily independent in mate- 
rial things, and felt no temptation to accommodate 
my writing to any standard except that of trying 
to do my best in what seemed to me most needful 
to be done; and I sum up with the vriter of the 
Book of Maccabees, — “ If I have done well, 
and as befits the subject, it is what I desired; 
and if I have done ill, it is what I could attain 
unto.” 

You are in the middle of a more glorious autumn 
than ours, but we, too, are having now and then a 
little sunshine on the changing woods, I hope that 
I am right in putting the address from which you 
wrote to me on the 25th September, so that my 
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note may not linger away from you, and leave 
you to imagine me indifferent or negligent. 

Please offer my reverent regard to Mr. Stowe. 

We spent three months in East Switzerland, and 
are the better for it. 

Any one who knows from experience what 
bodily infirmity is — how it spoils life even for 

Letter to Miss Other trouble — gets 

saraH^iel! a little impatient of healthy complain- 
ants, strong enough tor extra work and 
ignorant of indigestion. I at least should be in- 
clined to scold the discontented young people who 
tell me in one breath that they never have anything 
the matter with them, and that life is not worth 
having, — if I did not remember my own young 
discontent. It is remarkable to me that I have 
entirely lost my personal melancholy. I often, of 
course, have melancholy thoughts about the desti- 
nies of my fellow-creatures, but I am never in that 
mood of sadness which used to he my frequent 
visitant even in the midst of external happiness. 
And this, notwithstanding a very vivid sense that 
life is declining and death close at hand. We are 
waiting with some expectation for Miss Marti- 
neau’s Autobiography, which, I fancy, Avill be 
charming so far as her younger and less renowned 
life extends. All biography diminishes in interest 
when the subject has won celebrity — or some 
reputation that hardly comes up to celebrity. But 
autobiography at least saves a man or woman that 
the world is curious about from the publication 
of a string of mistakes called “ Memoirs.” It 
would be nice if we could be a trio — I mean you, 
Cara, and I — chatting together for an hour as 
w-e used to do when I had walked over the hill to 
see you. But that pleasm-e belongs to “ the days 
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that are no more.” Will you believe that an ac- 
comphshed man some years ago said to me that 
he saw no place for the exercise of resignation, 
when there was no personal divine will contem- 
plated as ordaining sorrow or privation. He is 
not yet aware that he is getting old, and needing 
that unembittered compliance of soul with the in- 
evitable which seems to me a full enough meaning 
for the word “ resignation.” 

Dec. 1. — Since we came home at the beginning 
of September, I have been made aware of much re- 
pugnance, or else indifference, towards 
the Jewish part of “ Deronda,” and of 
some hostile as well as adverse reviewing. On 
the other hand, there have been the strongest ex- 
pressions of interest, — some persons adhering to 
the opinion, started during the early numbers, that 
the book is my best. Delightful letters have here 
and there been sent to me; and the sale both in 
America and in England has been an unmistak- 
able guarantee that the public has been touched. 
Words of gratitude have come from Jews and 
Jewesses, and these are certain signs that- 1 may 
have contributed my mite to a good result. The 
sale hitherto has exceeded that of “ ]\liddlemarch,” 
as to the £2 2s. four-volume form, but we do not 
expect an equal success for the guinea edition, 
which has lately been issued. 

Dec. 11. — We have just bought a house in 
Surrey, and thmk of it as making a seidous change 
in our life, — namely, that we shall finally settle 
there and give up town. 

This mas a charming house — fhe Heights, Witley, 
near Godahning. It stands on a gentle hill, overlooking 
a lovely bit of characteristic English scenery. In the 
foreground green fields, yrettily timbered, undulate up 
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to the high ground of Haslemere in front, mith Black- 
down (where Tennyson lives) on the left hand, and Hind 
Head on the right,- — “Heights that laugh with corn 
in August, or lift the plough-team against tlie sky in 
September.” Below, the white steam-pennon ^ies along 
in the hollow. The walks and drives m the neighbourhood 
are enchanting. A land of pine-woods and copses, village 
greens and heather-covered hills, with the most delicious 
old red or grey brick, timbered cottages nestling among 
creeping roses, — the sober-coloured tiles of their roofs, 
covered with lichen, of ering a perpetual harmony to the 
eye. The only want in the landscape is the want of flow- 
ing water. About the house there are some eight or nine 
acres of pleasure-ground and gardens. It quite f ulfilled 
all expectations, as regards beauty and convenience of 
situation, though I am not quite sure that it was bracing 
enough for health. 


Dec. 15. — At the beginning of this week I had 
deep satisfaction from reading in the “ Times ” 
the report of a lecture on “ Daniel De- 
ronda,” delivered by Dr. Hermann 
Adler to the Jewish working-men, — a lecture 
showing much insight, and implying an expecta- 
tion of serious benefit. Since then I have had a 
delightful letter fi-om the Jewish Theological Sem- 
inary at Breslau, written by an American Jew^ 
named Isaacs, who excuses himself for expressing 
his feeling of gratitude on reading “ Deronda,” 
and assures me of his belief that it has even al- 
ready had an elevating effect on the minds of 
some among his people, — predicting that the 
effect will spread. 

I have also had a request from Signor Bartolom- 
meo Aquarone, of Siena, for leave to translate 
“ Romola,” and ; declaring that, as one who has 
given special study to the history of San Marco, 
and has ’written a life of Fra Girolamo Savona- 




' s' 


•_i ••* Jl•j^■^i,^''' 








By courte.*»y c*f Messrs. Harper & Brothers 



1877] CHRISTMAS AT WEYBRIDGE 245 


rola, he cares that “ Romola ” should be known 
to his countrymen, for their good. Magnificat 
anima mea! And last night I had a letter from 
Dr. Benisch, editor of the “ Jewish Chronicle,” an- 
nouncing a copy of the paper containing an article 
written by himself on reading “ Deronda ” (there 
have long ago been two articles in the same jour- 
nal reviewing the book) , and using strong words 
as to the effect the book is producing. I record 
these signs, that I may look back on them if they 
come to be confirmed. 

Dec. 31. — We have spent the Christmas with 
our friends at Weybridge, but the greater part of 
the time I was not well enough to enjoy greatly 
the pleasures their affection prepared for us. 

Farewell 1876! 

Jan. 1. — - The year opens with public anxieties. 
First, about the threatening war in the East; and 
next, about the calamities consequent on 
the continued rains. As to our private 
life, all is happiness, perfect love, and undimin- 
ished intellectual interest. G.’s third volume is 
about half-way in print. 

I don’t know that I ever heard anybody use the 
word “ meliorist ” except myself. But I begin to 
think that there is no good invention or 
discovery that has not been made by 

, , " "19th Jaa. 187?. 

more than one person. 

The only good reason for referring to the 
“ soui’ce ” would be, that you found it useful for the 
doctrine of meliorism to cite one unfashionable con- 
fessor of it in the face of the fashionable exti-emes. 

What are we to do about “ Romola ”? joim 
It ought to range with the cheap edition 
of my books, — which, exceptis eoccipi- 
endis, is a beautiful edition — as well as with 
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any handsomer series which the world’s affairs 
may encourage us to publish. The only difficulty 
lies in the illustrations required for uniformity. 
.The illustrations in the other volumes are, as Mr. 
Lewes says, not queerer than those which amuse 
us in Scott and Miss Austen, with one exception, 
— ^ namely, that where Adam is making love to 
Dinah, vLich really enrages me with its unctu- 
ousness. I would gladly pay something to be 
rid of it. The next worst is that of Adam in 
the wood 'with A_rthur Donnithoime. The rest 
are endurable to a mind well accustomed to res- 
ignation. And the vignettes on the titlepages 
are charming. But if an illustrator is wanted, 
I know one whose work is exquisite, — Mrs. 
Allingham. 

This is not a moment for new ventures, but it 
will take some time to prepare “ Romola.” I 
should like to see proofs, feeling bound to take 
care of my text; and I have lately been glancing 
into a book on Italian things, where almost every 
citation I alighted on was incorrectly planted. 
I have just read through the cheap edition of 
“Romola,” and though I have only made a few 
alterations of an unimportant kind, — ^ the print- 
ing being unusually correct, — it would be well 
for me to send this copy to be printed fi’om. I 
think it must be nearly ten years since I read the 
book- before, but there is no book of mine about 
which I more thoroughly feel that I could swear 
b}’' every sentence as having been 'written with my 
best blood, such as it is, and with the most ardent 
cai’e for veracity of which my natui'e is capable. 
It has made me often sob with a sort of painful 
joy as I have read the sentences which had faded 
from my memory. This helps one to bear false 
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representations with patience; for I really don’t 
love any gentleman who undertakes to state my 
opinions well enough to desire that I should find 
myself all wrong in order to justify his statement. 

I wish, whenever it is expedient, to add “ The 
Lifted Veil ” and “ Brother Jacob,” and so fatten 
the volume containing “ Silas Marner,” wdiich 
would thus become about 100 pp. thicker. 

Mr. Lewes feels himself innocent of dialect in 
general, and of Midland dialect in especial. Hence 
I presume to take your reference on the tetter to wm- 
subject as if it had been addressed to 
me. I w'as born and bred in Warwick- 
shire, and heard the Leicestershire, North Staf- 
fordshire, and Derbyshire dialects during visits 
made in my childhood and youth. These last are 
represented (mildly) in “ Adam Bede.” The 
Warwickshire talk is broader, and has character- 
istics which it shares wdth other Mercian districts. 
Moreover, dialect, like other living things, tends 
to become mongrel, especially in a central, fertile, 
and manufacturing region, attractive of migra- 
tion; and hence thp Midland talk presents less 
interesting relics of elder grammar than the more 
northerly dialects. 

Perhaps, unless a poet has a dialect ringing in 
his ears, so as to shape his metre and rhymes ac- 
cording to it at one jet, it is better to be content 
wfith a few suggestive touches; and I fear that the 
stupid public is not half grateful for studies in 
dialect beyond such suggestions. 

I have made a few notes, wdiich may perhaps be 
not unacceptable to you in the absence of more 
accomplished aid: — 

1. The vowH ahvays a double sound, the y some- 
times present, sometimes not; either adl or yaal. 
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Hither not heard except in c'moother, addressed to 
horses. 

2. Thou never heard. In general, the 2d per-- 
son singular not used in Warwickshire except oc- 
casionally to young members of a famdy, and then 
always in the form of thee, — i. e., ’’ee. For the 
emphatic nominative, yo, like the Lancashire. For 
the accusative, yer, without any sound of the r. 
The demonstrative those never heard among the 
common people (unless when caught by infection 
from the parson, &c.) Self pronounced sen. The 
f never heard in of, nor the n in in. 

3. Not year, but ’ear. On the other hand, with 
the usual “ compensation,” head is pronounced 
yead. 

4. “A gallows little chap as e’er ye see.” 

5. Here ’s to you, maaster. 

Saam to yo. 

You must read Harriet Martineau’s “ Autobi- 
ography.” The account of her childhood and early 
youth is most pathetic and interesting; 
but, as in all books of the kind, the 
charm departs as the liie advances, and 
the writer has to tell of her own triumphs. One 
regrets continually that she felt it necessary not 
only to tell of her intercourse with many more or 
less distinguished persons, — which would have 
been quite pleasant to everybody, — but also to 
pronounce upon their entire merits and demerits, 
especially when, if she had died as soon as she ex- 
pected, these persons would nearly all have been 
living to read her gratuitous rudenesses. Still I 
hope the book wdU do more good than harm. Many 
of the most interesting little stories in it about 
herself and others she had told me (and Mr. At- 
kinson) when I w'as staying with her, almost in the 
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very same words. But they were all the better 
for being told in her silvery voice. She was a 
charming talker, and a perfect lady in her man- 
ners as a hostess. 

We are only going to bivouac in our Surrey 
home for a few months, to try what alterations are 
necessary. We shall come back to this corner in 
the -autumn. We don’t think of giving up Lon- 
don altogether at present, but we may have to 
give up life before we come to any decision on 
that minor point. 

Pray bring Madame Mario to see us again. 
But bear in mind that on Sunday the 27th — 
which probably will be our last Sunday letter to 
in London — Holmes the violinist is 
coming to play, with Mrs. Vernon 
Lushington to accompany him. Don’t mention 
to any one else that they are coming, lest the audi- 
ence should be larger than he wishes. 

We are working a little too hard at “ pleas- 
ure ” just now. This morning we are going 
for the third time to a Wagner rehearsal at 10 
o’clock. 

I have not read, and do not mean to read, Mrs. 
Chapman’s volume, so that I can judge of it onty 
by report. You seem to me to make a , ^ ^ 
very good case tor removing the weight saraHenneu, 
of blame from her shoulders, and trans- 
; ferring it to the already burthened back of Har- 

^ riet Martineau. But I confess that the more I 

i think of the book, and all connected with it, the 

i more it deepens my repugnance, — or rather, cre- 

ates a new repugnance in me — to autobiography, 
unless it can be so written as to involve neither 
self-glorification nor impeachment of others. I like 
that the “ He, being dead, yet speaketh,” should 
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have quite another meaning than that. But how- 
ever the blame may be distributed, it remains a 
grievously pitiable thing to me that man, or 
Vvoman, who has cared about a future life in the 
minds of a coming generation or generations, 
should have deliberately, persistentlj’;^ mingled with 
that prospect the ignoble desire to perpetuate per- 
sonal animosities, which can never be righly judged 
by those immediately engaged in them. And Har- 
riet Martineau, according to the witness of those 
well acquainted with facts which she represents in 
her Autobiography, was quite remarkably apt to 
have a false view of her relations with others. In 
some cases she gives a ridiculously inaccurate ac- 
count of the tenor or bearing of con-espondence 
held with her. One would not for a moment want 
to dwell on the weakness of a character on the 
whole valuable and beneficent, if it were not made 
needful by the ready harshness with which she has 
inflicted pain on others. 

No; I did not agree with you about the Byron 
case. I understand by the teaching of my own 
egoism — and therefore I can sympathise with — 
any act of self -vindicating or vindictive rage under 
the immediate infliction of what is felt to be a 
wrong or injustice. But I have no sympathy with 
self -vindication, or the becoming a proxy in vindi- 
cation, deliberately bought at such a price as that 
of vitiating revelations — which may even possibly 
be false. To write a letter in a rage is very par- 
donable — even a letter full of gall and bitterness, 
meant as a sort of poisoned dagger. We poor 
mortals can hardly escape these sins of passion. 
But I have no pity to spare for the rancour that 
corrects its proofs and revises, and lays it by chuck- 
ling with the sense of its future publicity. * 
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Hardly, since I became an author, have I had a 
deejier satisfaction — I may say, a more letter to 
heartfelt joy — than you have given me 
in your estimate of “ Daniel Deronda.” ^istMay, m?. 

I must tell you that it is my rule, very strictly 
observed, not to read the criticisms on my writ- 
ings. For years I have found this abstinence nec- 
essary to preserve me from that discouragement as 
an artist which ill-judged praise, no less than ill- 
judged blame, tends to produce in me. For far 
worse than any verdict as to the proportion of good 
and evil in our work, is the painful impression that 
we write for a public which has no discernment of 
good and evil. 

Certainly if I had been asked to choose what 
should be wi’itten about my books, and wj/m should 
write it, I should have sketched — well, not any- 
thing so good as what you have written, but an 
article which must be written b}'- a Jew who showed 
not merely a sympathj’' with the best aspirations 
of his race, but a remarkable insight into the nature 
of art and the processes of the artistic mind. 

Believe me, I should not have cared to devour 
even ardent praise if it had not come from one 
•who showed the discriminating sensibility, the per- 
fect response to the artist’s intention, which must 
make the fullest, rarest joy to one who works from 
inward conviction, and not in compliance with cur- 
rent fashions. 

Such a response holds for an author not only 
what is best in “the life that now is,” bnt the 
promise of “ that which is to come.” I mean, that 
the usual approximative narrow perception of what 
one has been intending and profoundly feeling in 
one’s work impresses one with the sense that it 
must be poor perishable stuff, without roots to take 
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any lasting hold in the minds of men; while any 
instance of complete comprehension encourages 
one to hope that the creative prompting has fore- 
shadowed, and will continue to satisfy, a need in 
other minds. 

Excuse me that I write but imperfectly, and per- 
haps dimly, what I have felt in reading your article. 
It has affected me deeply; and though the preju- 
dice and ignorant obtuseness which has met my 
effort to contribute something towards the en- 
nobling of Judaism in the conceptions of the Chris- 
tian community, and in the consciousness of the 
Jewish community, has never for a moment made 
me repent my choice, but rather has been added 
proof that the effort was needed — yet I confess 
that I had an unsatisfied hunger for certain signs 
of sympathetic discernment, which you only have 


given. 

I may mention, as one instance, your clear per- 
ception of the relation betw'^een the presentation of 
the Jewish elements and those of English social life. 

I write under the pressure of small hurries. For 
we are just moving into the country for the sum- 
mer, and all things are in a vagrant condition 
around me. But I wished not to defer answering 
your letter to an uncertain opportunity. 

I am greatly indebted to you for your letter. It 


letter to Eted- h^s done something towards rousing me 
from what I will not call self-despair, 
but resignation to being of no use. 

I wonder whether you at all imagine the terrible 

pressure of disbelief in my own | | to speak 

to the public, which is apt with me to make all be- 
ginnings of work like a rowing against tide. Not 
that I am without more than my fair ounce of self- 
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conceit and confidence that I know better than the 
critics, whom I don’t take the trouble to read, but 
who seem to fill the air as with the smoke of bad 
tobacco. ' 

But I will not dwell on my antithetic experi- 
ences. I only mention them to show why your 
letter has done me a service, and also to help in the 
explanation of my mental attitude towards your 
requests or suggestions. 

I do not quite understand whether you have in 
your mind any plan of straightway constructing a 
liturgy to which you wish me to contribute in a 
direct way. That form of contribution w’ould 
hardly be within my powers. But your words of 
trust in me as possibly an organ of feelings which 
have not yet found their due expression, is as likely 
as any external call could be to prompt such per- 
fectly unfettered productions as that which you 
say has been found acceptable. 

I wasted some time, three years ago, in writing 
(what I do not mean to print) a poetic dialogue 
embodying, or rather shadowing very imperfectly, 
the actual contest of ideas. Perhaps what you 
have written to me may promote and influence a 
different kind of presentation. At any rate, all 
the words of your letter will be borne in mind, and 
will enter into my motives. 

We are tolerably settled now in our camping, 
experimental fashion. Perhaps before the sum- 
mer is far advanced, you may be in our neighbour- 
hood, and come to look at us. I trust that Mrs. 
Harrison is by this time in her usual health. Please 
give my love to her, and believe me always, with 
many grateful memories, yours sincerely. 

It was a draught of real comfort and pleasure to 
have a letter written by your own hand, and one 
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so altogether cheerful.^ I trust that you will by- 
and-by be able to write me word of continued 
Letter to progress. Hardly any bit of the Idng- 
jSiy, dom, I fancy, would suit your taste 
better than your neighbourhood of the 
Land’s End. You are not fond of bushy midland- 
fashioned scenery. We are enjoying the mixture 
of wildness and culture extremely, and so far as 
landscape and air go, we would not choose a differ- 
ent home from this. But we have not yet made up 
our minds whether we shall keep our house or sell it. 

Some London friends are also occasional dwellers 
in these parts. The day before yesterday we had 
Mr. and Mrs. Frederic Harrison, whose parents 
have a fine old Tudor house — Sutton Place — 
some three miles beyond Guildford. And do you 
remember Edmund Gurney? He and his graceful 
bride lunched with us the other day. And Miss 
Thackeray is married to-day to young Ritchie. I 
saw him at Cambridge, and felt that the nearly 
twenty years’ difference between them was bridged 
hopefully by his soHdity and gravity. This is one 
of several instances that I have known of lately, 
showing that young men with even brilliant ad- 
vantages will often choose as their life’s companion 
a woman whose attractions are chiefly of the spirit- 
ual order. 

I often see you enjoying your sunsets and the 
wayside flowers. 

I hope that this letter may be sent on to you in 
some delicious nook, where your dear wife is bj?- 
Letter to y our side preparing to make us all richer 

hmaealSI with store of new sketches. I almost 
fear that I am implying unbecoming 
claims in asking you to send me a word or two of 

^ Madame Bodichon had been dangerously ill. 
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news about your twofold— nay, fourfold self. But 
you must excuse in me a presumption which is 
simply a feeling of spiritual kinship, bred by read- 
ing in the volume you gave me before we left town. 

That tremendous tramp — “ Life, Death; Life, 
Death ” ^ — makes me care the more, as age makes 
it the more audible to me, for those younger ones 
who are keeping step behind me. 

I trust it wall not be otherwise than gratifying 
to you to know that your stirring article on 
“ Daniel Deronda ” is now teanslated tetter to 
into English by a son of Professor SSn, 
Ferrier, wLo w^as a philosophical wTiter i^aoct. isrr. 
of considerable mark. It will be issued in a hand- 
somer form than that of the pamphlet, and will 
appear within this autumnal publishing season, 
Messrs. Blackwood having already advertised it. 
Whenever a copy is ready, we shall ha%^e the pleas- 
ure of sending it to you. There is often something 
to be boi’ne with in reading one’s own writing in a 
translation, but I hope that in this case you will not 
be made to wince severely. 

In waiting to send you this news, I seem to have 
deferred too long the expression of my warm 
thanks for your kindness in sending me the He- 
brew translations of Lessing and the collection of 
Hebrew poems, — a kindness wLich I felt myself 
rather presumptuous in asking for, since your time 
must be well filled with more important demands. 
Yet I must further beg you, when you have an op- 
portunity, to assure Herr Bacher that I wais most 
gratefully touched by the sjonpathetic verses with 
which he enriched the gift of his woi'k. 

^ Refers to a poem by W. Ailingham, “The .General Chorus*” with a 
burden, — 

“ Life, Death; Life, Death: 

Such is the song of human, breath/ 
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I see by your last letter that your Theological 
Seminary was to open on the 4th of this month, so 
that this too retrospective letter of mine will reach 
you when you are in the midst of your new duties. 
I trust that this new institution will be a great good 
to professor and students, and that your position 
is of a kind that you contemplate as permanent. 
To teach the young personally has always seemed 
to me the most satisfactory supplement to teachihg 
the world through books; and I have often wished 
that I had such a means of having fresh living spir- 
itual childi’en within sight. 

One can hai'dly turn one’s thought towards 
Eastern Europe just now without a mingling of 
pain and di-ead; but we mass together distant 
scenes and events in an unreal way, and one would 
like to believe that the present troubles will not at 
any time press on you in Hungary with more ex- 
ternal misfortune than on us in England. 

Mr. Lewes is happily occupied in his psycho- 
logical studies. We both look forward to the re- 
ception of the work you kindly promised us, and 
he begs me to offer you his best regards. 

I like to know that you have been thinking of 
me, and that you care to write to me ; and though 
tetter to the I will not disobey your considerate pro- 
fmhy^mh& hibition so far as to try to answer your 
letter fully, I must content my soul by 
telling you that we shall be settled in the old place 
by the end of the first week in November, and that 
I shall be delighted to see you then. There are 
many subjects that I shall have a special pleasure 
in talking of vdth yOu. 

Let me say now that the passage quoted from 
your friend’s letter is one that I am most glad to 
find falling in with your own attitude of mind. 
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The view is what I have endeavoured to I’epreseiit 
in a little poem called “ Stradivarius,” which you 
may not have happened to read, — 


“ I say, not God Himself can make man’s best 
Without best men to help Him.” 

And next, I think direct personal portraiture 
— or caricature — is a bastard kind of satire, that 
I am not disposed to think the better of because 
Aa-istophanes used it in relation to Socrates. Do 
you know that pretty story about Bishop Thirl- 
wall? When somebody wanted to bring to him 
Forchhammer as a distinguished German wwiter, 
he replied, “ No; I will never receive into my house 
the man who justified the death of Socrates! ” 

“ Oh that we were all of one mind, and that mind 
good! ” is an impossible-to-be-realised wish, and I 
don’t wish it at all in its full extent. But I think 
it would be possible .that men should differ specula- 
tively as much as they do now, and yet be “ of one 
mind ” in the desire to avoid giving unnecessary 
pain, in the desire to do an honest part towards the 
general well-being, which has made a comfortable 
nidus for themselves, in the i-esolve not to sacrifice 
another to their own egoistic promptings. Pity 
and fairness — tw'O little words which, carried out, 
would embrace the utmost delicacies of the moral 
life — ^seem to me not to rest on an miverifiable 
hj^pothesis, but on facts quite as irrevei’sible as 
the perception that a pyramid will not stand on 
its apex. 

I am so glad you have been enjoying Ireland in 
quiet. We love our bit of country, and are bent on 
keeping it as a summer refuge. 

Apropos of authorship, I was a little uneasy on 
Sunday because I had seemed in the unmanageable 

■ VOL. XX — 17 
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current of talk to echo a too slight way of speak- 
ing about a great j)oet. I did not mean to say 
letter to Allien when the “ Idylls of the King ” 

j. w: Cross, seemed to be judged rather de Jiaut en 
from 'has. I only meant that I should value 

Tiiepnoiy. Hiy own mind “ In Memoriam ” as 

the chief of the larger works; and that while I 
feel exquisite beauty in passages scattered through 
the “ Idylls,” I must judge some smaller wholes 
among the lyrics as the works most decisive of 
Tennyson’s high place among the immortals. 

Not that my deliverance on this matter is of any 
moment, but that I cannot bear to fall in with the 
sickening fashion of people who talk much about 
writers whom they read little, and pronounce on a 
great man’s powers with only half his work in their 
mind, while if they remembered the other half, they 
would find their judgments as to his limits flatly 
contradicted. Then, again, I think Tennyson’s 
dramas such as the world should be glad of, — and 
would be, if there had been no prejudgment that 
he could not write a drama. 

Never augur ill because you do not hear from 
me. It is, you know, my profession not to write 

Letter to Mrs letters. Happily I can meet your kind 

contraries. I have for two 
months and more beep in better health 
than I have known for several years. This pleas- 
ant effect is due to the delicious air of the breezy 
Surrey hiUs; and further, to a friend’s insistence 
on my practising lawn-tennis as a daily exercise. 

We are in love with our Surrey house, and only 
regret that it hardly promises to be snug enough 
for us chilly people through the winter, so that we 
dare not think of doing without the warmer nest 
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Nov. 10. ■ — We went to The Heights, Witley, 
at the beginning of June, after a delightful visit 
to Cambridge, and returned to this old 
home on the 29th October. We are at ’ 
last in love with our Surrey house, and mean to 
keep it. The air and abundant exercise have quite 
renovated my health, and I am in more bodily com- 
fort than I have known for several years. But my 
dear husband’s condition is less satisfactoiy, his 
headaches still tormenting him. 

Since the year began several little epochs have 
marked themselves. Blackwood offered for an- 
other ten years’ copyright of mj'^ works, the pre- 
vious agreement for ten years having expu'ed. I 
declined, choosing to have a royalty. G.’s third 
volume has been well received, and has sold satis- 
factorily for a book so little in the popular taste. 
A pleasant correspondence has been opened with 
Professor Kaufmann, now Principal of the Jewish 
Theological Seminary at Pesth; and his “At- 
tempt at an Appreciation of ‘ Daniel Deronda ’ ” 
has been translated into English by young Ferrier, 
son of Professor Perrier. 

A new Cabinet Edition of my works, including 
“ Romola,” has been decided on, and is being pre- 
pared; and there have been multiplied signs that 
the spiritual effect of “Deronda” is growing. In 
America the book is placed above all my previous 
VTitings. 

Our third little Hampstead grand-daughter has 
been born, and was christened Saturday the 3d — 
Elinor. 

Yesterday Mr. Macmillan came to ask me if I 
would, undei’take to write the volume on Shak- 
speare, in a series to be issued under the title “ Men 
of Letters.” I have declined. 
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Having a more secure freedom than I may have 
next week, I satisfy my eagerness to tell you that 
•r - . I am longing for the news of you which 
saraHemieu, you have accustomed me to trust in as 
sure to come at this time ol the year. 
You will give me, will you not, something more 
than an affectionate greeting? You will tell me 
how and where you have been, and what is the 
actual state of your health and spirits,- — whether 
you can still interest yourself in writing on great 
subjects without too much fatigue, and what com- 
panionship is now the most precious to you? We 
returned from our country home (with which we 
are much in love) at the beginning of this month, 
leaving it earlier than we wished because of the 
need to get workmen into it. Our bit of Surrey 
has the beauties of Scotland wedded to those of 
Warwickshire. During the last two months of 
our stay there, I was conscious of more health and 
strength than I have known for several years. 
Imagine me playing at lawn-tennis by the hour 
together! The world I live in is chiefly one that 
has grown around me in these later years, since we 
have seen so little of each other. Doubtless we are 
both greatly changed in spiritual as well as bodily 
matters, but I think we are unchanged in the 
friendship founded on early memories. I, for my 
part, feel increasing gratitude for the cheering and 
stimulus your companionship gave me, and only 
think with pain that I might have profited more 
by it if my mind had been more open to good 
influences. 

Nov. 26 . — The other day we saw in the 
Toomai 18W ” Times ” that G.’s name had been pro- 
posed for the Rectorship of St. An- 
drews. Blackwood Svxites me that in less than a 
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month they have sold ofiP all but 400 of the 
5250 printed of “Deronda;” and in October 
were sold 495 of the Ss. 6d. edition of “Adam 
Bede” 

Our friend Dr. Allbutt came to see us last week, 
after we had missed each other for three or four 
years. 

I have been made rather unhappy by my hus- 
band’s impulsive proposal about Christmas. We 
are duU old persons, and your two sweet ^gjter toMra 
youne ones ought to find each Christmas Bmie-joiies,’ 
a new bright bead to string on their 
memory, whereas to spend the time with us would 
be to string on a dark shrivelled berry. They 
ought to have a group of young creatures to be 
joyful with. Our own children always spend their 
Christmas with Gertrude’s family; and we have 
usually taken our sober merry-making ivith friends 
out of town. lUness among these will break our 
custom this year ; and thus iiiein Mann, feeling that 
our Christmas was free, considered how very much 
he liked being with you, omitting the other side of 
the question, — namely, our total lack of means to 
make a suitably joyous meeting, a real festival, for 
Phil and IMargaret. I was conscious of this lack 
in the very moment of the proposal, and the con- 
sciousness has been pressing on me more and more 
painfully ever since. Even my husband’s affec- 
tionate hopefulness cannot withstand my melan- 
choly demonstration. 

So pray consider the kiU-joy proposition as en- 
tirely retracted, and give us something of your- 
selves only on simple black-letter days, when the 
Herald Angels have not been raising expectations 
early in the morning. 

I am not afraid of your misunderstanding one 
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word. You know that it is not a little love with 
which I am yours ever. 

Your note yestei’day gave me much comfort, 
, ' and I thank you for sparing the time 

j.w. Cross, to write it. 

13 ec. IS . world cannot seem quite the same 

to me, as long as you are all in anxiety about her 
who is most precious to you,V— in immediate ur- 
gent anxiety, that is. For love is never vuthoiit 
its shadow of anxiety. We have this treasure in 
earthen vessels. 

I thank you most gratefully for your kind greet- 
ing and pretty Christmas gifts, and am sympa- 
™ thetically touched by your care for your 
c|ar£tt° s^c»- poor Islandci's and Coastmen. The 
^Ie??s77 you find between the Celt and 

‘ the Hebrew seems to me also not fanciful 
but real. Both have a literature which has been a 
fount of religious feeling and imagination to other 
races. But I hardly see how I can do anything, 
as an author, to further that appreciation of the 
Celts which is now interesting many highly in- 
structed WTiters. A sincere author, before he un- 
dertakes to handle any subject, must have not only 
the outward appeal, but the inward vocation which 
consists in special fitness. 

I am delighted to see from your little paper, 
which gives an affecting picture of the men that 
must “ win the bairnies’ bread ” by going forth 
into deep waters, how we are agreed in loving our 
incomparable Wordsworth. 

Dec. 31 . — To-day I say a final farew'^ell to this 
joraiat, 1877. book, which is the only record I 

have made of my personal life for six- 
teen years and more. I have often been helped, in 

^ The beginmng of my mother’s last illness. 
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looking back in it, to compare former with actual 
states of despondency, from bad health or other 
apparent causes. In this way a past despondency? 
has turned to present hopefulness. But of course, 
as the years advance, there is a new rational ground 
for the expectation that my life may become less 
fruitful. The difficulty is to decide how far reso- 
lution should set in the direction of activity, rather 
than in the acceptance of a more negative state. 
Many conceptions of work to be carried out j)re- 
sent themselves, but confidence in my own fitness 
to complete them worthily is ail the more wanting, 
because it is reasonable to argue that I must have 
already done my best. In fact, my mind is em- 
barrassed by the number and wide variety of sub- 
jects that attract me, and the enlarging vista that 
each brings with it. 

I shall record no more in this book, because I 
am going to keep a more business-like diary. Here 
ends 1877. 

Yes, it is a comfort to me, in the midst of so 
many dispiriting European signs, that France has 
come so far through her struggle. And lenerto 
no doubt you are rejoicing too that Lon- 
don University has opened all its de- 
grees to women. 

I think we know no reading more amusing than 
the “Times” just now. We are deep among the 
gravities. I have been reading aloud Green’s first 
volume of his new, larger “ History? of the English 
People;” and this evening have begun Lecky?’s 
“ History of England in the Eighteenth Century,” 
— in fact, we are dull old fogies, who are ill in- 
formed aljout anything that is going on of an 
amusing kind. On Monday we took a youth to 
the pantomime, but I found it a melancholy busi- 
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ness. The dear old story of “ Puss in Boots ” was 
mishandled in an exasperating way, and every in- 
ci(|ent as well as pretence of a character turned 
into a motive for the most vulgar kind of dancing, 
I came away with a headache, from which I am 
only to-day recovered. It is too cruel that one 
can’t get anything innocent as a spectacle for the 
children! 

Mr. Lewes sends his best love, but is quite barren 
of suggestions about books, — buried in pink and 
lilac periodicals of a physiological sort, and preoc- 
cupied with the case of a man who has an artificial 
larynx, with which he talks very well. 

What do you say to the phonograph, which can 
report gentlemen’s bad sjieeches with all their 
stammering? 

I like to think of you and Mrs. Blackwood tak- 
ing your daughter to Rome. It will be a delight- 
+ T k reviving memories, to mingle 

Blackwood, and compare them with her fresh im- 
pressions, and in a spiritual sense to 
have what Shakspeare says is the joy of having 
offspring, — “ to see your blood warm while you 
feel it cold.” I wish that and all other prospects 
w'ere not marred by the threat of widening war. 

Last night I finished readmg Principal Tul- 
loch’s small but full volume on “ Pascal,” — a pres- 
ent for which I am much obliged. It is admirably 
fan and dispassionate, and I should think 'will be 
an acceptable piece of instruction to many readers. 
The brief and gi'aphic way in which he has made 
present and intelligible the position of the Port 
Royalists, is an example of just what is needed in 
such a series as the Foreign Classics. But of course 
they are the most fortunate contributors who have 
to write about the authors less commonly treated 
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of, and especially when they are prepared to write 
by an early Mking and long familiarity, — as in 
the present case. I have read every line of ap- 
preciation with interest. My first acquaintance 
with Pascal came from his “ Pensees ” being given 
to me, as a school prize wlien I was fourteen; and 
I am continually turning to them now to revive 
my sense of their deep though broken wisdom. It 
is a pity that La Bruyere cannot be done justice 
to by any merely English presentation. There is 
a sentence of his which touches with the finest 
point the diseased spot in the literary culture of 
our time, — “ Le plaisir de la critique nous ote 
celui d’etre vivement touches de tres belles choses.” 
We see that our present fashions are old, but there 
is this difference, that they are followed by a 
greater multitude. 

You may be sure I was very much cheered by 
your last despateh, — the solid, unmistakable proof 
that my books are not yet superfluous. 

As to my enj oyment of the “ Two Grenadiers,” 
it would have been impossible, but for the com- 
plete reduction of it to symbolism in my tetter to Mrs. 
own mind, and my belief that it reallj^ aMMarSf’ 
touches nobody now as enthusiasm for 
the execrable Napoleon I. But I feel that the 
devotion of the common soldier to' his leader (the 
sign for him of hard duty) is the type of all higher 
devotedness, and is full of promise to other and 
better generations. 

The I'oyalties did the m selves much credit.^ The 
Crown Prince is really a grand-looking 
man, whose name you would ask for te.Bray. 
With expectation, it you imagined him 
no royalty. He is like a grand antique bust, — cor- 
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dial and simple in manners withal, shaldng hands, 
and insisting that I should let him know when we 
next came to Berlin, just as if he had been a Pro- 
fessor Gruppe, living au troisieme. She is equally 
good-natured and unpretending, liking best to talk 
of nursing soldiers, and of what her father’s taste 
■was in literature. She opened the talk by saying, 
“You know my sister Louise,” — just as any 
other slightly embarrassed mortal might have done. 
'We had a picked party to dinner, — Dean of 
Westminster, Bishop of Peterborough, Lord and 
Lady Ripon, Dr. Lyon Playfair, Kinglake (you 
remember “ Eothen,” — the old gentleman is a 
good friend of mine), Froude, Mrs. Ponsonby 
(Lord Grey’s grand-daughter), and two or three 
more “illustrations;” then a small detacliment 
coming in after dinner. It was really an interest- 
ing occasion. 

We go to Oxford to-morro'w (to the Master of 
Balliol). 

I hope w'e are not Avrong in imagining you 
settled at Strathtyrum, Avith a fresh poAA^er of en- 
tettertojoto joyi^g the old scenes after your exile, 
wu in spite of the abstinence from Avork, 

isrs. — chief SAveetness of life. Mr. 

LeAves, too, is under a regimen for gout, aaMcIi 
casts its threatening shadow in the form of nightly 
cramps and inAvard malaise. He Avants me to tell 
you something amusing, — a bit of Baboo Eng- 
lish, from an Indian journal sent us by Lord 
Lytton. Apropos of Sir G. Campbell’s rash 
statement that India was no good to England, the 
accomplished Avriter says, “ But British House of 
Commons stripped him to pieces, and exposed his 
ciii bono in all its naked hideousness ”! After all, 
I think the cultivated Hindoo, Avriting what he 
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calls English, is about on a par with the authors 
of leading articles on this side of the globe writing 
what they call English, — accusing or laudatory 
epithets and phrases, adjusted to some dim stand- 
ard of effect quite aloof from any knowledge or 
belief of their own. 

Letter- writing, I imagine, is counted as “ work ” 
from which you must abstain; and I scribble tliis 
letter simply from the self-satisfied notion that 
you will like to hear from me. You see I have 
asked no questions, which are the torture-screws 
of correspondence. Hence you have nothing to 
answer. How glad I shall be of an announcement 
that “ No further bulletins will be sent, Mr. Black- 
wood having gone to golf again.” 

I thought you understood that I have gi’ave rea- 
sons for not speaking on certain public topics. No 
request from the best friend in the world , „ 

— even from my own husband — ■ ought merTayW 
to induce me to speak when 1 judge it 
my duty to be silent. If I had taken a contrary 
decision, I should not have remained silent till noAv. 
My function is that of the (esthetic, not tlie doc- 
trinal teacher, — the rousing of the nobler emo- 
tions, which make mankind desire the social right, 
not the prescribing of special measures, concern- 
ing which the artistic mind, how'eA'er strongly 
moA-^ed by social sympathy, is often not the best 
judge. It is one thing to feel keenly for one’s 
felloAv-beings ; another to . say, “ This step, and 
this alone, will be the best to take for the removal 
of particular calamities.” 

I did hope that by the time your military evolu- 
tions were over, Ave might see our Avay to enjoying 
the kind welcome which you and Mrs. Blackwood 
have offered us. No expedition attracts us more 
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than the projected visit to Strathtymm. Unhap- 
pily, Mr. Lewes continues to be troubled and 
, • depressed by symptoms that, with the 

Biaokwood, recollection upon us oi the crippling 
30 iiy,i8 8. once followed them, quite 

rob us of the courage to leave home. The journey 
and the excitement, which would be part of his 
pleasure if he were tolerably well, seem to him 
now dangerous to encounter, — and I am not my- 
self robust enough to venture on a risk of illness 
to him, so that I cannot supply the daring he 
needs. We begin to think that we shall be obliged 
to defer our pleasure of seeing you in your own 
home, — so promising of walks and talks, such 
as we can never have a chance of in London, — 
until we have the disadvantage of counting our- 
selves a year older. I am very sorry. But it is 
better to know that you are getting well, and we 
unable to see you, than to think of you as an in- 
valid, unable to receive us. We must satisfy our- 
selves with the good we have, — including the 
peace, and the promise of an abundant wheat 
harvest. 

Please ask Mrs. and Miss Blackwood to accept 
my best regai’ds, and assure them that I counted 
much on a longer, quieter intercourse with them 
in a few sunny days away from hotels and callers. 

Do not write when writing seems a task. Other- 
wise you know how weU I like to have a letter 
from you. 

We have certainly to pay for all our other hap- 
piness, which is a Benjamin’s share, by many small 
lettwto bodily miseries. Mr. Lewes continues 
ailing, and I am keeping him company 
istkABg.is'rs. headache. “Rejoice, O young 

man, in the days of thy youth,” and keep a re- 
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serve of strength for the more evil days. Espe- 
cially avoid breaking your neck in limiting. Mr. 
Lewes did once try horseback, some years ago, but 
found the exercise too violent for him. I think a 
Highland sheltie would be the suitable nag, only 
he is very fond of walking; and between that and 
lawn-tennis he tires himself sufficiently. 

I shall hope by-and-by to hear more good news 
about your uncle’s health. 

Shall you mind the trouble of writing me a few 
words of news about you and yours? — just to let 
me know how things are with you, and 
deliver me from evil dreams. 

We have been so ailing in the midst ^ 
of our country joys, that I need to hear of my 
friends being well, as a ground for cheerfulness, 
— a bit of sugar in the cup of resignation. Per- 
haps this fine summer has been altogether delight- 
ful to you. Let me know this good, and satisfy 
the thirsty sponge of my affection. If you object 
to my phrase, please to observe that it is Dan- 
tesque,— which wiU oblige you to find it admirable. 

You remember the case of the old woman of 
whom her murderers confessed that they had 
beaten her to death, “ partly with crow- 
bars and partly with their fists.” Well, 

I have been beaten into silence since 
your kind letter, partly by visitors and partly by 
continual headache. I am a shade or two better 
this morning, and my soul has half awaked to 
run its daily stage of duty. Happily I was tem- 
porarily relieved from headache during our friends’ 
(the Tom Trollopes’) visit. We took them to see 
Tennyson, and they were delighted with the read- 
ing which he very amiably gave us. Then the Du 
Mauriers came to dine with us on the Thursday, 
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;aiid SO the time was not, I hope, too languid for 
our visitors. ' 

' ''M to show improvement in 

health, so that the balance of good is not much 
altered by my deficit. 

' We shall be pleased tO' have any news of you, 
whether by post or person. 

At this time I was in the habit of going over occasion- 
ally from Weyb7idge on Sundays, The shadow of trouble 
was on both bur houses. My mother was in her last ill- 
ness, and Mr, Lewes was constantly ailing, though none 
of us then thought that he would he taken first. But the 
sharing of a common anxiety coiztributed to make our 
friendship much more intimate. In our drives in the 
mighbomliood of Witley, Mr. Lewes used sometimes to 
be suddenly seized with severe cramping pains. I think 
he was himself awai'e that something was seriously wrong, 
but the moment the pain ceased the extraordinary buoy- 
ancy of his spirits returned. Nothing but death could 
quench that bright flame. Even on his worst days he had 
always a good story to tell; and I remember on one 
occasion, in the drawing-room at Witley, between two 
bouts of pain, he sang through, with great brio, though 
without much voice, the greater portion of the tenor 
part in the Barber of Seville,'' — George Eliot play- 
ing his accompaniment, and both of them thoroughly 
enjoy mg the fun. 

They led a very secluded life at Witley, — as always 
in their country retreats, — but enjoyed the society of 
some of their neighbours. Sir Henry and Lady Holland, 
who lived next door; charming Mrs, Thellusson and her 
daughter, Mrs, GrevUle, who lived between Witley and 
Godaiming, tcere especial friends. The Tennysons, too, 
and the Du Mauriers and Allin ghams, were all within 
easy visiting-distance. George Eliot's dislike of London 
life co7itmued to increase with the increasing number of 
her acquaintance, and consequent demands on tme. The 
Sunday receptions, confined to a small number of inti- 
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mate friends in 1867, had gradually extended themselves 
to a great variety of interesting people. 

These receptions have been so often ^ and so teed 'de- 
scribed, that they have hitherto occupied rather a dis- 
proportionate place in the prevalent conception of George 
EUofs life. It will have been noticed that there is very 
little allusion to them in the letters; hut ozemg to the 
seclusion of her life, it happened that the large majority 
of people, who knew George Eliot as an author, never 
met her elsewhere. Her salon was important as a meeting- 
place for many friends whom she cared greatly to see, 
hut it was not otherwise important in her. own life, — for 
she was eminently not a typical mistress of a salon. It 
was difficult for her, mentally, to move from one. per son 
to another. Flaying around many disconnected subjects, 
in talk, neither interested her nor amused her much. .She 
took things too seriously, and seldom found the effort 
of entertaming compensated by the gain. Fortunately 
Mr. Lewes supplied any qualities lacking in the hostess. 
A brilliant talker, a delightful raconteur, versatile, full 
of resource in the difficulties of amalgamating diverse 
groups, and bridging over awkward pauses, — -he ■man-- 
aged to secure for these gatherings most of the social 
success which they obtained. Many of the reunions were 
exceedingly agreeable and interesting, especially when 
they were not too crowded, when general conversafion 
could be maintained. But the larger the company grezv, 
the more difficult it was to manage, for the English char- 
acter does not easily accommodate itself to the exigencies 
of a salon. There is a fatal tendency to break tip into 
small groups. 

The entertainment at The Priory was frequently varied^ 
by music when any good performer happened to he pres- 
ent. I think, however, that the majority of visitors de- 
lighted chiefly to come for the chance of a, few zcords 
with George Eliot alone. When the drawing-room door 
opened, a first glance revealed her always in the same 
low arm-chair on the left-hand side of the fire. On enter- 
ing, a visitor's eye was at once arrested by the massive 
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head. The abundant hair, streamed with grey.. now y was 
draped .with lace^ arranged mantilla-fa sMony coming to 
a point at the top of the forehead. If she were engaged 
in conversation, her body was usually bent forward with 
■eager., anxious desire to get as close as possible to the 
per son. with whom she talked. She had a great dislike to 
raising her voice, and often became so wholly absorbed 
in conversation that the announcement of an incoming 
visitor sometimes failed to attract her attention; but the 
moment the eyes were lifted up, and recognised a friend, 
they smiled a rare welcome, — sincere, cordial, grave, • — 
a welcome that was felt to come straight from the heart. 
Early in the afternoon, with only one or two guests, the 
talk was. always general and delightful. Mr. LeWes was 
quite as good in a company of three as in a company of 
thirty. In fact, he was better, for his verve was not in 
the least dependent on the niCmber of his audience, and 
the flow was less interrupted. Conversation was no effort 
to him: nor was it to her, so long as the numbers engaged 
were not too mariy, and the topics were interesting enough 
to sustain discussion. But Tier talk, I think, was always 
most enjoyable a deux. It was not produced for effect 
nor from the lip, but welled up from a heart and mind 
intent on the one person with whom she happened to be 
speaking. She was never weary of giving of her best, 
so far as the wish to give was concerned. In addition to 
the Sundays “ at homef’ the Priory doors were open to 
a small circle of very intimate friends on other days of 
the week. Of evening entertainments there were very 
few, I think, after 1870. I rememher some charming 
little dinners, — never exceeding six persons; and one 
notable evening when the Poet Laureate read aloud 
The Northern Farmer 7"^ and parts of other 
poems. It was very interesting on this occasion to see 
the two most widely known representatives of contem- 
porary English literature sitting side by side. 

George Eliot would have enjoyed much in her London 
life if she had he'en stronger in health; but with her sus- 
ceptible organisation, the atmosphere oppressed her both 
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physically and mentally. She always rejoiced in escaping 
to the country. 

The autumn days were beginning to close m now. on 
the beautiful Surrey landscape^ not without some dim 
half -recognised presage to her anxious mind of impending 
trouble, 

My'deab, LITTLE Maubie, — I was very glad to 
have a letter from you this morning. letter to Miss 
I read it aloud to grandpapa before 
breakfast. The sun was shining, the ^<*sept.is 78 . 
birds were singing, and Maudie was talking to us 
in her letter. We were very happy. 

I will kiss baby for you. Her cheeks are pink, 
and she looks stronger than she did when she first 
came down. Ail the servants are fond of her and 
very good to her. She tries to say a few words, hut 
the only word she is clever in is Papa. There are 
a great many tall trees all round us, and some- 
times there are squirrels with bushy tails running 
up them so fast that you could hardly catch sight 
of them. There are little snakes in the cucumber 
bed. They like to be there because it keeps them 
warm. Last year there were a great many moles, 
which are little black creatures with tiny white 
hands, and with these bands they scratch them- 
selves holes for a long way under the gi-ound, and 
throw out the earth in little hills above them. That 
spoils the grass, but the moles do not mean to he 
naughty. They are only working very hard to 
make themselves houses. 

Grandpapa is better than he was, and has not so 
many pains in his poor toes. You never had any 
pains in your toes, Maudie. I know you are very 
sorry that grandpapa should have pains. He 

' Mr. Charles Lewes's little daughter, aged four. 

VOL. XX — 18 
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sends his love and kisses to you and Blanche, and 
so do I. Ajid you must kiss papa and mamma foi 
us, and tell them that we long very much to hear 
that you are all quite settled in Elm Cottage. 
When we see you again, you will be taller than you 
were when we said “ Good-bye ” to you at Hamp- 
stead. For little girls grow as the flowers do, and 
get taller and taller, and their faces a little larger. 
But grandpapa and grandmamma would know 
you were their little Maudie if they met you quite 
alone in the street without mamma, and they would 
want you to come with them, and they would take 
care of you. They would know you because your 
little nose and mouth and eyes and your hair are 
not just exactly like other little girls’, and still 
more because they would remember how you say 
“Grandpapa.” I have written this letter quite 
plainly, as if I thought you could read it. But I 
know you are not able to read it yet. Miss Smith 
will be so good as to read it to you. Kow good-bye, 
my dear Slaudie. Here are all the kisses you are 
to give. Mamma, **. Papa, **. Blanche, **. 
And these ** you must keep for yourself. — Your 
loving Geandmamma. 

I am not inclined to let you rest any longer 
without asking you to send me some account of 
r « t T .. yourself, for it is long since I got my 
news from Edinburgh. I should 
like to know that you have continued to 
gather strength, and that you have all been conse- 
quently more and more enjoying your life at Strath- 
tyrum. It is an ugly theory that happiness wants 
the contrast of illness and anxiety, but I know that 
Mrs. Blackwood must have a new comfort in see- 
ing you once more with your usual strength. 



1S78] 


NEWS OF WAR 


275 


We have had “ a bad time ” in point of health; 
and it is only quite lately that we have both been 
feeling a little better. The fault is ail in our own 
frames, not in our air or other circumstances; for 
we like our house and neighbourhood better and 
better. The general testimony and all other argu- 
ments are in favour of this district being thor- 
oughly healthy. But we both look very haggard 
in the midst of our blessings. 

Are you not disturbed by yesterday’s Indian 
news? One’s hopes for the woidd’s getting a little 
rest from war are continuallj^ checked. Every 
day, after reading the “Times,” I feel as if all one’s 
writing were miserably trivial stuff in the presence 
of this daily history. Do you think there are per- 
sons who admire Russia’s “ mission ” in Asia as 
they did the mission in Europe? 

Please write me anything that comes easily to 
the end of your pen, and make your world seem 
neai’er to me. Good Mr. Simpson, I hope, lets you 
know that he is prospering in his pursuit of pleas- 
ure without work, — ^ which seems a strange para- 
dox in association with my idea of him. 

The days pass by without my finding time to 
tell you what I want to tell you, — how delighted 
I was to have a good account of you. tetter to 
But every bright day — and we have 
had many such — has made me think the 
more of you, and hope that you were dra^ving in 
strength from the clear sweet air. I miss so much 
the hope that I used always to have of seeing you 
in London, and talking over everything just as we 
used to do, — in the way that will never exactly 
come with any one else. Plow unspeakably the 
lengthening of memories in common endears our 
old friends! The new are comparatively foreigners, 
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with whom one’s talk is hemmed in by mutual 
ignorance. The one cannot express, the other 
cannot divine. 

We are intensely happy in our bit of country, — 
as happy as the cloudy aspect of public affairs will 
allow any one who cares for them to be, with the 
daily reading of the “ Times.” 

A neighbour of ours was reciting to me yester- 
day some dehcious bits of dialogue with a quaint 
Surrey woman, — e. g., “ Oh, ma’am, what I have 
gone through with my husband. He is so uneddi- 
cated, — he never had a tail-coat in his life! ” 

When Mr. Lewes sent you my MS.^ the other 
morning, he was in that state of exhilarated activ- 
lettertojohn ity which often comes with the sense of 
ease after an attack of illness which had 
from Hie Priory, veiy painful. In the afternoon he 
imprudently drove out, and undertook, with his 
usual eagerness, to get through numerous details 
of business, over-fatigued himself, and took cold. 
The effect has been a sad amount of suffering from 
feverishness and headache, and I have been in deep 
anxiety, — am still very unhappy, and only com- 
forted by Sir James Paget’s assurances that the 
actual trouble will be soon allayed. 

I have been telling the patient about your letter . 
and suggestion that he should send a form of shp 
as advertisement for the Magazine. He says — 
and the answer seems to have been a matter of pre- 
meditation with him — that it will be better not to 
announce the book in this way at once, — “ the 
Americans and Germans will be down on us.” I 
cannot question him further at present, but I have 
no doubt he has been thinking about the matter, 
and we must not cross his wish in any way. 

* “ The Impressions of Theophrastus Such/' 
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I have thought that a good form of advertise- 
ment, to save people from disappointment in a 
book of mine not being a story, would be to print 
the list of contents, which, with the title, would 
give all but the very stupid a notion to what form 
of writing the work belongs. But this is a later 
consideration. I am glad you were pleased with 
the opening^ 

For the last week I have been in deep trouble. 
Mr. Lewes has been alarmingly ill. To-day Sir 
James Paget and Dr. Quain pronounce i^ttertoMiss 
mm in all respects better, and I am lor 
the first time comforted. You will not m’a. 
wonder now at my silence. Thanks for your affec- 
tionate remembrances. 

Mr. Lewes continues sadly ill, and I am ab- 
sorbed in nursing him! When he wrote about 
Parliament meeting, he was thinking 
that it would be called together at the 
usual time, — perhaps February. The ’ 
book can be deferred without mischief. I wish to 
add a good deal, but of course I can finish nothing 
now, until Mr. Lewes is better. The doctors pro- 
nounced him in every respect better yesterday, and 
he had a quiet night, but since five o’clock this 
morning he has had a recm’rence of trouble. You 
can feel for him and me, having so lately known 
what severe illness is. 

Mr. Lewes died on the 28th November, 1878. 
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MARCH, 1876, TO NOVEMBER, 1878 

Letter to loim Blackwood ■ — Visit to Weybridge — “Daniel Deronda” 

— Letter to Madame Bodichon — Meets Sir G-arnet Wolseley — Vivi- 
section — Public discussion of “Deronda’’ — Letter to Joliii Blackwood 

— Motto from Walt Whitman — Letter to Alex. Main on some criticisms 
— ^Letter to Mrs. Stowe — Thanks for sjmipathy — Drawbacks to going 
too much abroad — Mr. Lewes’s “Problems” — Letter to J. W. Gross on 
the effect of her writing — Inscription on the MS. of “Deronda” — Three 
months’ trip to Continent — Letter to John Blackwood — Visit to Cham- 
bery and Les Charmettes — : Lausanne and Vevey — Ragatz — Return 
to London — Letter to John Blackwood — Dr. Hermann Adler — Letter 
to Madame Bodichon — St. Blasien — Women’s work — Visit to Six- 
Mile Bottom — Meets Turguenieff* — Jewish appreciation of “Deronda” 

— Letter to Mrs. William Smith — Mrs. Ruck^ — Letter to Mrs. Stowe 

— Jewish element in “Deronda” — Letter to Miss Hennell — Miss Mar- 
tineau’s Autobiography, and biography in general — Resignation — Grati- 
tude of Jews for “Deronda” — Purchase of house at Witley, near Godaim- 
ing — Dr. Hermann Adler’s lectures on “Daniel Deronda” — x4.ppIicatioii 
to translate “Romola” into Italian — Christmas at Weybridge — Opening 
of year 1877 — Letter to James Sully — The word “ meliorism ” — Letter 
to John Blackwood Illustrations of cheap editions — “Romola” — 
Letter to William Allingham — Wai*wickshire dialect — Letter to Mrs. 
Bray — Harriet Martineau’s “Autobiography” — Letter to Madame 
Bodichon — Holmes and Mrs. Vernon Liishington playing — Letter to 
jMiss Hennell — Mrs. Chapman on Harriet Martineau — Mrs. Stowe and 
the B}Ton case — letter to Professor Kaiifmann — Gratitude for his esti- 
mate of “Deronda” — Letter to F. Harrison — Sympathy incentive to 
production — Letter to Madame Bodichon — Miss Thackeray’s marriage 

— Ijetter to^ W. Allingham on his poems — Letter to Professor Raufmann 

— Translation of his article by Mr. Ferrier — Letter to Mrs, Ponsonby — 
Reference ‘to “Stradivarius” — Pity and fairness — Letter to J. W, Cross 

— Appreciation of Tennyson’s poems and dramas — Letter to Mrs. Peter 
Taylor — Improvement in health at Witley — Proposal to write on Shak- 
speare for “Men of Letters” series — Letter to Miss Hennell — Gain of 
health and strength at Witley — Ijetter to Mrs. Burne-Jones — Christmas 

f lans — Letter to Miss Charlotte Carmichael — Celts and Hebrews — 
arewell to Journal and to year 1877 — Letter to Madame Bodichon — 
State of France — London University opening degrees to women — Read- 
ing Green’s “History of the Enghsn People” and Lecky — The phono- 
graph — Letter to John Blackwood — “ Pascal ” — La Bruyere — Letter 
to Mm. Burne-Jones on the “Two Grenadiers” — Letter to Mrs. Bray — 
Meeting with Crown Prince and Princess of Germany at Mr. Goschen’s — 
Visit to Oxford to the Master of BalHol — Letter to John Blackwood — In- 
dian story of Lord Lytton’s — Letter to Mrs. Peter Taylor — Function 
the eesthetic, not the doctrinal teacher^ — Letter to John Blackwood — 
Mr. Lewes’s ill health — Letter to William Black\yood — Letter to Mrs. 
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Burne-Jones complaimng of liealtli — Letter to J, W. Cross — ^Ir. IjCwcs's 
continued illness — Life at Witley — Effect of receptions at The Priory — 
Description of receptions — Letter to Miss Maud Lewes — Letter to Jolin 
Blackwood — Complaining of "health — Letter to t^Iadaine ]k>dichon — 
Delight in old friends- — Letters to John Blackwood — i\lB- of “■Theo- 
phrastus SiichT~ Mr. Lewes’s last illness ■— Postponcnient of pidilication 
of “‘‘Theophrastus”- — Mr. ’Lewes's death. 



CHAPTER XIX 


: : y many weeks after Mr. Lewes^s death, George 
mj Eliot saw no one except Mr, Charles Lewes, and 
the very few persons she was obliged to receive 
on necessary business. She read no letters, and wrote 
none, but at once began to occupy herself busily with Mr, 
Lewes's unfinished MSS,, in the arrangement of which 
work Mr, Charles Lewes was able to assist her. The only 
entry in her diary on the 1st January, 1879, is, “ Here 
I and sorrow sit,'* At the end of two months this desola- 


tion had told terribly on her health and spirits; and on 
the last day of January she was greatly comforted by a 
visit from Sir James Paget, — a friend for whom she had 
always had the highest and most cordial regard during 
the many years she had known him. Meantime she had 
begun to write a few short notes, and she mentions in her 
journal of 2d January, A kind letter from Professor 
Michael Foster of Cambridge, offering to help me on any 
physiological point; " and on the 19th January, ^^Ru- 
minating on the founding of some educational instru- 
mentality as a memorial to be called by his name,** There 
are the following letters in January and February. 


I bless you for all your goodness to me, but I am 
a bruised creature, and shrink even from the ten- 
tetter to derest touch. As soon as I feel able to 
see anybody I will see you. Please give 
my love to Bessie,^ and thank her for 
me — I mean for her sweet letter. It was a long 
while before I read any letters, but tell her I shall 
read hers again and again. 

It was a long while before I read any letters, 
and as yet I have vpxitten none, except such as 

^ Madame Belloc. 
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business required of me. You will believe that 
this has not been for want of gratitude to aU my 
friends for their goodness to me. I can , • _ 
trust to your understanding oi a sor- Biackwoca, 
row which has broken my life* I write 
now because I ought not to allow any dispropor- 
tionate expense to be incurred about my printed 
sheets. 

To me, now, the writing seems all trivial stuff; 
but since he wished it to be printed, and you seem 
to concur, I wall coiTect the sheets (if you will send 
me the remainder) gradually as I am able, and 
they can be struck off and laid by for a future 
time. I submit this proposition to your judgment, 
not knowing what may be most expedient for your 
printing-ofl&ce. 

Thank you for all your kind words. 

Some time, if I live, I shall be able to see you 
— perhaps sooner than any one else— 
but not yet. Life seems to get harder 
instead of easier. 

When I said “ some time,” I meant still a dis- 
tant time. I want to live a little time, that I may 
do certain things for his sake. So I try 
to keep up my strength, and I work as 
much as I can to save my mind from 
imbecility. But that is all at present. I can go 
through anything that is mere business. But wLat 
used to be joy is joy no longer, and what is pain is 
easier because he has not to bear it. 

I bless my friends for all their goodness to me. 
Please say so to all of them that you know, espe- 
cially Mr. Hall. Tell him I have read his letter 
again and again. 

If you feel prompted to say anything, write it 
to me. 



282 


GRIEF 


[the priory, 


Do not believe that your love is lost upon me, 
dear. I bless you for all your goodness 

Bariie- Jones, ■ to me,, and keep every sign oi' it in my 

4tliFefe. -*■ O J 

memory. 

I have been rather iU lately, but my head is 
clearer this morning. The world’s winter is going, 
I hope, but my everlasting winter has set in. You 
know that, and will be patient with me. 

Bless you for yom loving thought. But for all 
reasons, bodily and mental, I am unable to move, 
letter to I am entirely occupied with his manu- 
scripts, and must be on this spot among 
all the books. Then, I am in a very ail- 
ing condition of body, — cannot count on myself 
from day to day, — and am not fit to undertake 
any sort of journey. I have never yet been outside 
the gate. Even if I were otherwise able, I could 
not bear to go out of sight of the things he used 
and looked on. 

Bless you once more. If I could go aw'ay with 
anybody, I could go away with you. 

I do need your affection. Every sign of care 
for me from the beings I respect and love, is a help 
to me. In a week or two I think I shall 
to see you. Sometimes, even now% 
' ’ ‘ I have a longing, but it is immediately 

counteracted by a fear. The perpetual mourner 
— the grief that can never be healed — is inno- 
cently enough felt to be wearisome by the rest of 
the world. And my sense of desolation increases. 
Each day seems a new beginning, — a new ac- 
quaintance with grief. 

Letter to If you happen to be at liberty to- 

morrow, or the following Friday, or 
32 d Feb. 1879 . to-morrow week, I hope I shall be well 
enough to see you. Let me know which day. 


1879] UNABLE TO LEAVE HOME 283 


On Sunday the ^Srd February I saw her for the first 
time, and there is the followhig letter next day. 

A transient absence of mind yesterday made me 
speak as if it were possible for me to entertain your 
thoughtful, kind proposal that I should 
move to Weybridge for a short thiie. 

But I cannot leave this house for the 
next two months, ■ — if for no other reason, I should 
be chained here by the need of having all the books 
I want to refer to. 

Pray do not announce “ Theophrastus ” in any 
way. It would be intolerable to my feelings to 
have a book of my writing brought out 
for a long while to come. What I wish „„ 

to do IS, to correct the sheets thoroughly, 
and then have them struck off and laid by till the 
time of publication comes. One reason which 
prompted me to set about the proofs — in addition 
to my scruples about occupying the type — was 
that I was feeling so ill, I thought there was no 
time to be lost in getting done everything which 
no one else would do if I left it undone. But I am 
getting better, I think; and my doctors sa-y there 
is nothing the matter with me to urge more haste 
than the common uncertainty of life urges on us all. 

There is a great movement now among the Jews 
towards colonising Palestine, and bringing out the 
resources of the soil. Probably Mr. OliiJiant is 
interested in the woi*k, and will find his experience 
in the West not without applicability in the East. 

It is a satisfaction to you, I hope, that your son 
is about to be initiated in George Street. I trust 
he will one day carry on the good traditions of the 
name “ John Blackwood.” 

Your letter, wdiich tells me that you are benefit- 
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ing by the clear sunny air, is very welcome. Y'es, 
here too the weather is more merciful, and I drive 
letter to out most days. I am better bodily, but 

B^S,sth I never feel thoroughly comfortable in 
Marcs, 1879. niaterial sense, and I am incredibly 

thin. As to my mind, I am full of occupation, but 
the sorrow deepens down instead of diminishing. 
I mean to go to Witley in a few months, that I 
may look again on the spots that he enjoyed, and 
that we enjoyed together, but I cannot tell before- 
hand whether I shall care to go again afterwards. 

Everybody is very kind to me, and by-and-by I 
shall begin to see a few intimate friends. I can 
do or go through anything that is business or duty, 
but time and strength seem lacking for everything 
else. You must excuse my weakness, remember- 
ing that for nearly twenty-five years I have been 
used to find my happiness in his. I can find it no- 
where else. But we can live and be helpful without 
happiness, and I have had more than myriads who 
were and are better fitted for it. 

I am really very busy, and have been sadly de- 
layed by want of health. One project I have 
entered on is to found a studentship, which will be 
called after his name. I am getting help from 
experienced men. 

I send the corrected sheets of “ Theophrastus,” 
and shall be much obliged if you will order a com- 
tetter to John revise to be sent me before they are 

struck off. Whenever the book is pub- 
lished (I cannot contemplate its appear- 
ing before June, and if that is a bad time it must 
stand over till the autumn season), I beg you 
kindly to write for me a notice, to be printed on the 
fly-leaf, that the MS. was placed in your hands 
last November, or simply last year. 
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Joarnal, 1879. 


I think you will enter into my feeling when I 
say, that to create a notion on the part of the pub- 
lic of my having been occupied in writing “ The- 
ophrastus ” would be repugnant to me. And I 
shrink from putting myself forward in any way. 

I hope you are benefiting by the milder weather. 
I drive out a little now, but you must be prepared 
to see me a much changed creature, I think I 
should hardly knbw myself. 

March 8. — Gertrude^ and the chil- 
dren came to tea, 

March 9. — Mr. Henry Sidgwick came to dis- 
cuss the plan of the studentship. 

March IS. — Professor Michael Foster came to 
discuss the studentship, and we arrived at a satis- 
factory clearness as to the conditions. He men- 
tioned as men whom he had thought of as suit- 
able trustees, Huxley, Pye Smith, Thiselton 
Dyer, Francis Balfour, and Henry Sidgwick. 

Dear Friend, — When you have 
time to come to me about six o’clock, Bwneuoues, ' 

T , n 1 , 20tli March, 

I shall love to see you. 1879 . 

March 22. — Mrs. Congreve came 
again. Mrs. Burne-Jones came. joutMai, 1879 . 

I am so dissatisfied with “ Theophrastus,” on 
reading the revise, that I have proposed to sup- 
press it in this original form, and regen- letter to Wm. 
erate it whenever — if ever — I recover IsSSi’, 
the power to do so. You see the cruel 
weather has travelled after you. It makes one feel 
every grievance more grievously in some respects, 
though to me the sunshine is in one sense sadder. 

March 30. — Mr. Bowen (now Lord- 
Justice Bowen) came, Mr. Spencer 
and J. 
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After weighing what you have said, I agree to 
the publication of “ Theophrastus ” in May. If 
, ' , you had at all suspected that the book 

tetter to John •’ -n i, 

Biac^ood, 5th y/ould injure my innuence, you would 
^ ’ ’ not have wished me to give it forth in 

its present form, and in the uncertainty of one’s 
inner and outer hfe it is not w'ell to depend on 
future capabihties. There are some things in it 
which I want to get said, and if the book turned 
out to be effective in proportion to my other things, 
the form would lend itself to a “ second series,” - — 
supposing I lived and kept my faculties. 

As to the price for the right of translating, - — 
you will judge. If you will kindly undertake these 
negotiations for me, I shall be thankful. And 
pray remember that I don’t want the book to be 
translated, so that it will be well to wait for the 
application and to ask a sufficient sum to put 
the publisher on his guard as to the selection 
of a translator. But of course this little book 
cannot be paid for according to the difficulty of 
translation. 

You see I have been so used to have all trouble 
spared me, that I am ready to cast it on any will- 
ing shoulders. But I am obliged now to think of 
business in many ways. 

I am so glad to know that Mrs. Blackwood has 
the comfort of a good report about you from the 
doctors. Perhaps it may seem to you the wrong 
order of sympathy to be glad for your sake in the 
second place. 

Journal, April 8, — Mrs. Stuart came. 

Mrs Stuart was a devoted friend whose acquaintance 
had been formed some years before, through the presenta- 
tion of some beautiful wood-carving which she had exe- 
cuted as an offering to George Eliot, 
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Deak Friends, — - Will you come to see me some 
day? I am always in from my drive and at lib- 
erty bjy half -past four. Please do not letter to ired- 
say to any one that I am receiving 
visitors generally. Though I have been 
so long without making any sign, my heart has 
been continually moved with gratitude towards 
you. 

Your letter was very welcome this morning, for 
I do not like to be very long without tetter to 
having some picture of you, and your 
words of affection are always sweet. 

The studentship I mention is to supply an in- 
come to a young man who is qualified and eager to 
carry on physiological research, and would not 
otherwise have the means of doing so. Mr. H. 
Sidgwick, Michael Foster, and other men of kin- 
dred mind, are helping me in settling the scheme. 
I have been determined in my choice of the student- 
ship by the idea of what would be a sort of pro- 
longation of Ms life. That there should always, in 
consequence of his having lived, be a jmung man 
working in the way he would have liked to work, 
is a memorial of him that comes nearest my feel- 
ing. It is to be at Cambridge to begin with, and 
we thought at first of affiliating it to the Univer- 
sity; but now the notion is that it will be well to 
keep it free, so that the trustees may move it where 
and when they will. But the scheme is not yet 
draughted. 

I am going to bring out one of the “ Problems ” 
in a separate volmne at the beginning of May, and 
am now correcting the proofs. 

My going to Witley is an experiment. I don’t 
know how I shall bear being there; but I hope 
there will be nothing to hinder my having you 
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there, if you will undertake the troublous journey 
for my sake. 

I enclose the proof of titlepage and motto. 
Whether the motto (which is singularly apt and 
. good) should be on the titlepage or fly- 
leaf, I leave you to judge. Certainly 
everybody who does not read Latin will 
be offended by its claiming notice, and will con- 
sider that only the deepest-dyed pedantry could 
have found the motive for it. But I will not leave 
it out altogether. 

I have had such various letters from time to 
time, asking me to reprint or write essays, that 
perhaps some of the public will not be disappointed 
that the volume is not a story. But that must be 
as it may; and if you think the acceptance dubi- 
ous, it is much the better plan not to stereotype. 

What energy there is in Mr. Kinglake, in spite 
of the somewhat shattered health that his Wesen 
gives one the impression of! Among incidents of 
war that one can dwell on with anything like glad- 
ness, that account of the rescue of the colours at 
Isandlana is memorable, is it not? 

I go out every day, drive beyond the ranks of 
hideous houses in the Kilburn outskirts, and get to 
lanes where I can walk, in perfect privacy, among 
the fields and budding hedgerows. 

I hope Mr. Julian Sturgis will take care of his 
m’iting, and do something lasting. He seems to 
me to have a strain above the common in him; and 
he is not writing for his bread — or even his butter. 
I don’t know why I say this just now, except that 
I had it in my mind to say long ago, and it has 
just come uppermost as I was thinkirig of the 
Magazine. 

Your kind letter has touched me very deeply. I 
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confess that my mind had, more than once, gone 
out to you as one from whom I should like to have 
some sign of sympathy with my loss, tetter to 
But you were rightly inspired in wait- 
ing till now, for during many weeks I 
was unable even to listen to the letters which my 
generous friends were continually sending me. 
Now, at last, I am eagerly interested in eveiy 
communication that springs out of an acquaint- 
ance with my husband and his works. 

I thank you for telling me about the Hungarian 
translation of his “History of Philosophy;” but 
what would I not have given if the volumes could 
have come, even only a few days, before his death 1 
For his mind was perfectly clear, and he would 
have felt some joy in that sign of his work being 
effective. 

I do not know whether you will enter into the 
comfort I feel that he never knew he was dying, 
and fell gently asleep after ten days of illness, in 
which the suffering was comparatively mild. 

One of the last things he did at his desk was to 
despatch a manuscript of mine to the publishers. 
The book (not a story, and not bulky) is to appear 
near the end of May ; and as it contains some words 
I wanted to say about the Jews, I will order a 
copy to be sent to you. 

I hope that your labours have gone on uninter- 
ruptedly for the benefit of others, in spite of public 
troubles. The aspect of affairs with us is grievous, 
— industry languishing, and the best part of our 
nation indignant at our having been betrayed into 
an unjustifiable war in South Africa. 

I have been occupied in editing my husband’s 
MSS., so far as they are left in sufficient com- 
pleteness to be prepared for publication without 
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the obtrusion of . another mind instead of his. A 
brief volume on '' The Study , of Psychology ’’ will 
appear" immediately, and a further volume of psy- 
chological studies^ will follow in the autumn. But 
iiis work was cut short while he still thought of it 
as the happy occupation of far-stretching months. 
Once more let me thank you for remembering me 
in my sorrow. 

I am in dreadful need of your eoun- 
j!w! cW seL Pray come to me when you can, — 

morning, atternoon, or evening. 

From this time forward I saw George Eliot constantly. 
My mother had died in the beginning of the previous 
December^ — a week after Mr, Lewes; and as my life 
had been very much hound up with hers, I was trying 
to find some fresh interest in taking up a new pursuit. 
Knowing very little Italian, I began Dante's Inferno " 
with Carlyle's translation. The first time I saw George 
Eliot aftericards, she asked me what I was doing, and, 
wlieji I told her, exclaimed, Oh, I must read that with 
you." And so it was. In the following twelve months we 
read through the “ Inferno " and the Purgatorio " to- 
gether, — not in a dilettante with minute and 

careful examination of the construction of every sentence. 
The prodigious stimulus of such a teacher (cotanto 
maestro) made the reading a real labour of love. Her 
sympathetic delight in stimulating my newly awakened 
enthusiasm for Dante, did something to distract her mind 
from sorrowful memories. The divine poet took us into 
a new world. It was a renovation of life. At the end of 
May I Induced her to play on the piano at Witley for the 
first time; and she played regulaily after that tehenever 
I was there, which was generally once or twice a-week, as 
I was living at Weybridge, within easy distance. 

Besides Dante, we read at this time a great many of 
Samte-Beuve's ‘‘ Causeries" dnd much of Chaucer, Shah- 
speare, and Wordsworth. But I am anticipating. We 
will return to the correspondence in its order. 
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IVhen I shall be able to get to Witlej’’ is altogether 
uncertain. The cold winds make one less hungry 
for the country, but still it will be a re- 

1 • /» j . , letter to Joto 

liet to me, m some respects, to get away Biacfcwoa,23d 
from town. I am much stronger than 
I was, and am again finding interest in this won- 
derful life of ours. But I am obliged to keep my 
doors closed against all but the few until I go 
away. You, however, I shall hope to see. I am 
founding a studentship of Physiology, to be called 
“The George Henry Lewes Studentship.” It will 
be placed in the first instance at Cambridge, where 
there is the best physiological school in the king- 
dom. But the trustees (with my consent during 
my life) will have the power of moving it where 
they judge best. This idea, which I early con- 
ceived, has been a great stay to me. But I have 
plenty to think of, — plenty of creatures depend- 
ing on me, to make my time seem of some value. 
And there are so many in the world who have to 
live without any great enjoyment. 

April 26. — Mr. and Mrs. Hall , , ^ 

^ Journal, 

:came.: 

If you can come to me next week for a parting 
word, will you try to learn beforehand whether 
and when your husband can give me 
half-an-hour at the end of bis working- Burae-jonra/ 
day? I should like to see him before 
I go, which I hope to do soon after the 13th. 

May 6. — Mr. and Mrs. Call, Elea- . , 

nor and Florence (Cross) came. 

May 8. — Mr. Burne-Jones came. 

May 10. — Edith Simcox and Mr. Pigott came. 

May 13. — Dr. Andrew Clark came, and gave 
me important suggestions about the studentship. 

May 21. — Saw Mr. Anthony Trollope. 


Journal, 1879. 
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May 22. — Came down to Witley,— lovely mild 

Mr. Lewes always wrote the dramatic criticisms 
in the “Leader,” and for a year or two he occa- 
sionally wrote such criticisms in the 
“ Pall Mall.” Of the latter, the chief 
were reprinted in the little book on 
“Actors, and the Art of Acting.” What was 
written in the “Fortnightly” (1865-66) is 
marked by signature. The. most characteristic 
contributions to the “Cornhill ” (1864-65) were 
“ The Mental Condition of Rabies,” “ Dangers 
and Delights of Tobacco,” “ Was Nero a Mon- 
ster?” “ Shakspeare in France,” and “ Miseries 
of a Dramatic Author.” 

But after 1866 his contributions to any period- 
ical were very scanty, — confined to a few articles 
in the “ Pall Mall Gazette,” one on “ The Reign 
of Law,” in the “ Fortnightly,” and the series on 
Darwin, now incorporated in “ The Physical Basis 
of Mind.” After these, his sole contributions were 
an article on Dickens (1872), two on Spiritualism 
and Mesmerism (1876), and one on “ The Dread 
and Dislike of Science” (1878). 

Charles, I think, mentioned to you my desire 
that you should do me the valuable service of look- 
ing over the proofs of the remaining volume of 
“ Problems,” and you were so generous as to ex- 
press your willingness to undertake that labour. 
The printing will not begin till after the 16th, — 
Dr. Michael Foster, who has also kindly offered to 
help me in the same way, not being sufficiently at 
leisure till after that date. 

I have been rather ill again lately, but am hoping 
to benefit by the country quietude. You, too, I 
am sorry to hear, are not over strong. This will 
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make your loan of mind and eyesight all the more 
appreciated by me. 

Your letter full of details — just the sort of 
letter I like to have — has been among my com- 
forts in these last damp, chiU days. The 
first week I was not well, and had a 
troublesome attack of pain; but I am ^ 
better, and try to make life interesting by always 
having something to do. 

I am wishing Margaret many happy returns of 
this day, and am making a picture of you all keep- 
ing the little fete. A young birthday, when the 
young creature is promising, is really a hajipy 
time : one can hope reasonably, and the elder ones 
may be content that gladness has passed onward 
from them into newer vessels. I should like to see 
the blue-eyed maid with her bangles on her arms. 

Please give my love to all and sundry who make 
any sign of love for me; and any amount you like 
is ready for you to di’aw upon. 

I am greatly obliged to you for sending me the 
paper you are to read to-day; and I appreciate it 
the more highly, because your diligence letter to 
is in contrast with the general sluggish- 
ness of readers about any but idle read- 
ing. It is melancholy enough that to most of our 
polite readers the Social Factor in Psychology 
would be a dull subject; for it is certainly no con- 
ceit of ours which pronounces it to be the supremely 
interesting element in the thinking of om- time. 

I confess the word “factor” has alw’ays been 
distasteful to me as the name for the grandest of 
forces. If it were only mathematical, I should 
not mind, but it has many other associated flavours 
which spoil it for me. 

Once more — ever more — thanks. 
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You will like to know that Mr. Frederic Har- 
rison has sent me a brief paper, which is to be read 
letter to to-day at the Metaphysical Society, on 

the Social Factor in Psychology, open- 
jBne, is7?. quotation from the “ Study 

of Psychology,” and marking throughout his high 
appreciation of your father’s work. Also the 
Rector of Lincoln College, ' Oxford, kindly sent 
(with his initials only) to Triibner four errata 
which he had found in reading the “ Study of Psy- 
chology.” Triibner did not know who was the 
kind corrector, and very properly sent the paper 
to me, offering to have the corrections made on the 
plates if I wished it. I said, “ By all means,” and 
have written to thank the Rector. What a bless- 
ing to find a man who really reads a book ! 

I have received the enclosed letter, with other 
papers (about country lodgings at Sevenoaks for 
poor children) . Will' you look out a single copy 
of as many of my books (poems included) as you 
can find, and send them in a parcel, saying that 
they come from me for the Free Library? Please 
not to mind this trouble, as it is for the impecunious 
readers. (You know I am nothing if not “ sesqui- 
pedalian ” and scientific; and a word of five syl- 
lables will do for both qualities.) 

I wish you could see Coquelin in “ Tabourin.” 
He is a wonderful actor, when he gets the right 
part for him. He has a penetrating personality 
that one cannot be indifferent to, though possibly 
it may be unpleasant to some people. 

I was beginnings with my usual apprehensive- 
letterto wm. ness, to fear that you had no good news 
Stt jlS?’ to tell me, since I did not hear from 
I®?’* you, and I should have gone on fearing 

till to-morrow morning if I had not happened 
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to drive to Godaiming and ask for the second post. 
We only get one post a-day at the benighted 
Witley, so that if you want me to get a letter 
quickly, it must be posted early at Edinburgh. 

I am heartily glad to know that the invalid is 
going on weU, and I trust that the softer air we 
are having now will help him forward. 

“ Theophrastus ” seems to be really welcomed 
by the public. Mr. Blackwood will be amused to 
hear that one gentleman told Charles, or implied, 
that “ Theophrastus ” was a higher order of book, 
and tnore difficult to write, than a novel. Wait 
long enough, and every form of opinion will turn 
up. However, poor “ Theophrastus ” is certainly 
not composed of “ chips ” any more than my other 
books. 

Another amusing bit of news is, that the other 
day Mrs. Pattison sent me an exti’act from the 
livret of the Paris S'aZow, describing a picture 
painted by a French artist from “ The Lifted 
Veil,” and representing the moment when the re- 
suscitated woman, fixing her eyes on her mistress, 
accuses her of having poisoned her husband. I call 
this amusing — I ought rather to have said, typi- 
cal of the relation my books generally have with 
the French mind. 

Thank you for sending me the list of orders. It 
does interest me to see the various country de- 
mands. I hope the movement will continue to 
cheer us all, and you are sure to let me know every- 
thing that is pleasant, so I do not need to ask for 
that kindness. 

The weather is decidedly warmer, and Tuesday 
was a perfectly glorious day. But rain and 
storm have never let us rest long togethei’. I 
am not very bright, and am ready to interpret 
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everything in the saddest sense, but I have no 
definite ailment. 

My best regards to the convalescent, who, I have 
no doubt, will write to me when he is able to do 
so. But I am only one of many who will be glad 
to hear from him. 

“ I spent an hour mth Marian (5th June). She was 
more delightful than I can say, and left me in good spirits 
for her, — though she is wretchedly thin, and 
looks in her long, loose, black dress like the 
Slack shadow of herself. She said she had 
so much to do that she must keep well, — ‘the 
®orM so intensely interesting.’ She said 
she would come next year to see me. We both agreed in 
the great love we had for life. In fact, I think she wUl 
do more for us than ewer.” 

I have been having my turn of illness of rather a 
shai’p kind. Yesterday, when your letter came, I 
tetter to John was in more acute pain than I have ever 
known in my life before, but before the 
mo. morning was over I was sufficiently re- 

lieved to read your pleasant news. I am writing 
in bed, but am in that most keenly conscious ease 
which comes after unusual suffering. The way in 
which the public takes “ Theophrastus ” is really 
a comfort to me. I have had some letters, not of 
the complimentary but of the grateful kind, which 
are an encouragement to believe in the use of writ- 
ing. But you would be screamingly amused with 
one, twenty-thi-ee pages long (from an Edinburgh 
man hy-the-by ) , who has not read the book, but 
has read of it, and thinks that his own case is still 
more worthy of presentation than Merman’s. 

I think a valuable series (or couple of volumes) 
might be made up from “ Maga ” of articles writ- 
ten hot by travellers and military men, and not 
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otherwise republished, — chronicles and descrip- 
tions by eye-witnesses, — which might be material 
for historians. 

What a comfort that the Afghan war is con- 
cluded ! But on the back of it comes the black dog 
of Indian finance, which means, alas! a great deal 
of hardship to poor Hindus. Let me hear more 
news of you before long. 

Your description of the effects you feel from the 
restless tormenting winds would serve well to rep- 
resent my experience too. It seems utter to Mrs. 
something incredible written in my fomjime””’ 
memory that when I was a little girl I 
loved the wind, — used to like to walk about when 
it was blowing great guns. And now the wind is 
to me what ‘ it was to early peoples, — a demon- 
god, cruelly demanding all sorts of human sacri- 
fices. Thank you, dear, for caring whether I have 
any human angels to guard me. None are perma- 
nently here except my servants, but Sir James 
Paget has been down to see me, I have a very com- 
fortable country practitioner to watch over me from 
day to day, and there is a devoted friend who is 
backwards and forwards continually to see that I 
lack nothing. 

It is a satisfaction to me that you felt the need 
for “ Debasing the Moral Currency ” to be writ- 
ten. I was determined to do it, though it might 
make me a stone of, stumbling and rock of offence 
to all the comic tribe. 

Do not rate my illness too high in the scale of 
mortal misery. I am prone to make much of my ail- 
ments, and am among the worst at enduring pain. 

Thank you for sending me the pretty little book.^ 

“ The Ethics of George Eliot’s Works ” by J. C. Brown. Blackwood. 
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I am deeply touched by the account of its origin, 
and I remember well everything you said to me 
tetter to joim Brown in old days, when he was 

f^Sef’ still with you. I had only cut a very 
little way into the volume when a friend 
came and carried it off, but my eyes had ah’eady 
been arrested by some remarks on the character 
of Harold Transome, which seemed to me more 
peneti-ating and finely felt than almost anything 
I have read in the way of printed comment on my 
own writing. When my friend brings back the 
vohmie, I shall read it reverentially, and most 
probably with a sense of being usefully admon- 
ished. For praise and sympathy arouse much more 
self-susi^icion and sense of short-coming than all 
the blame and depreciation of all the Pepins. 

I am better, and I hope on the way to complete 
recovery, but I am still at some distance from that 
goal. Perhaps if the winds would give one some 
rest from their tormenting importunity, both you 
and I should get on faster. 

I am looking forward to reading the “ Recollec- 
tions of Ekowe ” in “ Maga,” which came to me 
yesterday, with its list of my own doings and 
misdoings on the cover. 

Does not this Zulu war seem to you a horribly 
bad business? 

Sir Henry Maine has sent me the one letter that 
has rejoiced my heart about the “ Study of Psy- 
letter to chology.” He says : “ In this branch 

of Mr. Lewes’s studies I am almost as 
June, 1879. the ignorant, but I think I have 

understood every sentence m the book, and I be- 
lieve I have gained great knowledge from it. It 
has been the most satisfactory piece of work I have 
done for a long time.” I have written to tell him 
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that he has rescued me from my scepticism as to 
any one’s reading a serious book except the author 
or editor. 

The sight of your handwriting on the pamphlet 
sent me, urges me to do the sooner what tetter to 
I should have already done but for a 
rather sharp illness, which has kept me 
chiefly in bed for nearly a fortnight, and from 
which I am not yet quite free. 

I enclose a copy of Michael Foster’s draught of 
conditions for the studentship, which I put into 
the lawyer’s hands some ten or twelve days ago, 
and which is now come to me drawn up in legal 
form. You said it would interest you to see the 
draught, and I have been bearing this in mind, 
but have not been able to go to the desk where the 
copy lay. 

I hope to hear that you have been going on well, 
despite the cruel, restless winds and sad intermit- 
tence of sunshine. On the 12th I am going to have 
two daughters-in-law, five grandchildren, and ser- 
vant for a week, — if I can get well enough, as 
I have good hope now that I shall. The straw- 
berries will be ripe then, and as I don’t eat any 
myself, it would be dolorous not to be able to 
have the children, and see them enjoy the juicy 
blessing. 

I was beginning to want some new^s of you, and 
was almost ready to ask for it. It is the more 
welcome for haying had time to ripen tetter to j^n 
into a decidedly good report of your fla 
condition. About myself I have a very 
poor story to tell, being now in the fifth week of 
a troublesome illness, in which, like you, I have 
been partly fed on “ poisonous decoctions.” To- 
day, however, happens to show a considerable im- 
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provement in my symptoms, and I have been walk- 
ing in the warmer air with more ease than hitherto. 
Driving I have not been able to manage for some 
time, the motion of the carriage shaking me too 
much. The best of care has been taken of me. I 
have an excellent country doctor (Mr. Parson of 
Godaiming) who watches me daily; and Sir James 
Paget and Dr. Andrew Clark have been down to 
add their supervision. I begin to think that if I 
can avoid any evil condition, such as a chill that 
would bring on a relapse, I may soon he pretty 
well again. The point to be achieved is to stop 
the wasting of my not too solid flesh. 

I am glad to hear that the third edition of “ The- 
ophrastus ” has had so lively a movement. If the 
remainder should be sold off, I think it would be 
well just to print a small number of copies to 
carry on, and avoid bringing out a cheaper edition 
too soon after people have been paying for the 
expensive one. 

I have been always able to write my letters and 
read my proofs, usually in bed, before the fatigue 
of dressing, but the rest of my time has been very 
unprofitable, — spent chiefly in pain and languor. 
I am feeling easy now, and you will well under- 
stand that after undergoing pain, this ease is 
opening paradise. Invalids must be excused for 
being eloquent about themselves. 

I feel a perhaps too selfish need to tell you that 
things have gone ill with me since I last wrote to 

letter to Bto. Why do I want to let you know 

this not agreeable news about myself? 
Chiefly because I want you to be quite 
clear that if I do not write to say, “ When can you 
come to me? ” it is not from indifference, but from 
misfortune of another sort. Meanwhile it will do 



1879] 


COMFORT OF LETTERS 


301 


me good to have little items of news from you, 
when you can find half an hour for the kind deed 
of writing me a letter. What helps me most is 
to be told things about others, and your letters 
are just of the sort I like to have. 

I am just now in one of my easier hours, and 
the demon wind has abated. He seems to enter 
into my pains with hideous rejoicing. 

I was very much pleased to have a letter from 
you, and to know all about your birth- , „ , 

< Letter to Miss 

day. Blajaclie 

Evenings at Home is a very pretty 
book. I read it when I was at school, 
and I think you will like to read many stories in 
it over and over again till you know them almost 
by heart. That is very nice, to carry pretty things 
in your mind so that you can say them to yourself 
in the dark. 

I am sure you must have liked being on the river 
in the steamboat for the first time. The wide river 
and the bridges, and the great buildings that can 
be seen a long way by the waterside are all very 
beautiful, are they not? It would seem to you 
like another and grander sort of picture, after 
seeing the small pictures on the wall of the 
Exhibition. 

Only think! this was your seventh birthday, and 
when you have lived three times seven years you 
will be a tall woman, aged twenty-one, able to do 
almost everything for dear mamma, so that she 
may rest after doing so much as she does for you 
and Maud and Elinor. 

Please give my love to Maud, and tell her that 
I am very glad to hear of her having been at the 
head of her class. 

^ Mr. Charles Lewes’s daughter, aged seven. 


302 LETTER TO A CHILD [WITLET, 

Yesterday there was sunshine here, the trees 
made pretty shadows on the grass, and the flowers 
lifted up their little faces and looked very happy. 
But this morning it rains again, and the hay that 
should be nice and dry, ready for the horses to eat, 
will all be wet through again. This makes people 
sorry. 

I am writing this letter in bed, not being very 
well, and my paper lies a long way off on a flat 
board, so it is not easy for me to write well. But 
I hope the letter is written plainly enough for you 
to read it without much trouble. 

Give my love to papa and mamma, and tell them 
that I feel a little better. 

And now, good-bye, my dear Blanche. When- 
ever you think of me, remember that I am your 
loving Grandmamma. 

Thank you for your kind note. There are to be 
, . more than as many proofs as you have 
si^.nhAog. already had, for which I must crave the 
valuable aid of your reading. 

You will understand all the better how much 
comfort it is to me to have your help as well as 
Professor Foster’s, when I tell you that for the 
last eight weeks I have been seriously out of 
health, and have often been suffering much pain, 
— a state which I imagine you know by experi- 
ence to heighten all real anxieties, and usually to 
create unreal. 

It cheers me to be told by you that you think 
the volume interesting. In reading the MS. again 
and again, I had got into a state of tremor about 
it which deprived me of judgment, — just as if it 
were writing of my own, which I could not trust 
myself to pronounce upon. 

I hope that your own health, and Mrs. Sully’s 
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Letter to Mrs. 
Bnme-Jones, 
Iltli Aug. I8?9. 


too, will have been benefited by your change from 
south to north. 

I think that I am really gettmg better, and shall 
have to stay among the minority in 
this world a little longer than I had 
expected. 

Will you send me word how long you shall be 
at liberty, and whether you would think it worth 
while to come down to me one moiming and stay 
till the afternoon of the following day? Your 
letter is delightful to me. Several spiritual kisses 
for it. 


Thank you for your sweet affection. I have had 
rather a trying illness, which lasted, without great 
relief, for nearly eight wrecks. But I , „ „ „ 
hope that 1 am now out of it, — that is, 
so far established that I may go on * 
without a relapse. The cold weather was against 
me, as it was and is against much more impor- 
tant matters. The days of warmth and sunlight 
which have now and then blessed us have been 
my best medicine, though I acknowledge the 
benefit of pepsin and steel, and many other 
drugs. The grey skies and recurring rain are 
peculiarly dispiriting to me, and one seems to 
feel their influence all the more for the vide, 
beautiful view of' field and hill which they sadden 
and half conceal. In town one thinks less of 
the\sky.' ^ 

If you are ever writing to our dear Mrs. Wil- 
liam Smith, do give my love to her, and tell her 
I am veiy grateful to her for the letter she 
wrote me with the post-mark Ventnor upon it. 
With her usual delicacy of feeling she did not 
send her address, so that I could not write fix 
return. 
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I am much obliged to you for writing me your 
letter to wm. letter of pleasant news. 

IfseptI”'*’ It is wonderful how “ Theophrastus ” 
1879. goes on selling in these bad times, and 

I have only to hope in addition that the buyers 
will be the better for it. Apparently we shall get 
through this last edition before Christmas, and 
then pei’haps you will think of adding the volume 
to the Cabinet Edition. I am especially rejoiced 
to hear that your imcle is better again, and I trust 
that Strathtyrum is sharing our sunshine, which 
will be the best cure for him as for me. I am 


getting strong, and also am gaining flesh on my 
moderate scale. It really makes a difference to 
one’s spirits to think that the harvest may now 
possibly be got in without utter ruin to the pro- 
duce and unhappy producers. But this year will 
certainly prove a serious epoch, and initiate many 
changes in relation to farming. I fear, from what 
I have read, that the rich Lothians will have to be 


called compassionately the poor Lothians. By the 
way, if you happen to want any translation done 
from the French^ and have not just the right per- 
son to do it, I think I can recommend a Miss 
Bradley Jenldns, of 50 Cornwall Road, West- 
bourne Park, as one who has an unusually com- 
petent knowledge of French. We sat side by side 
on the same form translating Miss Edgeworth 
into French when we were girls. 

I have not seen her for many years, but I know 
that she has been engaged in a high order of teach- 
ing, and I have lately heard from her that she is 
anxious to get work of the kind in question. She 
already spoke French well when we were pupils 
together, and she has since been an unintermitting 
student. 
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I wonder, talking of translators, how the young 
Mr. Perrier is going on, who translated Kaufmann’s 
pamphlet on “ Deronda.” What Mr. Blackwood 
told me of him interested me about his future. 

Oblige us all by not falling into another acci- 
dent when the next hunting-season comes. 

Before I received your letter the other day, I 
was intending to write to you to ask whether, now 
that I am stronger, and the fine weather letter to 
shows some signs of permanence, you 
feel any revival of the inclination to 
come and see me for a couple of days. I hardly 
like to propose your taking the joui'iiey, now that 
you are not being brought near me by other visits, 
— for the railway from you to us is, I think, rather 
tiresome. But if yom* inclination really lies towards 
coming, you will be affectionately welcomed. 

About the seaside I am hopeless. The latter 
part of October is likely to be too cold for me to 
move about without risk of chills; and I hope to 
be back in town before the end of the month. I 
am not very fond of the seaside, and this year it 
is likely to be crowded with people who have been 
hindered by the bad weather from going earlier. 
I prefer the Surrey hills, and the security from 
draughts in one’s own home. The one attraction 
of a coast place to me is a great breadth of sand to 
pace on, when it is in its fresh firmness after the 
fall of the tide. But the sea itself is melancholy 
to me, — only a little less so under warm sim- 
light, with plenty of fishing-smacks changing their 
shadows. AU this is to let you know why I do 
not yield to the attraction of being with you, where 
we could chat as much or as little as we liked. I 
feel very much your affectionateness in wishing to 
have me near you. 
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Write me word soon whether you feel able to 
come as far as this for my sake. 

I have read the article ^ with very grateful feel- 
ings. I think that he would himself have regarded 
. „ ' it as a generally just estimate. And I 

Sally, loth am much obliged to you tor sending it 
to me m prooi. 

Your selection of subjects for remark, and the 
remarks themselves, are in accordance with my 
feeling to a comforting extent ; and I shall always 
remain your debtor for writing the article. 

I trust you will not be forced to omit anything 
about his scientific and philosophical work, because 
that is the part of his life’s labour which he most 
valued. 

Perhaps you a little underrate the (original) 
effect of his “Life of Goethe” in Germany. It 
was received with enthusiasm, and an immense 
number of copies, in both the English and Ger- 
man form, have been sold in Germany since its 
appearance in 1854. 

I wish you were allowed to put your name to 
the article. 

1 am getting strong now, after a long spell of 
medical discipline. All these long months I have 

Letter to Mrs occupied with my husband’s manu- 

peterTayior; scripts: also with the foundation of a 
^ ® • ■ Physiological Studentship, which is my 

monument to his memory, and which is now all 
settled, as you may perhaps have seen by adver- 
tisements.^ . But I am not yet through the proof- 

^ Article on G. H. Lewes — New Q^rterly Review, Oct. 1879. 

2 “George Henry Lewes Studentship,” — This Studentship has been 
founded in memory of Mr. George Henry Lewes, for the purpose of en- 
abling the holder for the time being to devote himself wholly to the prosecu- 
tion of original research in physiology,^ The Studentship, the value of which 
is slightly under £200 per annum, paid quarterly in advance, is tenable for 
three years, during which time the student is required to carry on, under 
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reading of the final volume of “ Problems of Life 
and Mind,” which will contain the last sheets he 
ever wrote. 

I hear very good accounts of Madame Bodiehon, 
who is coming to me for a couple of days on the 
29th. 

You are wonderful for life and energy, in spite 
of your delicate looks. May you have all the 
strength you need for your sympathetic tasks! 

I have not yet thanked you — and I do so now 
very gratefully — for the help you have given me 
in my sad and anxious task. Your eyes 
have been a most precious aid, not only srniy, 7 tM oct 
as a matter of fact, but as a ground of 
confidence. For I am not at all a good proof- 
reader, and have a thorough distrust of myself. 

I cannot wish not to have been cheered by your 
triple letter, even though I have caused you to 
rise earlier in the morning, and to feel 
a disproportionate remorse. “ Maggior Btmie-|one|V^ 
difetto men vergogna lava,” as says 
Virgil to the blushing Dante. And you have 
given me the fuller measure because I had to 
wait a little. 

Your legend of “Fair Women” interests me 
very much. I feel a citizen of the world again, 
knowing all the news. But the core of good news 
in your letter is that your husband is well again, 
and again happy in his work. Yom’ collapse is 

the guidance of a director, physiological investigations to the complete ex- 
clusion of all other professional occupations. No person will be elected as 
a “George Henry Lewes Student” who does not satisfy the Trustees and 
Director, first, as to the promise of success in physiological inquiry? and 
second, as to the need of pecuniary assistance. Otherwise all persons of 
both sexes are eligible. Applications, together with such information con- 
cerning ability and circumstances as the candidate may think proi>er, should 
be sent to the present Director, Dr. Michael Foster, New Museums, Cam- 
bridge, not later than October 15, 1879. The appointment will be made 
and duly advertised as soon as possible after that date. 
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what I feared for you; and you must call the 
getting change of ah’ and scene — I was going to 
say “ a duty,” but are you one of those wonderful 
beings who find everything easier under that name? 
But at least one prefers doing a hard duty to 
grimacing with a pretence of pleasure in things 
that are no pleasure. 

I am greatly comforted this morning by the fact 
that the (apparently) right man is found for the 
George Henry Lewes Studentship, — an ardent 
worker, who could not have carried on his pursuit 
without this help. I know you are not unmindful 
of what touches me deeply. 

Go on your visit, dear, and come back well, — 
then show yourself without unnecessary delay to 
your loving friend. 

I have had a delightful bit of news from Dr. 
Foster this morning. He had mentioned to me 
letter to before that there was an Edinburgh 

Charles 1 . student, whom he had in his mind as 

^, 2 bthoct. the right one to elect. This morning 
he writes: “ The trustees meet to-mor- 
row to receive my nomination. I have chosen Dr. 
Charles Roy, an Edinburgh man, and Scotchman, 
— not one of my own pupils. He is, I think, the 
most promising — by far the most promising — 
of our young physiologists, putting aside those 
who do not need the pecuniary assistance of the 
studentship. And the help comes to him just when 
it is most needed: he is in full swing of work, 
and was casting about for some means of support- 
ing himself which would least interfere with his 
work, when I called his attention to the student- 
ship. I feel myself very gratified that I can, at 
the very outset, recommend just the man, as it 
appears to me, for the post.” 
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This is a thing youi' father would hai^e chosen 
as a result of his life. 

I am deeply obliged to you for your 
affectionate sympathy, and to my dear D’lisert, ism 
venerated “ Maman ” for still bearing 
me in her heart. 

I returned from the countiy at the beginning of 
this month, much restored in health after rather 
a painful illness, which occupied most of the sum- 
mer. I have nevertheless completed the two chief 
objects I had in mind, — the editing of the final 
volume of my husband’s work, which will appear 
in December; and the founding of a Studentship 
of Physiology, which bears his name, and will per- 
petuate it in connection with the researches which 
most deeply interested him. 

It seems wonderful to me that Madame D’ Al- 
bert is more than eighty years of age! The years 
shrink as I look back through them and recall my 
first interview with her and you. It is very blessed 
that her mind is tranquil as well as clear. And 
your family is apparently a source of continual 
interest and satisfaction. What I should most 
dread for you is that solitude that will come when 
your beloved charge no longer needs your care. 
Imperative duties — such as leave us in no doubt 
as to wLat we shall do next — are the only condi- 
tion that makes life easy, — though w'e ignorantly 
rebel against those benignant bonds while we still 
have them. 

My friends are very good to me, and I have 
many blessings. I try to interest myself in life, 
and to keep my faculties in activity. 

“ Theoplmastus Such ” has had a very large sale 
in England, and in the next edition will make the 
twentieth volume of the Cabinet Edition of my 
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works. I can well imagine that it is difficult to 
translate. 

I have just had some news that grieves me. Mr. 
Blackwood is dangerously ill, and I fear, from 
Mr. W'illiam’s letter, that there is little 
claries I. hope of recovery. He will be a heavy 

loss to me. He has been boimd up with 

’ what I most cared for in my life for 

more than twenty years; and his good qualities 
have made many things easy to me that, without 
him, would often have been difficult.’^ 

I wrote to Mr. Trubner to tell him that the print- 
ing of the “ Problems ” being finished, I should be 
glad if he w^ould arrange with you about the con- 
ditions of publication. Bear in mind your father’s 
wish that the volumes should not be made dearer 
than necessary. 

I am going to Weybridge on Friday, and I in- 
tend to be at The Priory by Saturday before dusk. 
But it is just possible I may be detained till Mon- 
day morning. So if you have any good occupa- 
tion for Sunday, you had better call on your way 
home on Monday. 

Your affectionate note would quite have deter- 
mined me to do what, when your brother kindly 
T « , proposed it, raised a certain longing in 
Heaaor Crag, me. 1 thought that I should like to see 

2ytu wCt« ' n • ii i i t . 

you all m the remembered home again. 
But I have had a little check in health, and I am 
feeling so depressed that I shrink from making 
any engagement which involves others. 

A visitor to-day and my. own languor threaten 
to throw me backward in my arrangements for 
leaving, and I have a sense of impossibility about 
everything that, under other conditions, would be 

^ Mr. John Blackwood died on 29th October, 1879. 
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a pleasure. I am afraid lest a fit of sadness should 
make me an oppression to you all; and my conclu- 
sion this morning is, that I must give up the few 
hours’ happiness of feeling your family love around 
me as I used to do, and simply go straight up to 
town with my servants. 

But if Friday morning brings me better hopes, 
I will telegraph to you, since you allow me to wait 
till the eleventh hour. If you receive no telegram, 
you will understand that I am still too down- 
hearted to venture on a visit even to those who are 
amongst the best loved of my friends. In that 
case you must all make me amends for my loss by 
coming to see me in the old place in town. 

Came to Weybridge on 31st October, and returned to 
The Priory on 1st November. 

I came here just a week ago, and I had a super- 
stition that you would come to 
yesterday. But I used no enchant- Burme-jones ’ 
ments, — and so you did n t come. 

I am very grateful to you for your kind letter. 
News about you all had been much desired by me; 
but I have nbw so many business letters 
to write that I am apt to defer such as faraHeimeu, 
are not absolutely necessary. The care- 
ful index is a sign of your effective industiy, and 
I have no doubt that it will be a great help to 
yourself as well as to your readers. One very 
often needs an index to one’s own wi’iting. My 
chief objects are quite completed now. The Dr. 
Roy appointed to the Studentship is held by com- 
petent persons to be the most hopeful of our young 
physiologists; and there is a volume of 501 pages 
(the last) of “ Problems of Life and Mind ” ready 
to appear next month. I am quite I'ecovered from 
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the ailment which made me good for little in the 
Summer, and indeed am stronger than I ever ex- 
pected to be again. People are very good to me, 
and I am exceptionally blessed in many ways; but 
more blessed are the dead who rest from their 
labours, and have not to dread a barren, useless 
survival. 

I am very well, dear, kind friend, all things 
considered. One cannot help getting 
petevr^iorf' occasional chills and headaches in this 

6tllDec. 1879. 1 1 • . 

hard, wintry tune. 

Oh yes, I read the “ Times ” with great interest, 
and am much concerned to know what my con- 
temporaries are doing. My time is very fully 
occupied, for I have now to write a great many 
letters, such as used to be written for me, and I 
would willingly spend the time thus taken up in 
another sort of reading and writing. 

I am greatly obliged to you for sending me your 
book entitled “ Jesus of Nazareth,” which I have 
Letter to E much interest both in its pur- 

jafl^i’sso pose and in its execution. I had hardly 
thought, before, that we had among us' 
an author who could treat Biblical subjects for 
the young with an entire freedom from the coaxing, 
dandling style, and from the rhetoric of the show- 
man who desci’ibes his monstrous outside pictures, 
not in the least resembling the creatures within. 

My mind cannot see the Gospel histories in just 
the same proportions as those you have given. But 
on this widely conjectural subject there may and 
must be shades of difference which do not affect 
fundamental agreement. 

Letter to Mrs Thank you a thousand times, my dear 

fhr your tender New Year’s 
greeting and inquiries. I have passed 
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well from “ under the saws and harrows ” of the 
severe cold, and am better, both in apiiarent or- 
ganic soundness and in strength for all occupa- 
tion, than I once thought was possible for me. 

Our dear Barbara is painting in water-colours 
again from her window, — just as of old. I know 
you will be glad to hear of this. And I am now 
seeing many other friends, who interest me and 
bring me reports of their several woidds. The 
great public calamities of the past year have helped 
to quiet one’s murmuring spirit in relation to pri- 
vate sorrows, and the prospect for the future is 
not yet very bright. One thinks of mothers like 
Mrs. Ruck, whose best-loved sons are in Afghan- 
istan. But we must live as much as we can for 
human joy, dwelling on sorrow and pain only so 
far as the consciousness of it may help us in striv- 
ing to remedy them. 

Life has seemed worse without my glimpses of 
you. And now I have not the amends of thinking 
that you are out of our Egyptian dark- 
ness, and getting health in the country. Btume-jones, ' 

1 must drive over to ask about you as 
soon as I can. 

As the year went on, George Eliot began to see all her 
old friends again; but her life was nevertheless a life of 
heart-loneliness. Accustomed as she had been for so many 
years to solitude a deux, the want of close companionship 
continued to be very bitterly felt. She ims in the habit 
of going zmth me very frequently to the National Gallery, 
and to other exhibitions of pictures, to the British Mu-- 
seum sculptures, and to South Kensington. This constant 
association engrossed me completely, and was a new in- 
terest to her. A bond of mutual dependence had been 
formed between us. On the 28th March she came down 
to Weybridge, and stayed till the SOth; and on the 
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9th April it finally decided that our marriage should 
take: place as soon^ and as privately, as might be found 
practicable . , 

You can hardly think how sweet the name sister 
letter to Miss is to me, that I have not been called by 
for so many, many years.' 

1880. Without your tenderness I do not 

believe it would have been possible for me to ac- 
cept this wonderful renewal of my life. Nothing 
less than the prospect of being loved and welcomed 
by you all could have sustained me. But now I 
cherish the thought that the family life will be the 
richer and not the poorer, through your brother’s 
great gift of love to me. 

Yet I quail a little in facing what has to be gone 
through, — the hurting of many whom I care for. 
You are doing everything you can to help me, 
and I am full of gratitude to you all for his sake 
as well as my own. The springs of affection are 
reopened in me, and it will make me better to be 
among you, — more loving and trustful. 

I valued Florence’s little visit very much. You 
and she will come again — will you not? — to your 
sister? 

letter to I fouud the spot in “ The Pre- 

lude ” where the passage I mentioned 

April, 1880. n Jg ^ u 

Retrospect,” towards the end: — 

“ The human nature unto which I felt 
That I belonged, and reverenced with love, 

Was not a punctual presence, but a spirit 
Diffused through time and space, with aid derived 
Of evidence from monuments, erect. 

Prostrate, or leaning towards their common rest 
In earth, the widely scattered wreck sublime 
Of vanished nations.” 

The bit of brickwork in the rock is 

** With aid derived of evidence.” 
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I think you would find much to suit your pur- 
pose in “ The Prelude,” such as — 

“ There is 

One great society alone on earth : 

The noble Living and the noble Dead/* 

Except for travelling, and for popular distri- 
bution, I prefer Moxon’s one-volumed edition of 
Wordsworth to any selection. No selection gives 
you the perfect gems to-be found in single lines, 
or in half a dozen lines, which are to be found in 
the “ dull ” poems. 

I am sorry Matthew Arnold has not included 
the sonnet beginning — 

I griev’d for Buonaparte with a "vain 
And an unthinking grief 

and which has these precious lines, — 

“ ’T is not in battles that from youth we train 
The governor who must be wise and good, 

And temper with the sternness of the brain 
Thoughts motherly, and meek as womanhood. 

Wisdom doth live with children round her knees 

Has he the magnificent sonnet on Toussaint 
rOuverture? I don’t know where there is any- 
thing finer than the last eight lines of it. 

Please don’t acknowledge this note, else you will 
neutralise my pleasure in sending it by making me 
feel that I have given jmu trouble. 

The beautiful photograph has reached me safely, 
and I am very grateful to you for your kindness 
in sending it to me. In comparing it letter to tue 
with the photograph which you gave me i^o^Mth 
seven or eight years ago, I see the effect 
of a saddening experience which the years must 
bring to us all; hut to my feeling the face is the 
more endearing because of that effect. 
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You_have been very often in my thoughts, be- 
cause 1 have associated you with public affairs, 
and haTO imagined sympathetically how thev must 
have affected your private life. I am sure that 
this monientous experience in India has been a 
hard discipline both for you and for Lord Lytton. 
I can imagine he has often been sick at heart with 
the near vision which his post forces on him, of 
human meanness and rancour. You, too, must 
have gathered some melancholy knowledge of that 
sort, which has perhaps changed a little the curves 
of the mouth and the glance of the eyes since those 
\ienna days when the delightful M. de Villers 
helped to make the hours pleasant to us. 

1 saw the photographs of your daughters, which 
gave me an idea how fast the dramatic authoress 
has developed physically as well as mentally. 
When I first saw her at Vienna, she was the pret- 
tiest little rosebud. 

Mrs. Strachey called the other day when I was 
out, and among other reasons for my being sorrv 
not to have seen her, was the having missed some 
au hentic news about your probabre movements. 
V hat happens to you will always have interest 
for me since I have long been, with sincere regard, 
yours most truly. 

On the Uth April George Eliot came down to Wey- 
brtdge, and stayed till the mth. ^ 

I am deeply obliged to you for the care with wliich 
you have treated the final volume of the “ Prob- 

“Academy,” which, you 
Apru,’i88o. , 11 me. I think you could 

towards eiS ^written more effectively 
tov aids exciting an interest in the work in the 

mmds of the comparatively few who realy care 
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for the study of Psychology. Y"ou have added 
one more to the obligations which will make me 
always yours gratefully. 

I have something to tell you which will doubt- 
less be a great surprise to you; but since I have 
found that other friends, less acquainted Letter to 
with me and my life than you are, have 
given me their sympathy, I think that I 
can count on yours. I am going to do what not 
very long ago I should myself have pronounced 
impossible for me, and therefore I should not won- 
der at any one else who found my action incompre- 
hensible. By the time you receive this letter I 
shall (so far as the future can be matter of asser- 
tion) have been man-ied to Mr. J. W. Cross, who, 
■ you know, is a fiiend of years, a friend much loved 
and trusted by Mr. Lewes, and who, now that I 
am alone, sees his happiness in the dedication of his 
life to me. This change in my position will make 
no change in my care for Mr. Lewes’s family, and 
in the ultimate disposition of my property. Mr. 
Cross has a sufficient fortune of his own. We are 
going abroad for a few months, and I shall not 
return to live at this house. Mr. Cross has taken 
the lease of a house. No. 4 Cheyne Walk, Chelsea, 
where we shall spend the winter and early spring, 
making Witley our summer home. 

I indulge the hope that you will some day look 
at the river from the windows of our Chelsea house, 
which is rather quaint and picturesque. 

Please tell Bessie ^ for me, with my love to her. 
I cannot write to more than two or three persons. 

A great, momentous change is going to take 
place in my life. My indisposition last week, and 
several other subsequent circumstances, have hin- 
^ Madame Belloc. 
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dered me from commxmicating it to you, and the 
r „ time has been but short since the deci- 
Congreve, sti sion was come to. But With your per- 
May, 1880. jj^^ission Charles will caU on you and tell 
you what he can on Saturday. 

May 6. — Married this day at 10.15 to John 
Walter Cross, at St. George’s, Hanover Square. 
, , Present, Charles, who gave me away, 

Jonmal,i8S0. ^ 

liam, Mary, Eleanor, and Florence Cross. We 
went back to The Priory, where we signed our 
wills. Then we started for Dover, and arrived 
there a little after five o’clock. 

Your letter was a sweet greeting to us 
on onr arrival here yesterday. 
toiSis.*®”’ We had a mOlennial cabin on the deck 
of the Calais-Douvres, and floated over 
the Strait as easily as the saints float upward to 
heaven { in the pictures ) . At Amiens we were very 
comfortably housed, and paid two enraptured visits, 
evening and morning, to the Cathedral. I was de- 
hghted with J.’s delight in it. And we read our 
dear old cantos of the “ Inferno ” that we were 
reading a year ago, declining afterwards on “ Eu- 
genie Grandet.” The nice woman who waited on 
us made herself very memorable to me by her 
sketch of her own life. She went to England when 
she was nineteen as a lady’s maid, — had been much 
ennuyee de sa mere, detested les plaisirs, liked only 
her regular every-day work and la paix. 

Here we have a very fair appai'tement, and 
plenty of sunlight au premier. Before dinner we 
walked up to the Arc de I’Etoile and back again, 
enjoying the lovely greenth and blossoms of the 
horse-chestnuts, which are in their first glory, inno- 
cent of dust or of one withered petal. This morn- 
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ing at twelve o’clock we are going to the Russian 
church, where J. has never been, and where I hope 
we shall hear the wonderful intoning and singing 
as I heard it years ago. 

This is the chroniQle of our happy married life, 
three days long, — all its happiness conscious of a 
dear background in those who are loving us at 
Wey bridge, at Thornhill, and at Ranby. 

You are all inwoven into the pattern of my 
thoughts, which would have a sad lack without you. 
I like to go over again in imagination all the scene 
in the church and in the vestry, and to feel every 
loving look from the eyes of those who were re- 
joicing for us. Besides Professor Sellar’s letter, 
which touched J. with grateful surprise, we have 
had one to him from Mr. Frederic Harrison, say- 
ing everything aifectionate ; and two very finely 
felt letters from Edith Sinicox, — one to him en- 
closing the one to me. Certainly she has a rare 
generosity and elevation which find their easy 
channel in writing. My love to Henry and to the 
gentle Berthe,^ who was an invisible presence at 
our wedding. 

I think I must thank Florence, too, for her letter 
to J.; for we accept to the full the principle of 
“ what is mine is thine ” on each side. What most 
comforted him this morning was a letter from 
Albert Druce about the Chelsea house. His usual 
exclamation over anything from Albert is that his 
brother-in-law is the most satisfactory of men! 

Write us word about everything, and consider 
yoiu’selves all very much loved and spiritually 
petted by your loving sister. 

This place is so magnificently situated, in a 
smiling valley, with the Isere flowing through it, 
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and surrounded by grand and various lines of 
mountains, and we were so enraptured by our ex- 
Sfelx pedition yesterday to the Grande Char- 

^eiv 2 ist treuse, that we congratulate ourselves 
froBGreaoMe. greatly on our choice of route. I think 
it unlikely that we shall want to wander beyond 
the second week in July. We shall begin to long 
for home just when the rest of the London world 
are longing for travel. W e are seeing nature in 
her happiest moment now; the foliage on all the 
tremendous heights, the soft slopes, and the richly 
clad valleys on the way to the Chartreuse, is all 
fresh and tender, shone through by a sunlight 
which cherishes and does not burn us. I had but 
one regret in seeing the sublime beauty of the 
Grande Chartreuse. It was that the Pater had not 
seen it. I would still give up my own life willingly 
if he could have the happiness instead of me. But 
marriage has seemed to restore me to my old self. 
I was getting hard, and if I had decided differ- 
ently, I think I should have become very selfish. 

Gloi’ious weather always, and I am very well, 
— quite amazingly able to go through fatigue. 

Our life since we wrote to you has been a chap- 
ter of delights — Grenoble — Gi’ande Chartreuse 

LettertoMiss “ Chambeiy paradisiacal walk to 
Horace cfoM, L,es Charmettes- — roses gathered m 
Jean Jacques’s garden — Mont Cenis 
Tunnel, and emergence into Italian sunshine. 
MOan, comfortable appartement, delicious privacy, 
and gi'eat minds condescending to relax them- 
selves! We got here yesterdaji^, and of course our 
first walk M'as to the post, where we found your 
delightful budget and other letters, which we took 
to a cafe in the grand galleria, and read at our ease 
to the accompaniment of tea. 
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Two of my letters yesterday touched me very 
gratefully. One was from “ Brother Jimmy ” — 
the prettiest letter possible. The other letter that 
moved me was one from my own brother. Then 
J. had a graceful letter of congratulation from Mr. 
Henry James, who is still at Florence. I think 
you did not send that letter of Mr. Edmund Gur- 
ney’s which you mention, I am fond of seeing the 
letters which put my friends in an amiable light for 
my imagination. And now that I have had that 
charming letter from my new brother in America, 
I feel that my family initiation is complete. No 
woman was ever more sweetly received bj?^ brothers 
and sisters than I have been; and it is a happy 
new longing in my life that I may return into their 
bosoms some of the gladness they have poured into 
mine. 

I have been uninterruptedly weU, and feel quite 
strong with all sorts of strength except strong- 
mindedness. We are going to hear the music in 
the Duomo at eleven, and after that we intend to 
pay our first visit to the Brera gallery. It is our 
present plan to stay here for some days, and we 
enjoy the thought of a little stationary life such 
as we have not had since we left Paris. We often 
talk of our sisters, oftener think of them. You 
are our children, you know. 

Your letter was forwarded to me here, and it 
was a great joy to me to have your kind words of 
sympathy, for our long silence has never 
broken the affection for you which began ^vaM,^26tii 
when we were little ones. My husband, 
too, was much pleased to read your letter. I have 
known his family for eleven years, and they have 
received me amongst them very lovingly. The 
only point to be regretted in our marriage is that 
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I am much older than he; but his affection has 
made him choose this lot of caring for me rather 
than any other of the various lots open to him. 

Emil y Clarke has lately sent me rather a sad 
account of Sarah’s ^ health. I trust that it is now- 
better, for I think it is her lungs that chiefly 
trouble her, and summer may act beneficently on 
them. Please give my love to her, and tell her that 
I hke the assurance of her share in the good wishtes 
you send me. 

' I have often heard of Frederick® through the 
admiration of those who have heal’d him preach; 
and it has been a happy thought to me that you 
and Sarah must feel it a great comfort to have 
him as well as Walter settled near you. 

Edith is the only one of your children whom I 
have seen since they have been grown up, and I 
thought her a noble-looking woman. 

We are going to remain abroad until some time 
in July, and shall then return to The Heights, 
Witlej'^, Surrey. Our home in London will be 
4 Cheyne W alk, Chelsea, looking on a very pictur- 
esque bit of the river. 

I hope that your own health is quite good now, 
and that you are able to enjoy the active life which 
I know you are fond of. — -Always your affec- 
tionate sister. " 

Many thanks for your delightful letter, which 
letter to Came to me yesterday, with a loving 
though brief letter from Mrs. Congreve 
May, 1880. keep it company in making the day 
agreeable. 

We arrived here on Monday, and have been in- 
duced by a nice quiet apartment and pleasant at- 

^ Mrs. Isaac Evans (since deceased). 

^ Kev. Frederick Evans, Rector of Bedworth. 
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tendance to carry out our plan of resting here, 
and deliberately seeing what is to be seen in this 
cheerful, prosperous city. I am glad to find that 
the Luini pictures come up to my remembrance, 
and that J. is much impressed by his introduction 
to them. I continue remarkably well, and am 
every day surprising myself by the amount of 
walking, standing, and looking that I can go 
through. To-morrow or the next day we intend 
to go on to Verona; then after a sufficient pause 
to enjoy that glorious place, we shall move on to 
Padua and Venice, where it will be best for you to 
send anything you may have to send. I like to see 
the letters; they make one realise the fact of one’s 
home and little world there amid the dreaminess 
of foreign travel. We take our meals in our own 
apartment, and see nothing of our fellow-guests in 
the hotel, — only hear their British and American 
voices when they air themselves in the cortile after 
their dinner. 

The weather has hitherto been delicious, not ex- 
cessively warm, always with a pleasant movement 
in the air; but this morning there is a decided ad- 
vance in heat, and we shall both have our theory 
of great heat being the best thing for us well tested 
in the next month. 

The change I make in the date of this letter is a 
sign of the difficulty you well know that one finds 
in writing all the letters one wants to letter to 
write while travelling. Ever since 
Charles forwarded to me your dear 
letter while I was in Paris, I have been 
meaning to write to you. That letter was doubly 
sweet to me because it was written before you re- 
ceived mine, intended to inform you of my mar- 
riage before it appeared in the newspapers. 
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Charles says that my friends are chiefly hurt be- 
cause I did not tell them of the approaching change 
in my life. But I really did not finally, absolutely 
decide — I was in a state of doubt and struggle — - 
until only a fortnight before the event took place, 
so that at last everything was done in the utmost 
haste. Howevei’, there were four or five friends, 
of whom you were one, to whom I was resolved to 
write, so that they should at least get my letter on 
the morning of the 6th. 

I had more than once said to Mr, Cross that you 
were that one of my friends who required the least 
explanation on the subject, — v^ho would sponta- 
neously understand our marriage. But Charles 
sends me word that my friends in general are very 
sympathetic, and I should like to mention to you 
that Bessie ^ is one whose very kind words he has 
sent to me, for you may have an opportunity of 
giving my love to her, and telling her that it is 
very sweet to me to feel that her affection is con- 
stant to me in this as it was in other crises of my 
hfe. I wish, since you can no longer come in and 
out among us as you used to do, that you already 
knew my husband better. His family welcome 
me with the uttermost tenderness. All this is won- 
derful blessing falling to me beyond my share, after 
I had thought that my life was ended, and that, 
so to speak, my coffin was ready for me in the next 
room. Deep down below there is a hidden river 
of sadness, but this must always be wdth those 
who have lived long, — and I am able to enjoy my 
newly reopened life. I shall be a better, more lov- 
ing creature than I could have been in solitude. 
To be constantly, lovingly grateful for the gift of 
a perfect love, is the best illumination of one’s mind 

^ Madame Belloc. 
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to all the possible good there may be in store for 
man on this troublous little planet. 

We leave Verona to-day, and stay a little at 
Padua on our way to Venice, Hitherto we have 
had delightful weather, and just the temperature 
we rejoice in. We are both fond of warmth, and 
could bear more heat than we have the prospect of 
at present. 

Yesterday we had a drive on the skirting heights 
of Verona, and saw the vast fertile plain around, 
with the Euganean hills, blue m the distance, and 
the Apennines just dimly visible on the clear mar- 
gin of the horizon, I am always made happier by 
seeing well-cultivated land. 

We came into Italy by way of Grenoble (seeing 
the Grande Chartreuse) , Chambery, and the Mont 
Cenis Tunnel ; since then we have been staying at 
Milan, and enjoying the Luini frescos and a few 
other great things there. The great things are 
always by comparison few, and there is much every- 
where one would like to help seeing, after it has 
once served to give one a notion of historical 
progression. 

We shall stay at Venice for ten days or a fort- 
night ; so if you have a scribe, or would write your- 
self, to tell me that all is going on well with you, 
the letter would not, as the Scotch say, “ go 
amissing.” 

We both enjoyed reading your letter on the 
morning after our arrival at this enchanting city, 
where the glorious light, with comparative 
stillness and total absence of dust, makes rjwes, ‘ 
a paradise much more desirable than from Venice, 
that painted by Tintoretto on the ivall of the Con- 
siglio Maggiore. Nothing but the advent of mos- 
quitoes would make it easy for us to tear ourselves 
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away from this place, where every prospect pleases, 
hut also where one is obliged to admit that man is 
somewhat vile. I am sadly disappointed in the 
aspect of the Venetian populace. Even physically 
they look less endowed than I thought them when 
we were here under the Austrian dominion. We 
have hardly seen a sweet or noble woman’s face 
since we arrived, but the men are not quite so ill- 
looking as the women. The singing here (by itin- 
erant pei'formers in gondolas) is disgi’aceful to 
Venice and to Italy. Coarse voices, much out of 
tune, make one shudder when they strike suddenly 
under the window. 

Our days here are passed quite deliciously. We 
see a few beautiful pictures or other objects of in- 
terest, and dwell on them sufficiently every morn- 
ing, not hurrying ourselves to do much; and after- 
wards we have giro in our gondola, enjoying the 
air and the sight of marvellous Venice from vari- 
ous points of view and under various aspects. 
Hitherto we have had no heat, only warmth with 
a light breeze. To-day, for the first time, one 
thinks that violent exercise must be terribly trying 
for our red-skinned fellow-mortals at work on the 
gondolas and the barges. But for us it is only 
pleasant to find the air warm enough for sitting 
out in the evening. .We shall not soon run away 
from Venice unless some plague — e. g., mos- 
quitoes — should arise to drive us. We edify oxir- 
selves with what Buskin has written about Venice, 
in an agreeable pamphlet shape, using his knowl- 
edge gratefully, and shutting our ears to his wrath- 
ful innuendoes against the whole modern world. 
And we are now nearly at the end of Alfieri’s auto- 
biography, which is a deeply interesting study of 
character. 
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It may well seem incredible to you, for it is 
hardly credible to myself, that while I have been 
longing to write to you ever since I re- to Mrs 
ceived your dear letter, I have not found cm|reve,^iotii 
the time to satisfy my longing. Perhaps 
you are more able than most people to conceive the 
difficulty of getting a clear half hour between the 
business of travelling and the attention to little 
details of packing and toilette, over and above the 
companionship of talk and reading. Certainly I 
have thought of you all the more, but you have not 
known that, and I have lost my claim to hear about 
you, — a use and wont which I would not willingly 
part with. 

I wonder whether you have imagined — I be- 
lieve that you are quick to imagine for the benefit 
of others — all the reasons why it. was left at last 
to Charles to tell you of the great, once un- 
dreamed-of change in my life. The momentous 
decision, in fact, was not made till scarcely more 
than a fortnight before my marriage; and even if 
opportunity had lent itself to my confiding every- 
thing to you, I think I could hardly have done it 
at a time when your presence filled me rather with 
a sense of your and Emily’s trouble ^ than with my 
ovnn affairs. Perhaps Charles will have told you 
that the marriage deprives no one of any good I 
felt bound to render before, — it only gives me a 
more strenuous position, in which I cannot sink 
into the self -absorption and laziness I was in dan- 
ger of before. The whole history is something like 
a miracle-legend. But instead of any former affec- 
tion being ffisplaced in my mind, I seem to have 
recovei’ed the loving sympathy that I was in danger 
of losing. I mean that I had been conscious of a 
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certain drying-up of tenderness in me, and that 
now the spring seems to have risen again. Who 
could take your place within me or make me 
amends for the loss of you? And yet I should not 
take it bitterly if you felt some alienation from me. 
Such alienation is very natural where a friend does 
not fulfil expectations of long standing. 

We have ah’eady been ten days at Venice, but 
we hope to remain as long again, not fearing the 
heat, which has hitherto been only a false alarm in 
the minds of English travellers. If you could find 
time to send me word how you all are, — yourself. 
Dr. Congreve after his holiday, and Emily, with all 
her cares about removal, — a letter sent to the 
Poste Restante here would reach me, even if we 
had left before the next ten days were over. We 
shall hardly be at Witley before the middle of 
July; but the sense of neighbourhood to you at 
Witley is sadly ended now. 

We thought too little of the heat, and rather laughed 
at English people's dread of the sun. But the mode of 
life at Venice has its peculiar dangers. It is one thing 
to enjoy heat •when leading an active life, getting plenty 
of exercise in riding or rowing in the evenings; it is 
another thing to spend all one's days in a gondola, - — a 
delicious, dreamy existence, — going from one church to 
another, from palaces to picture-galleries, — sight-seeing 
of the most exhaustively interesting hind, — traversing 
constantly the piccoli feij •which are nothing more than 
drains, and •with hedroom-teiindows always open on the 
great drain of the Grand Carnal, The effect of this con- 
tinual had air, and the complete and sudden deprivation 
of all bodily exercise, made me thoroughly ill. As soon 
as I could he moved •we left Venice, on the 2Sd of June, 
and went to Innspruck, where we stayed for a week, and 
in the change to the pure sweet mountain air I soon 
regained strength. 
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I was made veiy glad by Gertrude’s letter, wbich 
assured me that Witley had been enjoyed by you 
and the little ones. We stayed six days 
at Innspruck, finding it more and more 
beautiful under the sunshine which had 
been wanting to it dmdng our first two ® 

days. Then we went on to Munich, and yesterday 
we arrived here, as a temporary resting-place on 
our way to Wildbad, which, we hope, will put the 
finishing-touch to J.’s recovery of his usual health. 

I wish I had been able to let you know in time 
that you could have remained a little longer at 
Witley, as I think we shall hardly be at home be- 
fore the 20th if we find Wildbad what we want. 
Your Mutter is marvellously well and strong. It 
seems more natural to her to have anxiety than to 
be fi’ee from it. Let us hope that she will not run 
down like a jelly-fish, now that her anxiety is over. 

I received your welcome letter yesterday morn- 
ing, and felt inclined to answer it the next minute. 
J. is quite well again, but is inclined to 
linger a little in the sweet air of the 
Schwarzwald, which comes to one on 
gently stirred wings, laden with the 
scent of the pine forests. We mean to drive from 
here to Baden, which is withm easy distance. 

Yesterday we sallied forth for a walk over the 
mountain, to a place where we could rest and lunch, 
returning in the afternoon. The sky was brilliant. 
But in half-an-hom- the clouds gathered and threat- 
ened a storm. We were prudent enough to turn 
back, and by the time we were in the hotel again, 
tl^e thunder was rolling and the rain pouring dovm. 
This continued tiU about two o’clock, and then 
again the sky became clear. I never saw so incal- 
culable a state of weather as we have in this valley. 
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One quarter of an hour the blue sky is only flecked 
by lightest cirrhus clouds, the next it is almost 
hidden by dark rain clouds. But we are going to 
start on our promised expedition this morning, the 
sunshine flattering us that it is quite confirmed, 

I think you had better address your next letter 
Poste Restante, Strasburg, as I am uncertain how 
long we shall rest at Baden. 


Left Wildbad on the 17th July, and had a delightful 
drive through the Black Forest hy Herrenalb to Baden, 
and thence by Strasburg, Metz, Luxemburg, and Brus- 
sels, arriving at Witley on Monday the 26th of July. 


We arrived here in all safety last Monday, and if 
letter to I had not had your welcome little note 
mS, this morning, I think I should soon have 
1st Aug. 1880. to you without any such extra 


stimulus. 

Mr. Cross had a sharp but brief attack at Venice, 
due to the unsanitary influences of that wondrous 
city, in the later weeks of June. We stayed a little 
too long there, with a continuous sirocco blowing, 
and bad smells under the windows of the hotel; 
and these conditions found him a little below par 
from long protracted anxiety before our marriage. 
But ever since we left Venice (on the 23d of June) 
he has been getting strong again, and we have 
enjoyed a leisurely journey through Germany in 
constant warmth and sunshine, save for an occa- 
sional thunderstorm. The climate in this beloved 
coimtry of ours is a sad exchange, and makes one 
think of a second bad harvest with all its conse- 
quences. Still it is a delight to be at home, and 
enjoy perfect stillness after the noisiness of foreign 
bells and foreign voices indoors and out. It would 
be very pretty to pay you a visit next April, if we 
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are all alive, and I think Mr. Cross would like it 
very much. He sends you, hoping you will accept 
them, his best remembrances, whi^ have been kept 
up by our often talking about you. I have been 
amazingly well through all the exertion of our 
travels, and in the latter half of the time have 


done a great deal of walking. 

How sweet of you to write me a little welcome 
as soon as you knew that I was at home ’ „ ^ „ 
again. 

Yes, we are both well now, and glad 
to be at home again, though the change of climate 
is not of the exhilarating sort. One is so sorry for 
all the holiday makers, whose best enjoyment of 
these three days would have been in the clear air 
and sunshine. 


Do not reproach me for not telling you of my 
marriage beforehand. It is difficult to speak of 
what surprises ourselves, and the decision was sud- 
den, though not the friendship which led to the 
decision. 


My heart thoroughly responds to your remem- 
brance of our long- — our thirty years’ relation to 
each other. Let me tell you this once what I have 
said to others, — that I value you as one of the 
purest-minded, gentlest-hearted women I have ever 
toown; and where such a feeling exists, friend- 
ship can live without much aid from sight. 

We shall probably not be in town again till the 
beginning of November. Our address then will 
be 4 Cheyne Walk, Chelsea, where we shall have 
an outlook on the river and meadows beyond. Just 
now we have the prospect of going on family visits 
to married sisters, which prevents us from feeling 
quite settled. 

I expected your letter, and expected, too, just 
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the sort of letter I have received, telling me every- 
thing delightfully. I can follow you everywhere 
Letter to in your journeying except to Ober 
o^toL. Wesel. I hope you will have enjoyed 
i2tii Aug. 1880. Blasien and some of the walks there 

consecrated by the beloved Pater’s footsteps. We 
reversed your drive and went to Freiburg, so that 
I can enter into your enjoyment of the Hollen- 
thal. I am glad that your weather has been tem- 
perate. Here we have now had four sunny and 
really hot days, and this morning promises to be 
the fifth. That is consolatory as to the harvest, 
and is very agreeable as to our private life. The 
last two evenings we have walked in the garden 
after eight o’clock, — ^the first time by starlight, 
the second under a vapoury sky, with the red moon 
setting. The air was perfectly still and warm, and 
I felt no need of extra clothing. 

Our life has had no more important events than 
calls from neighbours and our calls in return. To- 
morrow we pay our visit to the Druces at Seven- 
oaks, where, you may remember, Mr. Druce has 
built a beautiful house. At the beginning of 
September we are to visit Mr. and hirs. Otter 
at Ranby, and after that we shall go to Six-Mile 
Bottom for a day or two. Then our w^anderings 
will be over. 

I went to The Priory the other day, and found 
a treatise on Blood Pressure, by Dr. Roy, which 
he had sent me there, and which he has published 
as dhe “ George Henry Lewes ” student. I im- 
agine that he has come to pursue his studies in 
England, as he intended to do. Delbosuf’s article 
on the last volume of the “ Problems ” (in the 
Belgian “ Athenseum ”) is very nicely done. He 
has read the book. 
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I am pretty well, but find myself more languid 
than I was when abroad. I think the cause is 
perhaps the moisture of the climate. There is 
something languorous in this climate, or rather in 
its effects. J. gets a little better every day, and 
so each day is more enjoyable. 

We have just come home after paying family 
visits in Lincolnshh’e and Cambridgeshire, else I 
should have answered your letter earlier. , ^ „ 

The former one reached me in Venice, Burne-joies/ 
when i was m great trouble on account 
of Mr. Cross’s illness. I had had reason to believe 
that my letters, ordered to be posted on the 5th 
of May, had not been delivered ; so I asked Charles 
to inquire about the letter I wrote to you, ■ — not 
because it demanded an answer, but because I 
wished you to know that I had written. 

I am so glad to know that you have been enjoy- 
ing our brief English summer. The good harvest 
makes the country everywhere cheerful, and we 
have been in great even districts where the fields, 
full of sheaves or studded with ricks, stretch wide 
as a pi'airie. Now, we hope not to leave this place 
again till November, when we intend to go to 
Chelsea for the winter and earliest spring. 

I almost envy you the opportunity of seeing 
Wombwell’s Menagerie. I suppose I got more 
delight out of that itinerant institution when I 
was nine or ten year old, than I have ever got out 
of the Zoological Gardens. The smells and the 
sawdust mingled themselves with my rapture. 
Everything was good. 

It was very dear of you to write to me be- 
fore you finished your holiday. My love attends 
you;‘:all.:3; : 

Your letter this morning is a welcome assurance 
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about you. We have been away in Lincolnshire 
and Cambridgeshire, paying visits to the Otters 
letter to and the HaUs. The weather, which is 

now broken, was glorious through all 
i 4 tii Sept. 1880. -yvanderiDg, which we made very 

interesting by pausing to see Ely, Peterboi’ough, 
and Lincoln Cathedrals. The Otters have a very 
pretty, happjT^ household. He is a country gentle- 
man now, acting as a magistrate, and glancing 
towards Parliament. But he keeps up his read- 
ing, and is delightful to talk to. Emily looks 
very pretty in her matronly position, with three 
little children. The Halls, too, are very pleasant 
to behold in their home-life. He has done wonders 
in building nice cottages and schools, and sinking 
wells where they were wanted, and founding a 
co-operative store — -and, in general, doing what- 
ever opportunity allows towards slowly improv- 
ing this confused world. We saw (at Six-Mile 
Bottom) Mr. and Mrs. Sidgwick. Perhaps you 
know that they have had, and have, the admir- 
able public spirit to let their house and arrange to 
live for a year in the new Newnham House, m order 
to facilitate matters for the double institution 

We are very well. Mr. Cross gets stronger and 
brighter every day. We often mention you, be- 
cause you are associated with so many of my 
memories. 

Our only bugbear—- it is a very little one — is 
the having to make preliminary arrangements 
towards settling ourselves in the new house (4 
Cheyne Walk). It is a quaint house; and a Mr. 
Aimitage of Manchester, of whom you may have 
heard, has been superintending the decoration and 
furnishing, but not to the exclusion of old things, 
which we must carry and stow, especially wallings 
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of books. I am become so lazy that I shrink from 
all such practical work. 

I have been, and am, suifering under an attack 
of a comparatively mild sort, but I expect to be 
well in two or three days, and am just letter to 
going to drive to Godaiming to meet lewelf^' 
my husband. Hence I write this hur- ^^^eptisso. 
riedly. We should like to see you and Gertrude 
from Saturday to Monday some week next month, 
if it would be pleasant to you. 

This attack was a recurrence of the redial disorder of 
the previous year, Ofi the 29th September we went for 
ten days to Brighton^ as the most accessible place for a 
bracing change. The first effects of the sea breezes were 
encouraging, but the improvement was not maintained. 
Shortly after our return to Witley, Dr. Andrew Clark, ^ 

the beloved physician,^^ came down to consult with Mr. 
Parson of Godaiming, on 22d October. From that time 
there was gradual but slow improvement, and, during 
November, a decided recovery of strength. But an Eng-- 
lish autumn was not favourable to the invalid. Her sensi- 
bility to climatic influences was extreme. 1 1 will have been 
noticed in the preceding letters how constantly change 
of air and scene was required. I had neven seen my wife 
out of England, previous to our marriage, except the first 
time at Rome, when she was suffering. My general im- 
pression, therefore, had been that her health was always 
very low, and that she was almost constantly ailing. 
Moreover, I had been with her very frequently during 
her long severe illness at Witley in 1879. I was the more 
surprised, after our marriage, to find that from the day 
she set her foot on Continental soil, till the day she re- 
turned to Witley, she was never ill, — never even unwell. 
She began at once to look many years younger. During 
the eleven years of our acquaintance I had never seen her 
so strong in health. The greater dryness and lightness 

^ Now Sir Andrew Clark. 
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of the atmosphere seemed to ham a magical effect. At 
Paris we spent our mornings at the Louvre or the Luxem- 
bourg, looking at pictures dr sculpture, or seeing other 
sights, — always fatiguing work. In the afternoons we 
took long walks in the Bois, and very often went to the 
theatre in the evening. Reading and writing filled in all 
the interstices of time; yet there was no consciousness of 
fatigue. And we had the same experience at all the places 
we stayed at in Italy. On our way home she was able to 
take a great deal of walking exercise at Wildhad and 
Baden. Decrease of physical strength coincided exactly 
with the time of our return to the damper climate of 
England. The specific form of illness did not declare 
itself until two months later, hut her health was. never 
again the same as it had been on the Continent. Towards 
the middle of October she was obliged to keep her bed, 
but without restriction as to amount of reading and talk- 
ing, which she was always able to enjoy, except in moments 
of acute pain. 

During her illness I read aloud, amongst other books, 
Comte's Discours Preliminaire," translated by Dr. 
Bridges. This volume was one of her especial favourites, 
and she delighted in making me acquainted with it. For 
all Comte's writing she had a feeling of high admiration, 
Intense interest, and very deep sympathy. I do not think 
I ever heard her speak of any writer with a more grate- 
ful sense of obligation for enlightenment. Her great debt 
to him was always thankfully acknowledged. But the 
appreciation was thoroughly .selective, so far as I. was 
able to judge. Parts of his teaching mere accepted and 
other parts rejected. Her attitude towards him, as the 
founder of a new religion, may he gathered from the 
references and allusions in the foregoing correspondence, 
and from, the fact that for many years, and up to the 
time of her death, she subscribed to the Comtist Fund, 
but never, so far as I am aware, more directly associated 
herself with the members of the Positivist Church. It was 
a limited adherence. 

We generally began our reading at Witley with some 
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chapters of the Bible, which was a mry precious and 
sacred Book to her, not only from early associations, but 
also from the profound conviction of its importance in 
the development of the religious life of man. She par- 
ticularly enjoyed reading aloud some of the finest chap- 
ters of Isaiah, Jeremiah, and St. PauVs Epistles. With 
a naturally rich, deep voice, rendered’ completely flexible 
by constant practice; with the keenest perception of the 
requirements of emphasis; and with the most subtle modu- 
lations of tone, - — her reading threw a glamour over in- 
different writing, and gave to the greatest writing fresh 
meanings and beauty. The Bible and our elder English 
poets best suited the organ-like tones of her voice, which 
required, for their full effect, a certain solemnity and 
majesty of rhythm. Her reading of Milton was espe- 
cially fine; and I shall never forget four great lines 
of the '^Samson Agonistes'^ to which it did perfect 
justice, — 

“But what more oft in nations grown corrupt, 

And by their vices brought to servitude, 

Than to loye bondage more than liberty, • — 

Bondage with ease than strenuous liberty.” 

The delighted conviction of justice in the thought — the 
sense of perfect accord between thought, language, and 
rhythm — stimulated the voice of the reader to find the 
exactly right tone. Such reading requires for its per- 
fection a rare union of intellectual, moral, and physical 
qualities. It cannot he imitated. It is an art, like sing- 
ing, — a personal possession that dies with the possessor, 
and leaves nothing behind except a memory. Immedi- 
ately before her illness we had read, together, the First 
Part of Faust.'' Reading the poem in the original with 
such an interpreter was the opening of a new world to 
me. Nothing in all literature moved her more than the 
pathetic situation and the whole character of Gretchen. 
It touched her more than anything in Shakspeare. Dur- 
ing the time that we were reading the ‘‘ Faust " we were 
also constantly reading together Shakspeare, Milton, and 
Wordsworth: some of Scotfs novels and Lamb's essays 
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tooj in which she greatly delighted. For graver study 
we ' read through Professor Sayce^s ^^ Introduction to the 
Science of 'Language P : Philology was a subject in which 
she was most deeply interested; and this ' was my first 
experience of what seemed to me a limitless persistency 
in application. I had noticed the persistency before^ 
whilst looking at pictures, or whilst hearing her play 
difficult music; for it was characteristic of her nature 
that she took just as great pains to play her very best to 
a single unlearned listener, as most performers would do 
to a. room full of critical cognoscenti. Professor Sayce^s 
book was the first which we had read together requiring 
very sustained attention ( the “ Divina Comm-edia ’’ we 
had read in very short hits at a time), and it revealed to 
me more clearly the depth of George Elio fs mental con- 
centration. Continuous thought did not fatigue her. 
She could' Leep her mind on the stretch hour after 
hour: the body might give way, but the brain remamed 
unwearied. 

.Her memory held securely her great stores of reading. 
Even of light books her recollections were always crisp, 
definite, and. vivid. On our way home from Venice, after 
my illness, we were reading French novels of Cherbuliez, 
Alphonse Daudet, Gustave Droz, George Sand. Most of 
these books she had read years before, and I xms aston- 
ished to find what clear-cut, accurate impressions had 
been retained, not only of all the principal characters, 
but also of all the subsidiary personages, — even their 
names were generally remembered. But, on the other 
hand, her verbal memory was not always to be depended 
on. She never could trust herself to write a quotation 
without verifying it. 

In foreign languages, George Eliot had an experience 
more unusual amongst women than amongst men. With 
a complete literary and scholarly knowledge of French, 
German, Italian, and Spanish, she spoke all four lan- 
guages with difficulty, though accurately and grammat- 
ically: but the mimetic power of catching intonation and 
accent was wanting. Greek and Latin she could read 
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with thorough delight to herself; and HehreW' was a 
favourite study to the end of her life. In her younger 
days, especially at Geneva, inspired by Professor de la 
Rivers lectures, she had been greatly interested in mathe- 
matical studies. At one time she applied herself heartily 
and with keen enjoyment to geometry, and she thought 
that she might have attained to some excellence in that 
branch if she had been able to pursue it. In later days, 
the map of the heavens lay constantly on her table at 
Witley, and she longed for deeper astronomical knowl- 
edge, She had a. passion for the stars; and one of the 
things to which we looked forward, on returning to Lon- 
don, was a possible visit to Greenwich Observatory, as 
she had never looked through a great telescope of the 
first class. Her knowledge of wild flowers gave a fresh 
interest each day to our walks in the Surrey lanes, as 
every hedgerow is full of wonders — to ‘‘ those who 
know; ” but she would, I think, have disclaimed for her- 
self real botanical knowledge, except of an elementary 
sort. 

This wide and varied culture was accompanied with 
an unaffected distrust of her own knozdedge, — with the 
sense of how little she really knew, compared with what 
it was possible for her todiave known, in the world. Her 
standard was always abnormally high, — it was the stand- 
ard of an expert; and she believed in the aphorism that 
to know any subject well, we must know the details of it. 

During our short married life, our time was so much 
divided between travelling and illness that George Eliot 
zorote very little, so that I have but slight personal ex- 
perience of how the creative effort affected her. But she 
told me that, in all that she considered her best writing, 
there was a not herself ” which took possession of her, 
and that she felt her ozm personality to be merely the in- 
strument thrugh which this spirit, as it were, was acting. 
Particularly she dwelt on this m regard to the scene in 

Middlemarch between Dorothea^ and Rosamond, say- 
ing that, although she always knew they had, sooner or 
later, to come together, she kept the idea resolutely out 
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of her mind until Dorothea was in Rosamond’s drawing- 
room. TheUy abandoning herself to the inspiration of 
the moment, she wrote the whole scene exactly as it stands, 
without alteration or erasitre, in an intense state of ex- 
citement and agitation, feeling herself entirely possessed 
by the feelings of the two women. Of all the charac- 
ters she had attempted, she found Rosamond’s the most 
difficult to sustain. With this sense of possession,” 
it M easy to imagine what the cost to the author must 
haoe been of writing boohs, each of which has its trag- 
edy. We have seen the suffering alluded to m the 
letters on the Mill on the Floss,” Felix Holt,” and 
"'Romola” 

For those who would know the length and the breadth 
of George Eliot’s intellectual capacity, she has written 
her books. Here I am only putting down some of my 
own personal impressions or recollections, which must be 
taken for what they are worth. In doing this 1 should 
like to dwell on the catholicity of her judgment. Singu- 
larly free from the spirit of detraction, either in respect 
of her contemporaries or her predecessors, she was always 
anxious to see the best and the most noble qualities of 
human beings or of hooks, in cases where she felt some 
general sympathy notwithstanding particular disagree- 
ments. And it was this wide sympathy, this understand- 
ing of so many points of view, that gained for her the 
passionate devotion not only of personal friends, hut also 
of literary admirers from the most widely sundered sec- 
tions of society. Probably few people have ever received 
so many intimate confidences from confidants of such 
diverse habits of thought. 

This many-sidedness, however, makes it exceedingly 
difficult to ascertain, either from her books or from the 
closest personal intimacy, what her exact relation was 
to any existing religious creed or to any political party. 
Yet George Eliot’s was emphatically a religious mind. 
My own impression is that her whole soul was so imbued 
with, and her imagination was so fired by, the scientific 
spirit of the age — by the constant rapid development 
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of ideas in the Western world — that she could not con- 
ceive that there was, as yet, any religious formula suffi- 
cient nor any known political system likely to be final. 
She had great hope, for the future, in the improvement 
of human nature by the gradual development of the 
affections and the sympathetic emotions, and by the 
slow stupendous teaching of the world^s events ” — rather 
than by means of legislative enactments. Party measures 
and party men afforded her no great interest. Repre- 
sentative government, by numerical majorities, did not 
appeal to her as the last word of political wisdom. Gen- 
erally speaking, she had little patience with talk about 
practical politics, which seemed to her under our present 
system to he too often very unpractically handled by 
ignorant amateurs. The amateur was always a stone 
of stumbling, and a rock of offence.'^ Her wrath used 
often to be roused, in late years, by the increased bitter- 
ness in the language of parties, and by the growing habit 
of attributing, for political effect, the most shameful 
motives to distinguished statesmen. 

She was keenly anxious to redress injustices to women, 
and to raise their general status in the community. This, 
she thought could best be effected by women improving 
their work, — ceasing to he amateurs. But it was one of 
the most distinctly marked traits in her character, that 
she particularly disliked everything generally associated 
with the idea of a masculine woman.^^ She was, and as 
a woman she wished to be, above all things feminine, — 

so delicate with her needle, and an admirable musician.^'* 
She was proud, too, of being an excellent housekeeper, 
— an excellence attained from knowing how things ought 
to he done, from her early training, and from an inborn 
habit of extreme orderliness. Nothing offended her more 
than the idea that because a, woman had exceptional in- 
tellectual powers, therefore it was right that she should _ 
absolve herself, or be absolved, from her ordinary house- 
hold duties. 

It will have been seen from the letters that George 
Eliot was deeply interested in the higher education of 
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women, and that she was amongst the earliest contrib- 
utors to Girton College. After meeting Mr. and Mrs. 
Henry Sidgwick, in September, 1880, when they had gone 
to reside at the new hall of Newnham College for a time, 
she was anxious to be associated in that work also, but she 
did not lire to carry out the plan herself. The danger she 
was dire to in the system of collegiate education, was 
the possible weakening of the bonds of family affection 
and family duties. In her riew, the family life holds the 
roots of all that is best in our mortal lot; and she always 
felt that it is far too ruthlessly sacrificed in the case of 
English men by their public school and unirersity educa- 
tion, and that much more is such a result to be deprecated 
in the case of women. But, the absolute good being un- 
attainable in our mixed condition of things, those women 
especially who are obliged to earn their own living, must 
do their best with the opportunities at their command, 
as “ they cannot lire with posterity, when a more per- 
fect system may prevail. Therefore George Eliot wished 
God-speed to the women's colleges. It was often in her 
mind and on her lips that the only worthy end of all 
learning, of all science, of all life, in fact, is, that human 
beings should lore one another better. Culture merely 
for culture's sake can never be anything but a sapless 
root, capable of producing at best a shrivelled branch. 

In her general attitude towards life, George Eliot 
was neither optimist nor pessimist. She held to the 
middle term, which she invented for herself , of melior- 
istJ' She was cheered by the hope and by the belief in 
gradual improvement of the mass; for in her view each 
individual must find the better part of happiness in help- 
ing another. She often thought it wisest not to raise 
too ambitious an ideal, especially for young people, but 
to impress on ordinary natures the immense possibilities 
of making a small home circle brighter and better. Few 
are born to do the great work of the world, but all are 
born to this. And to the natures capable of the larger 
effort, the field of usefulness will constantly widen. 

In her personal hearing George Eliot was seldom moved 
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by the hurry which mars all dignity in action. Her. com- 
manding brows and deep penetrating eyes were seconded 
by the sweet, restrained, impressive speech, which claimed 
something like an awed attention from strangers. But 
to those very near to her there was another side of her 
nature, scarcely suspected by outside friends and acquaint- 
ances. No one could he more capable of enjoying and 
of communicating genuine, loving, hearty, uncontrol- 
lable laughter. It was a deep-seated wish, expressed 
in the poem of Agatha , — ‘‘I would have young 
things merryJ^ And I remember, many years ago, at 
the time of our first acquaintance, how deeply it pained 
her when, in reply to a direct question, I was obliged to 
admit that, with all my admiration for her books, I found 
them, on the whole, profoundly sad. But sadness was cer- 
tainly not the note of her intimate converse. For she had 
the distinctively feminine qualities which lend a rhythm 
to the movement of life. The quick sympathy that under- 
stands without words; the capacity for creating a com- 
plete atmosphere of loving interest; the detachment from 
outside influences; the delight in everything worthy—* 
even the smallest thing — for its own sake; the readiness 
to receive as well as to give impressions ; the disciplined 
mental habit which can hold in check and conquer the 
natural egoism of a massive, powerful personality ; the 
versatility of mind; the varied accomplishments, — these 
are characteristics to be found more highly developed 
amongst gifted women than amongst gifted men. Add to 
these the crowning gift of genius, and in such companion- 
ship we may possess the world without belonging to it. 

The November days had come now, — cold and clear. 
My wife was able again to enjoy the daily drives and 
walks, on which she was very dependent for health. The 
letters continue. 

Since I wi'ote to you I have been much 
more ill, and have only, during the last 
few days, begun to feel myself recover- 
ing streng-th. But I have been cai-ed for with 
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something much better than angelic tenderness. 
The fine clear air, if it lasts, will induce us to 
linger in the country; and indeed I am not yet 
quite fit to move ; for though I appear to be quite 
cured of my main ailment, half my bodily self 
has vanished. We are having deliciously clear 
days here, and I get out for short drives and walks. 
I really have nothing to complain of now except 
a little lack of strength.. I play on the piano again, 
and walk with perfect ease. There is a long chap- 
ter about myself! 

Three weeks ago I had a rather troublesome 
attack, but I am getting well now, though still 
letter to reduced and Comparatively weak. We 
shall probably linger here till near the 
Ttii Hov. 1880. month, for the autumnal land- 

scape is very beautiful, and I am not yet quite fit 
for the exertion of moving. It is a comfort to 
think that you can be very snug through the winter 
in your nice house. What a pity we are not within 
an easy driving distance from you! 

Mr. Hall is here to-day. He gave a lecture on 
Leclaire, the house-painter in Paris who initiated 
an excellent plan of co-operative sharing for his 
workmen. It has been printed, and when I have 
another copy I will send it you. Leclaire is men- 
tioned by John S. Mill in the notes to his “ Poht- 
ical Economy,” but had not been otherwise taken 
much notice of. Still you may know all about 
him. 

I thank you with great feeling for sending me 
an account of my revered Maman’s peaceful fall- 
letter to asleep. Blessed are tiae dead, who 

rest from the struggles of this difficult 
" life. The pitiable are those who survive 
in loneliness; and 1 feel sorrowfully that, not- 
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withstanding the numerous friends whose respect- 
ful regard you have won, your loneliness will press 
on you with a weight proportioned to the devoted 
care which has for years sanctified your life, and 
made you cherish it in order that you might bless 
another life to its close. That Maman should have 
retained fuU possession of her sweet mind through 
all her increasing weakness, will always give per- 
fection to your remembrance of her. There will 
be nothing to blot out from the sacred record. 

I trust that your health will continue to bear up, 
and that you will be able to relieve the weary days 
by some gentle activity such as you have been ac- 
customed to. 

I have been rather iU lately, but am getting well 
again. 

Thanks for your loving remembrance of me. 
We have been kept in the country by two suffi- 
cient causes : I have been iU, and the . « ♦ m 
house at Cheyne Walk has not been Bn^jonesf' 
ready to receive us. 1 suppose we shall 
not be there till the end of the month instead of 
the beginning. One of the good things I look 
forward to is the sight of your dear face again. 
You will see little more than half of me, for nearly 
half has been consumed. But I have been nursed 
with supreme tenderness, and am daily gaining 
some strength. Much love to both. 

We are lingering here for three reasons, — the 
beauty of the weather, the unreadiness of letter to 
the house, and my unfitness to bear the 
hurry of moving. I am getting better, ^sdMov.isso. 
but have not yet been able to bear much exertion. 

Thanks for your pretty letter. I do not think 
I shall have many returm.of ISTovembers, but there 
is every prospect that such as remain to me wiU 
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be as happy as they can be made by the devoted 
tenderness which watches over me. Your years 
will probably be many, and it is cheering to me 
to think that you have many springs of happiness 
in your lot that are likely to grow fuller with ad- 
vancing time. 

I have thought of you all the more because I 
have not even bear’d anything of you for several 
, months, You will wonder less why I 
Mm. Bray, have uot Written, as a consequence of 
8 0V.I8 0. thoughts, when I tell you that I 

have been ill, and not allowed to do anything but 
indulge myself and receive indulgence. I am very 
well now, and am every day consciously gather- 
ing strength, so that if I could like giving trouble, 
I should look back on my illness as a great op- 
portunity of enjoying the tenderest watching and 
nursing. I kept my bed only about a week, and 
have always been equal, except at short intervals, 
to much reading and talking, so that there is no 
fair cause for any grumbling on my part. It has 
not been so bad an illness as that of last summer. 
You see we are not yet at Cheyne Walk, but we 
are to be settled there by the end of next week. 
I have had no trouble, but have remained here on 
my cushions while Mr. Cross has gone early for 
sevei’al mornings running, to superintend the re- 
moval. It is difficult to give you materials for im- 
agining my “ world.” Think of me as surrounded 
and cherished by family love, — ^by brothers and 
sisters whose characters are admirable to me, and 
who have for years been my friends. But there is 
no excessive visiting among us, and the life of my 
own hearth is chiefly that of dual companionship. 
If it is any good for me that my life has been 
prolonged till now, I believe it is owing to this 
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miraculous affection which has chosen to watch 
over me. 

Dec. 3. — Came to 4 Cheyne Walk. . , 

Dec. 4. — Went to Popular Concert ' 
at St. James’s Hall. Heard Madame Neruda, 
Piatti, and Miss Zimmermann. 

Only on Friday evening did we get into this 
new house, and I had deferred writing to you till 
I could say, “ Come and see me.” I Letter to mm. 
can say so now, hut on reflection I have Secfilso’ tom 
come to the conclusion that you would cneyaewaii. 
like yourself to fix a time beforehand, the journey 
here being rather long. Perhaps you will like 
to choose a day on which you could go to Emily 
also, her house being less formidably distant, — 
across the Park and down Sloane Street would 
be an easy way to us. This week we shall be 
much engaged in household matters, such as the 
reduction to order of the chaos which still reigns 
in certain places least obvious to visitors, and the 
procuring of small objects, either necessary or 
desirable. But after this week I shall be most 
glad if you and Dr. Congreve will come to see us 
just as and you would find the least incon- 
venience in doing so, — either at lunch-time (half- 
past one) or at a later hour. 

I find myself in a new climate here, — the 
London air and this particular house being so 
warm compared with Witley. I hope that you 
too find the air mild, for I know that suits you 
best. 

Dr. and Mrs. Congreve paid their promised visit the 
week after this letter was writtm; and Madame Belloc 
hunched with us the following day. Order was beginning 
to reign in the new house. The hooks had all been 
arranged as nearly as possible in the same order that 
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they had occupied at The Priory, Mr. Radermacher of 
the Pantechnicon having given his personal attention to 
this arrangement of some thousands of volumes, for which 
George Eliot was particularly grateful. Notwithstand- 
ing. all this care, however, there were many unforeseen 
details of furnishing still to he completed, which caused 
a considerable expenditure of time. We continued read- 
ing aloud Max Muller^ s Lectures on the Science of 
Language and Duffield^s translation of “Don Quixote^^ : 
we were also reading “ Hermann and Dorothea^'' Tenny- 
son’s last volume of poems, just published, and Mr. 
Frederic Myers’s volume on Wordsworth. In the even- 
ings we had always a little feast of music, and were be- 
cmnmg in every way reconciled to town life, notwith- 
standing the loss of country quiet, light, and beauty. 
On the afternoon of Friday the 17th December we went 
to see the “ Agamemnon ” performed in Greek by Oxford 
undergraduates. The representation was a^ great en- 
joyment, — an exciting stimulus, — and my wife pro- 
posed that during the winter we should read together 
some of the great Greek dramas. The following after- 
noon we went to the Saturday Popular Concert at St. 
James’s Hall. It was a cold day. The air in the hall 
was overheated, and George Eliot allowed a fur cloak 
which she wore to slip from her shoulders. I was con- 
scious of a draught, and was afraid of it for her, as she 
was very sensitive to cold. I begged her to resume the 
cloak, but, smiling, she whispered that the room was 
really too hot. In the evening she played through sev- 
eral of the pieces that we had heard at the concert, with 
all her accustomed enjoyment of the piano, and with a 
touch as true and as delicate as ever. On Sunday there 
was very slight trouble m the throat, but not sufficient 
to prevent her from coming downstairs to breakfast as 
usual. In the afternoon she was well enough to receive 
visits from Mr. Herbert Spencer and one or tvoo other 
friends. Afterwards she be gait the following letter to 
Mrs. Strachey. It was left unfinished in her writing- 
case, and is printed as it stands. 
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I have been thinking so much of Lady Colvile, 
and yet I shrank from troubhng even your more 
indirect sympathetic sorrow with a let- 
ter. I am wondering how far her health straciiey, 
is in a state to endure this loss, — a loss 
which extends even to me, who only occasionally 
saw, but was always cheered by, the expression 
of a wise and sweet nature, which clearly shone 
in Sir James Colvile’s manner and conversation. 
One great comfort I believe she has, — that of a 
sister’s affection. 

Here the letter is broken off. The pen which had 
carried delight and comfort to so many minds and hearts^ 
here made its last mark. The spring, which had broad'- 
ened out into so wide a river of speech, ceased to flow. 

Little more remains to he told. On Monday the doctor 
treated the case as one of laryngeal sore throat; and 
when Dr, Andrew Clark came for consultation on Wednes- 
day evening, the pericardium was found to be seriously 
affected. Whilst the doctors were at her bedside, she had 
just time to whisper to me, Tell them I have great pain 
in the left side, before she became unconscious. Her 
long illness in the autumn had left her no power to rally. 
She passed away, about ten o^ clock at night, on the ^2d 
December, 1880, 

She died, as she would herself have chosen to die, with- 
out protracted pain, and with every faculty brightly 
vigorous. 

Her body rests in Highgate Cemetery, in the grave 
next to Mr, Lewes, In sleet and snow, on a hitter day, — 
the 29th December, — very many whom she knew — very 
many whom she did not know — pressed to her grave-side 
with tributes of tears and flowers. 

Her spirit joined that choir invisible whose music is 
the gladness of the world,^^ 

The loss is too recent — and in any case it would be 
inappropriate for me — to say anything here of the 
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masskw: influence George Eliot esoerted on the minds and 
on the hearts of her contemporaries. That influence is 
still present with us. 

The place that may belong to her in the minds and in 
the hearts of future generations will he finally adjudged 
on the merits of her works. We who write and we who 
read to-day will never know that final verdict, hut I think 
that those of us who loved her may trust to it with 
confidence. 
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SUMMARY OP CHAPTER XIX 


JANUARY, 1879, TO DECEMBER, 1880 

First weeks of loneliness — Sees no one but Mr. Charles Lewes — First 
letters to Madame Bodiehon — John Blackwood — J. W. Cross — Mrs. 
Burne-J ones •*— - Sees Mr. Cross — Letter to J ohn Blackwood delaying an- 
nouncement of “Theophrastus” — Interest in Jewish coionisation of 
Palestine — Letter to Madame Bodiehon — Project of Physiological Stu- 
dentship entertained — Visits from a few friends — Letter to John Black- 
wood — Corrected sheets of “Theophrastus” — Letter to William Black- 
wood — Dissatisfaction with “Theophrastus” — Agrees to publication in 
May — Letter to F. Harrison — Letter to Madame Bodiehon — Help 
from Mr. H. Sidgwick and Professor Foster for Studentship — Bringing 
out volume of “Problems” — Letter to John Blackwood — “Theophras- 
tus ” — Isandlana — Mr. J ulian Sturgis — Letter to Professor Kaufmann 

— Hungarian translation of Mr. Lewes’s “History of Philosophy” — 
Alleviating circumstances in manner of Mr. Lewes’s death — War in South 
Africa — Letter to J. W. Cross asking counsel — Reading Dante together 

— Letter to John Blackwood — The Studentship — Seeing more friends 

— Goes to Witky — Letter to Mr. Jamp Sully with information about 
Mr. Lewes’s articles in periodicals — Asking him to read proofs of “Prob- 
lems” — Letter to Mrs. Burne-Jones — Attack of pain — Letter to F. 
Harrison, on the social factor in psychology — Letter to Charles Lewes on 
Mr. Frederic Harrison’s paper on the social factor in psychology — Cor- 
rection of errata by Rector of Lincoln — Coquelin in “Tabourin ” — Letter 
to WiDiam Blackwood — “Theophrastus’s” reception by public — Letter 
from Madame Bodiehon to Miss Bonham Carter with account of visit to 
Witley — Letters to J ohn Blackwood — Serious renal attack — The “ Ethics 
of George Eliot’s Works” by J. C. Brown — The Zulu War — Letter to 
Charles Lewes — Sir Henry Maine on Mr. Lewes’s study of psychology — 
Letter to Madame Bodiehon — Draug^ht of conditions for the Student- 
ship — Letter to John Blackwood — Improvement in health under Sir 
James Paget’s and Dr. Andrew Clark’s advice — Third edition of “Theo- 
phrastus” — Letter to Mrs. Burne-Jones inviting her to Witley — Letter 
to Miss Blanche Lewes — Letter to Mr. James Sully thanking him for help 
with the “Problems” — Letter to Mrs. Burne-Jones — Improvement in 
health — Letter to Mrs. Peter Taylor — Letter to William Blackwood — 
Good sales of “Theophrastus” — Letter to Madame Bodiehon inviting 
her to Witley — Letter to James Sully on his article in the “Quarterly Re- 
view” on Mr. Lewes — Letter to Mrs. Peter Taylor — Advertisement of 
the Physiological Studentship — Letter to Mr. James Sully of thanks — 
Letter to Mrs. Burne-Jones — Renewed interest in social news — Letter 
to Charles Lewes — Nomination of Dr. Roy to Studentship — Letter to 
M. D’ Albert — Mr. John Blackwood’s last ilhiess — Letter to Miss Eleanor 
Cross — Visit to Weybridge — Letter to Miss Sara Flennell — Appoint- 
ment of Dr. Roy to Studentship) — The last volume of “Problems” — 
Letter to E. Clodd, on receiving his book — Letter to Mrs. Peter Taylor — 
Living for human joy — Sees more of her friends — Letter to Mrs. Burne- 
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Jones — Visits pictnre-galieries — Two days* stajr at Weybridge — Mar- 
riage decided on with J, W. Cross — Letter to Miss Eleanor Cross on en- 
gagement — Letter to Frederic Harrison on Wordsworth — Letter to Lady 
Lytton on Lord Lytton’s^ experience in India — Visit to Weybridge — 
Letter to James Sully on his article in the “Academy” on the final volume 
of “Problems” — litters to Madame Bodichon and Mrs. Congreve an- 
nouncing marriage — Marriage — Letter to Miss Eleanor Cross from 
Paris — Amiens — The Champs Elysees — Loving memory of marriage 
ceremony — Letter to Charles Lewes from Grenoble — Marriage seems 
to restore her to her old self — Letter to Miss Florence Cross from Milan — 
Les Charmettes — Letters from her brother and from Mr. R. J. Cross, 
New York — Family reception — Feeling well and strong — Letter to 
Mr. Isaac P. Evans from Milan — Joy in renew^al of relations with brother 

— Letter to Mr, Charles Lewes — The Luini pictures — Letter to Madame 
Bodichon — Satisfaction in her and in Madame Belloc’s sympathy with 
marriage — Effect of marriage as ^ compared with solitude — Verona — 
Letter to Charles Lewes from Venice — Life in a gondola — Seeing pic- 
tures — Reading Ruskin and Alfieri’s autobiography — Letter to Mrs. 
Congreve — Recovery in marriage of loving sympathy — ^Mr. Cross’s ill- 
ness in Venice — -Change to Innyruck — Letter to Charles Lewes from 
Stuttgaii on way to Wildbad — Letter from Wildbad — Through Black 
Forest to Baden, and by Strasburg to England — Letter to Madame Bodi- 
chon from Witley — -Bad exchange of climate — Letter to Mrs. Peter 
Taylor — Expressions of affection — Letter to Mr. Charles Lewes • — Feel- 
ing climate languorous^^ — Letter to Mrs. Burne-Jones — Wombwell’s 
Menagerie — Letter to Madame Bodichon — Visit to the Druces at Seven- 
oaks, to the Otters at Ranby, and to the Halls at Six-Mile Bottom — Mr. 
and Mrs. H. Sidgwick — Letter to Charles Lewes — Renal attack — Visit 
to Brighton for ten days’ change — Return to Witley — Visit from Dr. 
Andrew Clark — Slow improvement in health — Sensibility to cHmatic in- 
fluence — Strength on the Continent — Reading Comte’s “Biscours Pre- 
liminaire” — Attitude to Comte — Reading the Bible — George Eliot’s 
reading aloud — “Samson Agonistes ” — “Faust” — ■Miscellaneous read- 
ing — Sayce’s “Introduction to the Science of Language ” — Persistency 
in application — Tenacity of memory — Knowledge of foreign languages 

— Geometry — Astronomy — Botany — Distrust of her knowledge — 
The effect of writing — (Catholicity of judgment — Difficulty of fixing re- 
ligious and political relations — Sympathy with the higher education of 
women — Hopes of a “meliorisf * — Personal bearing — Capability of 
laughter — The distinctively feminine qualities — Enjoying the November 
days — Letter to Mrs. Congreve — Recovery of strength — Letter to 
Madame Bodichon — The beautiful landscape — Mr. Hall on Leciaire — > 
Letter to M. D’ Albert' — Letter to Mrs. Burne-Jones longing to see her — 
Letter to Charles Lewes ^ — Anticipating few returns of birthday — ^ Letter 
to Mrs. Bray on the new life — Settled at Cheyne Walk — Saturday popular 
concert — Letter to Mrs. Congreve inviting her to pay a visit — Visits from 
Dr. and Mrs, Congreve and Madame Belloc — Removal of books from 
The Priory — Town Life — Reading — Performance of the “Agamem- 
non” — Saturday popular concert — Chill taken — First appearance of 
sore throat — Receives a few visitors — Letter to Mrs. Strachey on Sir 
James Colvile’s death — Broken off unfinished — Laryngeal sore throat — 
Pericardium affected — Sudden death — Burial in Ebghgate Cemetery. 
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68 . 

Aix to Vevey, journey from, iii. 233. 

Allbutt, Dr. Clifford, Leeds, iii. 46. 

Ailingham, William, letter to, on 
Midland dialect, iii. 247— on his 
poems, 255. 

Altruism, the need of, iii. 202. 

Amalfi, grand drive, ii. 161. 

America, interest in, i. 224 — the 
War in, anxiety regarding, ii. 258 
— delight in descriptions of, iii. 
129 — invited to visit, 131. 

Amsterdam, the Jewish synagogues 
at, ii. 340. 

Anders, Mr., apologises for the Lig- 
gins business, ii. 77, 

Antwerp, pictures at, i. 246. 

Apennines, across the, ii. 177. 

Ardennes, journey to the, iii. 200. 

“ Aristotle,” by G. H. Lewes, it 291. 

“ Arragart,” a dramatic poem, iii. 
90. 

Art, the function of, iii. 164 — pur- 
pose in, 165. 

Ashantee War, the, iii. 180. 


Atkinson, Mr., i. 198. 

Australia, proposed visit to, i. 227. 
Authors and booksellers, meeting of, 
L 205. 

Authorship, responsibility of, it 88. 
Autobiography, repugnance to, iit 
249 

Autumn, love for, i. 68 ; ii. 283, 
Aytoun, Professor, admiration of 
“Mr. Gilfil’s Love-Story,” t 334 
—on “Adam Bede,” ii. 80. 


Bale, a morning in, ii. 87. 

Ballot, dislike of the, lit 55— the 
first experiment of the, 184. 

Balzac, a saying of, iii. 44. 

Bancroft, American Minister, Ber- 
lin, on “ Middlemarch,” iit 179. 

Bank of England visited, iit 200. 

“ Beata,” by T. A. Trollope, ii. 255. 

Bedworth, country about, i. 5. 

Beesly, Professor Edmund Spenser, 
iit 69. 

Bellagio and the Spliigen Pass, ii. 
190. 

Benisch, Dr., editor of “ Jewish 
Chronicle,” iit 245. 

Berlin recollections: meets Varn- 

• hagen, i. 259 — impressions of the 
city, 259 — new acquaintances, 260 
— portrait of Kleist, 260 — Frllu- 
lein Solmar’s salon, 261 — General 
•Pfuhl, 261 — Baron Sternberg, 262 
— “ Lisez les Chroniques,” 262 — 
Professor Gruppe, 262, 271 — 

Waagen on Goethe, 264 — Edward 
Magnus, 264 — celebrities, 265 — 
Professor Stahr, 265, 270 — Schil- 
ler’s portrait, 271 — Rauch the 
sculptor, 266 — his atelier, 266 — 
Dessoir the actor, 267 — “ Nathan 
der Weise,” 269 — Johanna Wag- 
ner, 269 — Gluck’s “ Orpheus,” 270 
— Roger, and Arabella Goddard, 
272 — Vivier anecdotes, 272— 
works of art, 273 — evenings in, 
274— tabJe d’Mte, reading be- 
tween the courses, 274 — work at, 
and books read, 276 — -translating 
Spinoza’s Ethics, 276 — remarks 
on books read, 277 — return to 
England, 279— visit to the Ohar- 
itS, iii. 82 — society and music at, 
82-83 — increase of luxury in, 83 
— popularity of “ Middlemarch ” 
in, 179. 

Berthelot, Renan’s letter to, ii. 289. 

Bethnal (4reen, pictures at, iii. 145. 

Biarritz, its natural beauties, iii. 2 
' — the Chambre de 1’ Amour, 2 — ? 
journey to Barcelona from, 4. 
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Bible and the Liturgy of the English 
Church, ii. 240. 

Bible reading, iii. S37. 

Biekley, country house at, iii. 174. 

Bishop Steignton, visit to, i. 189. 

Blackie, Professor, Edinburgh, letter 
of sympathy from, ii. 119. 

Blackwood, John, his favourable 
opinion of “ Amos Barton,’’ i. 310 
— accepts it for “ Maga,” 313 — re- 
ceives kind letter from author, 
314 — cautions regarding hud- 
dling up stories,” 326 — ^not enthu- 
siastic about “ Janet’s Repent- 
ance,” 336 — calls on Lewes, and 
George Eliot reveals herself, ii. 10 
— letter to, from George Eliot, on 
artistic combination, 29 — offers 
£800 for copyright of “ Adam 
Bede ” for four years, 47— letter 
to, regarding Liggins, 70 — his 
liberal treatment of George Eliot, 
104 — proposals for “ Mill on the 
Floss,” 116 — concedes copyright 
of “Adam Bede,” 117 — suggests 
title of “ Mill on the Floss,” 118 
— letter from author on finishing 
” Mill on the Floss,” 120— letter 
to, from George Eliot at Berne, 
191 — do. from Florence, 231 — 
offers £5000 for “ Felix Holt,” 331 
— letters to, about “ Spanish 
Gypsy,” iii. 17, 27 — about Scott 
Commemoration, 105 — “ Middle- 
march,” 114 — his favourable im- 
pressions of “ Middlemarch,” 119 
— letter to, from Homburg, 138 
— New Year’s greetings from 
George Eliot, 158 — letter -on 
“ Middlemarch,” 173 — on another 
hook simmering in her head, 179 
— on corrected edition of “ Span- 
ish Gypsy,” 184 — letter to, with 
volume of poems, 186 — on printing 
of “ Deronda,” 216, 218, 224 — on 
rereading “ Romola,” 246 — offers 
for second ten years’ copyright, 
259 — letter to, declining invita- 
tion to Strath ty rum, 266 — on her 
continued ill health, 272 — his 
death, 310. 

Blackwood, Major, his opinion of 
“Amos Barton,” i. 313 — hopeful 
about the “ Scenes,” 350 — calls on 
Lewes, and suspects identity of 
George Eliot, Sol — letter regard- 
ing the Liggins affair, ii, 80 — 
letter from author on “ Mill on 
the Floss,” 176. 

Blackwood. William, his favourable 
news of “ Clerical Life,” ii. 122— 
letter to, on Mr, Lewes’s illness, 
iii. 268 — on “Theophrastus Such,” 
285. 295, 304. 

“Blackwood’s Magazine,” on “Adam 
Bede,” ii. 70. 

Blanc, Louis, anecdote of, i. 199. 

Bodichon, Madame, discovers author 
of “Adam Bede,” ii. 76 — letters 
to: on artistic combinations, 93 
— on Mrs. Gaskell’s letter, 109^ — 
the rewards of the artist, 110— 


on settling in London, 209— on 
religious foi.*ms and ceremonies, 
217- — on the necessity of sym- 
|)athy, 289— on her Spanish tour, 
Hi. 4— on cheerfulness, 195— on 
“ Deronda,” 225 — on woman’s 
work, 237 — on her illness, 254 — 
on improvement in health, 284— 
letter regai’ding “ Lewes Student- 
ship,” 299^ — letter announcing her 
marriage, 317 — on sympathy with 
marriage, 324. 

Bohn, Madame, visit from, ii. 315. 

Bologna, its pictures and churches, 

ii. 178 — the leaning towers of, 
179. 

Bonham-Carter, Miss, letter to, from 
Madame Bodichon, iii. 206. 

Bonheur, Rosa, her pictures, i. 341. 

Books, George Eliot’s, belong to suc- 
cessive mental phases, ii. 224. 

Books x'ead, with remarks on, i. 276, 
330, 350, 352 ; ii. 54, 243. 244, 
248, 320 ; iii. 26, 45, 73-74, 76- 
77,348. 

Booksellers and authors, meeting of, 
L 205. 

Bookstalls, literary taste at, iii. 56. 

Brabant, Miss, i. 87. 

Braeebridge, Mr., and Liggins, ii. 

I 99. . . ■ ■ 

Bray, Charles, his work, “ The Phi- 
losophy of Necessity,” i. 69 — in- 
fluence of his opinions, 72 — words 
of affection in time of depression, 
138 — letter to, on rumours of 
authorship, ii. 12. 

Bray, Mrs., letters to : on favourite 
books, i. 88 — reading and music, 
89 — poetry of Christianity, 95 — 
chameleon-like nature, 161 — or- 
thodox friends, 165 — anxiety for 
letters, 167 — need of encourage- 
ment, 168 — life in Geneva, 170 — 
Christmas wishes, 177 — severe 
winter, 179 — yearning for friends 
at home, 179 — a singular adver- 
tisement, 200 — “ Westminster ’* 

reviewers, 204 — love for music, 
207 — feels well and “ plucky,” 
212 — ^in Edinburgh again, 216 — 
pleasant travelling, 218 — work in 
the Strand, 220 — domestic griev- 
ances, 234 — view of union with 
Mr. Lewes, 242 — on careless cook- 
ing, 824 — on the charms of Rich- 
mond Park, 334 — unbelief in 
others* love, 345 — authorship ac- 
knowledged to, ii- 82 — recollec- 
tions of journey of 1849, 202 — 
asking for music, 256 — on her 
“ Physiology for Schools,” 287 — 
— on writing poetry instead of 
novels, Hi. 37, 38 — on happiness 
in recovery, 346. 

Bremer, Frederica, i. 192. 

Brewing interest in Parliament, the, 

iii. 214. 

Brewster, Sir David, i. 194. 

Bridges, Dr., Leeds, iii. 47. 

Bright, Mr., on Ireland, iii. 60. 

,Brittany, trip to, ii. 316. 
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Broadstairs, delight with, i. 210. 

Brodie, Sir Benjamin, iii. 86. 

Bronte, Charlotte, life of, i. 325. 

Brooks, Shirley, delighted with 
“ Adam Bede,”' ii. 69. 

Brother and Sister ” sonnets, iii. 
75. , 

“Brother Jacob” written, ii. 209. 

Brougham, Lord, a delicious non 
Hcquitur by, i. 219. 

Brown, J. C., “ Ethics of George 
Eliot’s Works ” by, iii. 297. 

Brown, Dr. John, sends “ Rah and 
his Bh-iends ” to author of “ Adam 
Bede,” ii. 59 — kindly letter in 
reply, 59. 

Brown, Dr., Chemist, Edinburgh, i. 
199. 

Browning, first visit from, ii. 267— 
“ Elisha,” by, iii. 61. 

Browning, Mrs., her “ Casa Guidi 
Windows,” ii. 259. 

Buchanan, Robert, his “ David 
Gray,” ii. 294. 

Buckle’s “ History of Civilisation,” 

i. 349, 353 — personal dislike to, 

ii. 47 — his ideal not George 
Eliot’s, 234. 

Biilstrode, new view of, iii. 150. 

Banyan, reading again with pleas- 
ure, ii. 107. 

Burne-Jones, Edward, letter to, on 
the function of art, iii. 164. 

Burne-Jones, Mrs., iii. 30 — letter 
to, on the serious view of life, 
196 — on her illness, 210 — on 
Christmas plans, 261 — on her 
sense of depression, 269. 

Burton, Sir Frederick, Director of 
the National Gallery, ii, 255 — 
wishes to take her portrait, 293 
— his picture of a knight in ar- 
mour, 297. 

Call, Mr., author of “ Reverbera- 
tions and other Poems,” i. 343. 

Camaldoli, expedition to, ii. 235. 

Cambridge, a visit to, iii. 168 — a 
group of Trinity men, 169. 1 

Cambridgeshire, visit to, iii. 334. 

Caricature, a bastard kind of satire, , 

>^:lii.:::257. ^ 

Caritas, the highest love, ii. 270. 

Carlyle on the Glasgow artisan, i, 
56 — eiilogium on Emerson, 143 — 

“ Life of Sterling ” by, 193 — ^an- 
ecdotes of, 194, 105, 369— letter 
by, to G. II. Lewes, on “ Fred- 
eric,” 351 — George Eliot anxious 
he should read her novels, ii. 61. 

Carlyle, Mrs., pleasant letter from, 
ii.' 7 — her conception of George 
Eliot, 8— “ Carlyle’s Memoirs,” 
221 

Carmichael, Miss Charlotte (Mrs. 
Stopes), letter to, iii. 262. 

Cash, Mrs. John, Coventry, recol- 
lections of Miss Evans’s change of 
religious belief, i. 358. 

Cavour, Count, ii. 131, 150. 

Celts and Hebrews, analogy be- 
tween, iii. 262, 


Change of religious belief, narra* 
tive of, i. 358. 

Chapman, Mrs,, on Harriet Mar- 
tineau, iii. 249. 

Chart of Ecclesiastical History, i, 
49. 

Cheap books, opinion of, iii. 176. 

Cheap edition of “ Adam Bede ” sug- 
gested by working-man, ii. 65. 

Cheap editions of novels, arrange- 
ments for, iii- 11. 

Chiem See, journey by, ii. 33. 

Childhood’s real feelings, i. 93. 

Child's idea of God, a, i. 115. 

Chills, spiritual and physical, iii. 
134., ■ ' ' / . : 'V' ■ 

Chioggia, journey to, ii. 186. 

“Christianity and Infidelity,” Baillie 
Prize Essay, i. 319. 

“ Christian Observer,” poem in, i. 

: 43- ■ . 

Chronological order in writing, ii. 

■ 224. 

Church-going resumed, i. 84, 

Clark, Dr. Andrew, iii. 181, 349. 

Clark, W, G., late public orator at 
Cambridge, ii. 255 — visit to, at 
Cambridge, iii, 25 — resigns his 
oratorship, 79. 

Clark, Sir James, pleasant evening 
with, i. 228 — meeting with, 232. 

Clarke, Edward (brother-in-law), i. 

22 . 

“ Clerical Tutor,” discouraged to 
proceed with story of, i. 344. 

Clodd, E., author of “ Jesus of Naz- 
areth,” letter to, iii. 312. 

Club criticism of “ Amos Barton,” i. 
315. 

Coaching days, 1. 7. 

Cobbe, Miss, her introduction to 
Theodore Parker, ii. 271. 

Cobden, disappointed with, i. 200. 

Cologne, journey to, i. 275. 

Coiossians, Epistle to the, i. 52. 

Combe, George, friendship with, i. 
190 — on the “ Westminster,” 208 
— visit to, in Edinburgh, 210. 

Comprehensive Church, one, iii. 
198-199. 

Comte, critics of, ii. 238-^admira- 
tion of, 238 — “ Discours Pr^limi- 
naire ” of, 284 — delight in his 
“ Politique,” iii. 2 — reading his 
works, 336. 

Conformity, letter to J. W. Cross 
on, iii. 177. 

Congi'eve, Mrs., letters to, ii. 81, 83, 
149 — visits George Eliot in Lon- 
don, 148 — letter to, on Thornton 
Lewes’s illness, iii. 68 — leaves for 
India, 149 — returns to Europe, 
165 — letter to, after marriage 
with Mr. Cross, 327— invited to 
Cheyne Walk, 847. 

Congreve, Richard, ii. 61, 66, 72 — 
friendship of Mr. and Mrs., 75, 79 
— Christmas Day with, li6 — his 
lectures on Positivism, iii. 12 — 
his article, “ Huxley on Comte,” 
63. 

Conolly, Dr., i. 240. 
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Conscieiice in work, iii. 28. 

Conservative feeling, ii. 152 — reac- 
tion on the, iii. 164. 

Contemporary fiction, lii. 208. 

Continent, start for, visiting Fon- 
tainebleau, Plombieres, &c., iii. 
171; three months’ trip to the. 

Continental tour, six weekvS’ jour- 
ney to Baden, &c., iii. 39 — St, 
Milrgen, 39 — peasant proprietors 
in the Black Forest, 42. 

Continental trip With the Brays, i. 
153. 

CoQuelin’s acting, iii. 294. 

Correggio’s Madonnas, ii. 43. 

Correspondence, views on, 1. 136. 

Country house, visions of a, ii. 62 — 
enjoyment of, 290 — quiet, the 
benefits of, iii. 123 — -delight in 
the, 176. 

Critical attitude, the, iii. 83. 

Critics, indifference to opinions of, 
iii. 253. 

Gross, J. W., first meeting at Rome 
with George Eliot, iii. 64 — meet 
again at Weyhridge, 76 — letter to, 
on buying a house, 149 — on Con- 
formity, 177 — on depression, 213 
— on effect of her w'ritings, 232 — 
on Tennyson, 258 — letters to, after 
Lewes’s death, 281, 282— his en- 
gagement, 314 — his marriage, 318 
— illness in Venice, 328. 

Cross, Miss Eleanor, letters to, iii. 
310 — on her engagement to Mr. 
Cross, 314 — on her marriage tour, 
318. 

Cross, Miss Elizabeth D., An Old 
Story and other Poems,” iii. 16. 

Cross, Miss Florence, letter to, from 
Milan, on the enjoyment of travel, 
iii, 320. 

Cross, Miss Mary, her “ Marie of 
Ville-Franche,” iii. 108 — letter to, 
on gift of a vase, 188. 

Cross, Mrs., letters to, accepting in- 
vitation to Six-Mile Bottom, iii. 

135— -letter to, from Hombiirg, 

136 — on return home, 139 — on 
journey abroad, and country 
house at Bickley, 174 — on the 
pleasures of the country, 176 — on 
Christmas invitation, ISl — on si- 
lence of the country, 100. 

Crown Prince and Princess of 
Prussia, dinner with, iii. 265 — 
their simple manner, 266 — ^guests 
at table, 266. 

Cruikshank, George, i, 207, 

Gumming, article on, in the ** West- 
minster,” i. 285. 

D’Alhert, M. and Mme., i. 167 — 
residence with, at Geneva, 168 — 
their household, 170 — paints her 
portrait, 182 — visits England, 
185 — letters to, on her novels, il. 
103 — on sympathy with Christian- 
ity, 113— on translating “ Adam 
Bede,” 121— conservative feeling, 
152 — on her anxious disposition, 


197 — on the “ Mill on the Floss,” 
215, 219 — on her B’rench admir- 
ers, 253—” La Famine TuIIiver,” 
261— on ” Les Miserables,” 264— 
on ” Silas Marner,” 267— Gou- 
nod’s “ Faust,” 278— on ti’anslat- 
ing “ Romola,” 322 — longing to 
see “ Maman,” iii. 39 — horrors 
of war, 99 — English letter-writ- 
ing, 112 — on editing Lewes’s 
works, 309 — on death of Madame, 
344. 

Dallas, Mr. E. S., an admirer of 
“ Adam Bede,” ii. 63. 

Daniel, the prophecies of, i. 124. 

“ Daniel Deronda,” writing, iii. 205 
— fear for MS. being burnt, 216 
—anticipations of, 220— public 
interest in, 226, 243 — finished, 
233— Jewish element in, 240. 

Danube, voyage down the, ii. 37. 

Darwin’s “Origin of Species,” ii. 
107, 110. 

“David Faux, Confectioner” 
(“Brother Jacob”), written, ii. 
209. 

Dawson, Mr. George, lecturer, i. 
131 ; ii. 248 ; iii. 1S8. 

Dean Ramsay, letter from, with his 
” Reminiscences of Scottish Life,” 

ii. 344. 

Death, imagining the nearness of, 

iii. 194. 

“ Debasing the Moral Currency,” 
iii. 297. 

Delight in the country, iii. 176 — in 
old friends, 274. 

Depression from damp, iii. 213. 

Derbyshire, memories of, iii. 52. 

Deutsch, his article on the Talmud, 
iii. 19. 

” Deutscher Novellenschatz,”. iii. 
103. 

” Development of Industries,” ef- 
fect or, ii. 301. 

Development of religion, iii. 67. 

Dialect In ” Adam Bede,” ii. 52 ; 
iii. 247. 

Dickens, Charles, meeting with, i. 
206 — letter from, ii. 3 — recognises 
woman’s hand in “ Clerical Life,” 
3 — dines af Wandsworth, 105 — 
asks for a story for “ All the 
Year Round,” 106 — his death, 
iii, 87 — his ” Life,” by Forster, 
116. 

Dinah Morris, the character of, ii. 
48. 

Dinner at Greenwich wnth Mr. John 
Blackwood, Colonel Stewart, Col- 
onel Hamley, and Mr. Skene, ii, 
235. 

D’Israeli’s ' “ Tancred.” i. 120 — his 
theory of races, 126 — funeral ora- 
tion on the Duke of Wellington, 
220 . 

“ Divina Commedia,” reading the, 
with Mr. Cross, iii. 290. 

Dorking, fourth visit to, ii. 273. 

Doyle, Mr., iii. 79. 

Drama, trying a, ii. 301. ■ 

Dresden : end of vol. ii. of “ Adam 
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Bede ” written at, ii. 41 — the 
“ Sistine Madonna,” 42 — Hoi- 
hein’s Madonna, 42~the Correg’- 
gios, 48 — ■Murillo’s “ St. Rodri- 
guez,” 43^ — Dutch and E^lemish 
pictures, 48— Veronese, 44 — the 
theatres and concerts, 44. 

Bruce, Mr., visit to, at Sevenoaks, 
iii. 832. 

Dulwich Picture Gallery, ii. 78. 

Dumas (the elder) on “Adam 
Bede,” ii. 253. 

Diii-er, Albert, his paintings, ii. 24. 

Dutch translation of George Eliot’s 
novels, iii. 158. 

Dutch and Flemish pictures in Dres- 
den, ii. 48. 

Dwelling on faults, abstention from, 
iii. 95. 

Dying in harness, on, iii. 161. 

Dyspeptic troubles and their cure, 
ii. 309. 


Early death, thoughts on, ii. 311. 
Edinburgh criticisms more favour- 
able than London, ii. 63. 
Edinburgh, enjoyment of, i. 216 — 
visit to Craigcrook, 217. 

Editor’s life, i. 224, 227. 

Education of women, iii. 28 — the 
higher, 168. 

Effect of talking of her own books, 

ii. 84. 

Effect of writing, the,- iii. 340. 
Egotism, cure for, i. 130. 

“ Elijah,” delight in hearing the, i. 
115, 120. 

Ellis, Mr. and Mrs., i. 194. 

Emerson, first meeting with, i. 141 
— Carlyle’s eulogium on, 143 — his 
“ Man the Reformer/’ ii. 206. 
Englefield Green, delightful week 
at, ii. 260. 

English letter-writing, iii. 112. 
English and French working- 
classes, difference between, i. 133 ; 
domestic life versus German, 
279 — attitude towards Orientals, 

iii. 240 — ignorance of the Jews, 

“ Englishwoman’s Journal ” on the 
Infant Seamstresses, ii. 96. 

“ Ethics of George Eliot’s Works,” 
by J. C. Brown, iii. 297. 

Evans, Christiana (sister), married 
to Mr. Edward Clarke, surgeon, 

i. 22 — relations between the sis- 
ters, 23 — her husband’s death, ! 
222 — plans for her family, 222 — 
letter to her brother Isaac regard- 
ing, 326 — visit from her sister, 

ii. 9G. 

Evans, Isaac (brother), recollections 
of his sister, i. 11 — her suscepti- 
bility to terror, 12 — their happy 
childhood, 13 — trip to London, 
29 — his marriage, 63 — letter in 
April. 1857, 326 — renewed cor- 
respondence with his sister on 
her marriage with Mr. Cross, iii, 
321 — notice of his family, 322. 


Evans, Robert (father), his career, 

i. 2 — removed to Griff, 2— influ- 
ence of his ideas on his daughter, 
4 — ^his position, 8 — his wife, 
partly represented in Mrs. Poy- 
ser, 10 — her death, 22 — ^removal 
to Foleshill Road, Coventry, 63— 

1 strong disapproval of his daugh- 
ter’s religious views, 77— she 
I visits her brother at Griff, 82— 
regrets her impetuosity, and re- 
i . turns to Foleshill, 83 — his illness, 
103- — visits Dover with his 
daughter, 110— trip to Isle of 
Wight, 122 — illness increases, and 
visits St. Leonards, 138 — returns 
to Coventry, 141 — his death, 151. 

Evans, Mrs. Samuel (aunt), sug- 
gests the Dinah Morns of “ Adam 
Bede,” i. 34. 

Evans, J. C,, offers £1000 for a 
story for American periodical, ii. 

Evidence, the value of, iii. 122. 

Evil speaking, contrition for, i. 144. 

“ Fables,” by Lord Lytton, iii. 185. 

Fairness and pity, where necessary, 
iii. 257. 

Fame in dreams, ii. 88. 

FamBy reunion, iii. 298-299 — joys, 

Faraday, letter from, acknowledging 
presentation copy of “ Clerical 

Farming, an epoch in, iii. 304. 

Paucit, Helen, admiration of, i. 228. 

Faults, abstention from dwelling on, 

iii. 93. 

“ Faust,” reading in the original, 
iii. 337. 

Faw’cett, Henry, articles on Strikes 
by, ii, 204. 

“ Fawn of Sertorius,” i. 111. 

Fecbter in “ Hamlet,” ii. 240 — his 
“Othello,” 246. 

Feeling old for her years, ii. 202. 

“ Felix Holt,” writing commenced, 

ii. 311— reading for, 313— Black- 
wood offers £5000 for, 331 — pains 
taken with, 332 — finished in ex- 
citement, 335 — final instalment 
received from Blackwood, iii. 14 
— payment for copyright, 14 — 
address to working-men by, iii. 
18. 

Ferrier, Mr., translates Kaufmann’s 
article on “ Deronda,” iii. 255. 

Feuerbach, translation of, pub- 
lished ; first and only time her 
real name appeared in print, i. 
240. 

i Fiction, contemporary, iii- 208. 

Fiction reading condemned, i. 37. 

Fiction writing, first mention of, i. 
305 — how I came to write, 306- 

Flemish and Dutch pictures in 
Dresden, ii^, 43. 

Florence : view from Fiesole and 
Bellosguardo, ii. 164 — the Duomo 
; and Campanile, 165 — the palaces 



360 


INDEX 


and libraries, 166—tbe Loggia de’ 
Lanzi, 166-— Santa Maria No- 
vella, 167, 169 — Santa Croce and 
the Carmine, 167- — the frescos, 
168— Santa Maria Novella, 169— 
the Uffizi Gallery, 170— and pic- 
tures, 171— Pitti pictures, 171 — - 
paintings at the Accademia, 172 
—Galileo’s tower, 173 — Michael 
Angelo’s house, 174. 

Flower, Mr., i. 196. 

Fontainebleau, visit to, iii. 172. 

Forster, W. E., his article on 
Slavery, i. 224. 

Forster, John, “ Life of Dickens,” 
iii. 116. 

“ Fortnightly Review,” Lewes ac- 
cepts editorship of, ii. 308. 

Poster, Professor Michael, his 
draught of conditions for Lewes 
Studentship, iii. 299, 302. 

France, the Empire in, iii. 192. 

Franco-German war, iii. 91, 99. 

Franklin, Miss Rebecca, her school 
at Coventry, i. IS — her death, iii. 
171. 

Freethinkers, little sympathy with, 
as a class, ii. 266. 

French and English working- 

classes, difference between, i. 133. 

French revolution of 1848, x. 131. 

Froude, J. A., writes for the “ West- 
minster Review,” i. 231 — his 
opinion of “ Clerical Life,” ii. 3 
— letter from George Eliot to, 68. 

Fronde’s “ Shadows of the Clouds,” 
i. 149. 

Fuller, Margaret, her Journal, i. 

202 . 

Furnishing, on troubles of, ii. 286. 

” Futile Lying,” letter on, ii. 311. 


Gambler, a girl, iii. 138. 

Garihaldi at the Crystal Palace, ii. 

Gaskell, Mrs., ‘‘ Ruth ” by, i. 225— 
suspected to have wudtten Adam 
Bede,” ii, SI — letter from, 105 — 
expresses admiration of ” Scenes” 
and “ Adam Bede,” 110. 

Geneva, life at Campagne Plongeon, 
i. 1.53 — Genevese preachers, 156 
— FHe of navigation, 160 — effect 
of change of life, 163 — plans for 
lessons, 163 — Baronne de Lud- 
wigsdorff, 163 — home remem- 
brances, 17.3 — beauty of scenery, 
174— delight in town life, 174 — 
the Juras. 181 — last days in, 183. 

Genoa, the cathedral at, ii. 131. 

George Eliot.— 1819-37 : Birth at 
Arbury farm, i. 1 — ^removal to 
Griff, 2 — anecdotes of father, 9 
— character of mother, 10 — at 
Dame’s school, 10 — at Miss La- 
thom’s school at Attleboro, 12 — 
happy childhood, 13 — ^first books 
read, 14 — first journey to Staf- 
fordshire, 15 — Miss Wallington’s 
school at Nuneaton, 15 — com- I 
pletes “ Waverley,” 16 — favourite I 


books, 17 — charade acting, 17 — 
Miss Franklin’s school at Cov- 
entry, 18 — particulars of the 
Miss Franklins, 18-20— riot at 
Nuneaton, 21 — first letter to Miss 
Lewis, 22— mother’s illness and 
death, 22 — housekeeper at Griff, 
24 — life and studies there, 25. 

1838-41 : First visit to Lon- 
don, i. 29 — religious asceticism, 
30 — nineteenth birthday, 33 — re- 
ligious objections to music, 33 — 
religious reflections, 34 — beset- 
ting sin, ambition, 36 — objections 
to fiction reading, 37^ — first 
poem, 43 — books read and stud- 
ies pursued, 46 — German lessons 
begun, 46 — chart of ecclesiastical 
history, 47 — Italian studies, 50 
— dislike to housekeeping work, 
52 — reads Isaac Taylor, 53 — 
visits Birmingham to hear “ Mes- 
siah,” 55 — translates German 
poem, 55 — her reading, 58 — re- 
moval to Foleshill Road, Coven- 
try, 63. 

1841-46 : Coventry life, i. 64— 
mental depression, 66 — friend- 
ship with Mr. and Mrs. Bi’ay. 69 
— reads Charles Hennell’s In- 
quiry,” 70 — effect of this book, 
70 — gives up going to church, 77 
— family difficulties, 81 — regrets 
her impetuosity, 83 — resumes 
going to church, 84 — intimacy 
with Miss Sara Ilennell and Mr. 
and Mrs. Bray, 84 — attitude 
towards immortality, 86 — excur- 
sion to Stratford and Malvern, 87 
— meets Robert Owen, 88 — stud- 
ies German and music, 88-89 — 
opinion in regard to conformity, 
92 — translation of Strauss’s 
” Leben Jesu,” 94 — despair about 
publication of Stx'auss, 97 — trip 
to the Highlands, 100. 

1846-49 : Strauss translation 
published, i. 110 — classical books 
wanted, 111 — suspected of novel 
writing, 111 — reading Foster’s 
life, 112 — thoughts on Jesus at 
Emmaus, 113 — a child’s idea of 
God, 115 — visits London, and 
hears “ Elijah,” 115 — re-reading 
HennelFs “ Inquiry,” 121 — visit 
to Isle of Wight with father, 122 
—admiration of Richardson, 123 
— delight in George Sand’s “ Let- 
tres d’un Voyageur,” 124 — dislike 
to Jews, 127 — supremacy of He- 
brew poetry, 127^ — admiration of 
Roberts and Creswick, 129 — • 
opinion of Mr. Dawson, the lec- 
turer, 131 — sympathy with revo- 
lution, 133 — France and England 
constrasted, 133 — sympathy with 
non-conformity, 135— visit to St. 
Leonards, 138 — father’s illness, 
138 — mental depression, 138 — 
how to be overcome, 139 — ad- 
miration of Louis Blanc, 140 — 
recovery from depression, 141 — 
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opinion of ** Jane Eyre,” 141— 
meets Emerson, 142 — again suf- 
fering from clei)ression, 144 — 
contrition for evil-speaking, 144 
—reading Macaulaj^^s “ History,” 
145 — -bodily siillering, 145 — on 
the influence of Sand’s and Rous- 
seau’s writings, 147— writes re- 
view of the “ Nemesis of Faith,” 
148 — translates Spinoiza’s “Trac- 
tatus Theologico-Politicus,” 150 — - 
father’s death, 151. 

1849- 50: Goes abroad with 
Mr. and Mrs. Bray, i. 153 — Ge- 
neva, life at Campagne Plon- 
geon, 153— prophetic anticipa- 
tion of position seven years later, 
161— effect of change of life, 163 
— plans for lessons, 163 — finds 
apartments in Geneva, 167 — en- 
joyment of society, 168 — need of 
encouragement, 168 — life in Ge- 
neva, 172— yearning for friends 
at home, 173 — remarks on trans- 
lations of Spinoza, 175 — desire 
for a woman’s duty, 177 — por- 
trait by M. D’Albert, 182— re- 
marks on education of children, 
182 — -leaving Geneva, 183. 

1850- 54 : Returns to England, 
i. 185 — reviews Mackay’s “ Prog- 
ress of the Intellect ” in “ West- 
minster,” 187 — assistant editor 
of “ Westminster Review,” 191 
— introduced to Mr. Lewes, 193 
— intimacy begins, 196— help in 
despondency, 202 — growing inti- 
macy with Mr, Herbert Spencer, , 
205 — dislike of scrap-work, 208 
— visit to Edinburgh, 216 — an 
editor’s life, 220 — ill with rheu- 
matism, 228 — interest in Amer- 
ica, 224 — growing intimacy with 
Mr. Lewes, 228, 237 — contem- 
plates publishing “ The Idea of a 
Future Life,” 235 — union with 
Mr. Lewes, 241 — letter to Mrs. 
Bray, 242. 

1854- 55 : Visits Antwerp with 
Mr. Lewes, i, 246 — extracts from 
journal, 247 et $eq. — Weimar, 
247-258 — Berlin recollections, 
258-269 — work at Weimar and 
Berlin, 276 — remarks on books 
read, 276 — return to England, 
279. 

1855- 57 : Articles written, i. 
285 — effect of article on Gum- 
ming. 286 — reading on physiol- 
ogy, 287 — miscellaneous writing, 
288 — Spinoza’s “ Ethics,” trans- 
lation finished, 280 — ^wishes not 
to be known as translator, 291 
— articles on Young and Riehl, 
293 — tendency to scientific accur- 
acy, 800 — naturalistic experi- 
ences, 298 — first mention of fic- 
tion writing. 305—“ How I came 
to write fiction,”' 306 — corre- 
spondence about “ Amos Barton,^* 
308— “Mr. Gilfil’s Love-Story” 
begun, 313 — Blackwood’s high ad- 


miration of the story, 313— name 
of “George Eliot” assumed, 317 
— artistic bent, 318— Caterina 
and the dagger-scene, 321 — ^trip 
to the Scilly Isles, 321 — social 
life at St. Mary’s, 323 — ^on con- 
clusions of stories, 327 — Jersey 
recollections, 327-330— Mr. Lig- 
gins, 331 — opinions of “ Mr. Gll- 
fil’s Love-Story,” 331-332— hap- 
piness in her life, 336— Black- 
wood’s opinion of “ Janet’s Re- 
pentance,” 337 — haunted by new 
story, 342 — “ Adam Bede ’’ begun, 
345 — receives £120 for first edi- 
tion of “Clerical Life,” 345— unbe- 
lief in others’ love, 345 — sympathy 
with individuals, 348 — objection 
to theism, 348 — evening studies, 
350 — Major Blackwood suspects 
identity of George Eliot, 351 — re- 
view of year 1857, 354. 

1858 : The “ Times ” reviews 
“ Scenes of Clerical Life,” ii. 1 — 
letter from Charles Dickens, rec- 
ognising woman’s hand, 3— from 
Proude, 8-4 — from Mrs. Carlyle, 
7 — reveals herself to John Black- 
wood, 10 — visit to Germany, 13- 
46 — progress with “ Adam Bede,” 
30 — latter half written, 41— de- 
scription of life at Dresden, 44 — 
history of “ Adam Bede,” 47-51— 
retrospect of year, 55. 

1850-60 : Reading up for “ Mill 
on the Floss,” ii. 48 — letter to 
John Blackwood on “ Adam 
Bede,” 58 — wishes Carlyle to read 
her novels, 62 — awakening to 
fame, 67 — Mr. Liggins said to be 
author of “ Adam Bede,” 70 — fin- 
ished the “Lifted Veil,” 74— 
reveals herself to Brays as author 
of “Adam Bede,” 82 — trip to 
Switzerland, 86 — fourth edition 
(5000) of “Adam Bede” sold in 
a fortnight, 87 — receives £800 be- 
yond bargain for success, 104 — 
16,000 sold in one year, 108 — Sir 
Edward Bulwer Lytton, 122 — ■ 
“ Mill on the Floss ” finished, 123 
—start for Italy, 123. 

1860 : First journey to Italy, ii. 
127 — Rome, first sight of, 1.33 — 
description of Naples, 153 — visit 
to Pompeii, 157 — Florence, 163 — 
First mention of Italian novel, 
176^ — Venice. 182 — ^home by Berne 
and Geneva, 191 — enriched with 
new ideas, 191. 

1860-61 : “ Mill on the Floss ” 
success, n. 194 — sitting to Law- 
rence for portrait, 204 — independ- 
ence secured, 214 — the Queen’s 
admiration of “ Mill on the 
Floss,” 214 — success of “ Silas 
Maruer,” 229 — second journey to 
Italy, 230— hopeful about future 
work, 233 — ^began “ Romola,” 244 
—studying for, 249. 

1862-65; Begins “Romola” 
again, ii. 253 — offered £10,000 
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for Roraola for the “ Corn- 
hill,” but idea given up, 259 — 
£7000 accepted under new terms, 
262 — the effect of writing “ Rom- 
ola,” 273 — continued ill health, 
274--276 — mention of letter from 
Frederick Maurice, 279 — third 
visit to Italy, 298 — trying a 
drama, 301 — retrospect of year 
1864, 305—“ A Word for the Ger- 
mans ” written, 309 — “ Felix 
Holt,” begun, 311 — readings, 313 
— expedition to Brittany, 316 — 
retrospect of 1865, 328. 

1866 : Mr. Harrison’s legal help 
in “ B^elix Holt,” ii. 327, 329, 332 
—offered £5000 for “ Felix Holt ” 
by Black’wood, 331 — visit to Hol- 
land and Germany, 335 — “ The 
Spanish Gypsy ” taken up again, 
341 — reading for, 345 — start for 
Spain, 347. 

1867 : .Tourney to Spain, iii. 1 
— learning Spanish, 3 — letters 
from Spain, 4-9 — return to The 
Priory, 10 — two months’ visit to 
North Germany, 15 — acquaint- 
ance with Mrs. Cross and family, 
16 — “ Address to the Working 
Men,” 20. 

1868 : Month’s visit to Tor- 
quay, iii. 26 — “ Spanish Gypsy ” 
finished, 30 — Notes on “ Spanish 
Gypsy,” 31 — on the writing of po- 
etry instead of novels, 38 — six 
weeks’ journey to Baden, 39 — 
meditating subject of Timoleon, 
54 — retrospect of the year, 55 — 
cheap edition of novels, 55. 

1869-72 : Poem on “ Agatha,” 
iii. 60 — writing “ How Lisa Loved 
the King,” 61 — fourth visit to 
Italy. 62— religion of the future, 
67 — “ Sonnets on Childhood ” fin- 
ished, 70 — the phenomena of spir- 
itualism, 73 — the Byron scandal, 

77 — Legend of .Tubal ” begun, 

78 — letter on the Positivist prob- 
lem, SO — visit to Germany, 82 — 
three days’ visit to Oxford, 85-86 
— growing dislike of migratory 
life, 88 — “ Armgart ” begun, 90 — 
industrial schemes, 95 — visit to 
Petersfield. 101 — visit from Ten- 
nyson, 106-— delight in intellec- 
tual activity. 109 — reception of 
“ Middlemarch,” 113-114 — Fors- 
ter’s “ Life of Dickens,” 116— 
“ Middlemarch ” finished, 135 — 
a month’s visit to Homburg, 136 
— a girl gambler, 138 — memorial 
article on author of “ Thorn- 
dale,” 141 — “ Maga ” on “ Mid- 
dlemarch,” 147, 

1873-75: Reception of “Mid- 
dlemarch,” iii. 156 — Dutch trans- 
lation of novels, 159 — German re- 
prints, 160 — visit to Cambridge, 
167 — visit to the Master of Bal- 
liol, 171 — ^nine weeks’ trip to the 
Continent, 171 — another book 
simmering in her thoughts, 179— 


retrospect of 1873, 182 — cheaper 
edition of novels, 184 — “ Legend 
of Jubal ” published, 190 — jour- 
ney to the Ardennes, 200 — sales 
of her books, 205 — value of early 
religious experience, 207 — not sat- 
isfied with “ Deroiida,” 220 — de- 
pression in finishing, 221 

1876-78 : Public interest in 
“ Dei’onda,” iii. 226 — Mrs. Stowe’s 
admiration of “ Deronda,” 230 
— letter to J. W. Cross, 232 — trip 
to the Continent, 233 — Jewish ap- 
preciation of “ Deronda,” 237 — 
Dr. Adler’s lecture on, 244 — Mrs. 
Stowe and the Byron case, 250 — 
appreciation of Tennyson, 258 — 
gaining strength at Witley, 260 
— meets Crown Prince and Prin- 
cess of Germany, 265 — visit to 
Oxford, 266 — Mr. Lewes’s ill 
health, 268 — receptions at The 
Priory, 272 — Mr. I^ewes’s last ill- 
ness and death, 277. 

1879-80 : First weeks of loneli- 
ness, iii. 280 — announcement of 
“ Theophrastus Such ” dela.ved, 
283 — project of Physiological Stu- 
dentship, 285 — dissatisfied with 
“ Theophrastus,” 285 — letter to 
J. W. Cross asking counsel, 290 — 
reception of “ Theophrastus ” by 
the public, 295 — serious renal at- 
tack, 296 — conditions for the stu- 
dentship, 299 — renewed interest 
in social news, 303 — Dr. Roy ap- 
pointed to studentship, 308 — 
death of John Blackwood, 310 — 
engagement to Mr. Cross, 314 — 
married at St. George’s, Hanover 
Square, 318 — leave for the Con- 
tinent, 318 — letters from Prance 
and Italy, 318-328 — Mr. Cross’s 
illness in Venice, 325 — arrival in 
England, 330 — recurrence of ill- 
ness, 335 — recovery of strength, 
344 — settled in Cheyne W^alk, 347 
— first appearance of sore throat, 
348 — letter to Mrs. Strachey 
(unfinished), 354 — sudden death, 
349. 

German poem, translation of a, i. 
55 — Revolution of ’48 caused by 
real oppression, 260 — translation 
of “ Adam Bede,” li. 123 — first 
volume received, 123 — Editions of 
“ Middlemarch,” iii. 125 — read- 
ing, 139. 

Germans, Vivier’s anecdotes of, i. 
272 — domestic life of, 279 — a 
word for the, ii. 309. 

Germany, visit to, in 1854, extx’acts 
from journal : Weimar, i. 247 — 
Berlin, 258 — second visit to, 
1854: Munich, ii. 1.3-33— Ischl, 
36 — Vienna, 38 — Prague, 40— 
Dresden, 41 — Leipzig, 46 — North, 
journey to, iii. 15 — places revis- 
ited and new scenes, 15. 

Glrton College scheme, iii. 19, 

Goethe on Spinoza, ii. 319. 

Goschen, Mr., dinner with, iii. 265 
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• — meets Crown Prince and Prin- 
cess of Prussia, 265. 

Got’s acting, iii. 108. 

Granada, tlie Alhambra, iii. 7— view 
from, 8. 

Grand Chartreuse, expedition to 
the, iii. 320. 

Grandcourt and Lush, iii. 227. 

Grandison, Sir Charles, i. 123. 

Green, Professor T., iii. 171. 

Gurney, Mr. Edmund, iii. 168. 

Gurney, Eev. Archer, on “ Scenes of 
Clerical Life,’* i. 332. 

Guthrie, Dr., address by, i. 236. 

Hamilton, Sir William, valuable con- 
tributions of, i. 286. 

Hamley, Colonel (now General Sir 
Edward Hamley), impressions of, 
ii. 339 — thanks for letter to the 
“ Times,” iii, 98-99, 

Handel Festival, the, ii. 82. 

Plannay, Mr., on “ Romola,” ii. 270. 

Happiness in recovery of health, iii. 
345, 

Hare, Mrs. Julius, ii. 282^ — her 
death, 293. 

Harrison, Frederic, letter to, on in- 
dustrial co-operation, ii, 326— his 
legal advice in “ Felix Holt,” 327 
—more consultations with, 329— 
letter to, on festhetic teaching, 
&e., 342 — ^receives a copy of 

“ Spanish Gypsy,” iii. 38 — con- 
sultation with, 212. 

Harrogate, its lovely walks, ii, 306. 

Hawthorne, admiration of, i. 213. 

Heine, article on, in “ Westmin- 
ster,” i. 287. 

Helps, Arthur, dinner with, i. 236 — 
incident in Spain, 249 — on “ Cler- 
ical Life,” ii. 2. 

Hemans’s “ The Forest Sanctuary,” 
i. 58. 

Hennell, Charles, analysis of “ An 
Inquiry concerning the Origin of 
Christianity ” by, i. 70-75 — ^his 
marriage, 87. 

Hennell, Miss Mary, author of “ An 
Outline of the various Social Sys- 
tems founded on the Principle of. 
Co-operation,” last illness of, i. 
86 — death of, 87. 

Hennell, Miss Sara, first meeting 
with, i. 84 — letters to, on mental 
characteristics, 86 — dangers of 
non-conformity, 92 — translating 
Strauss, 94 — Strauss difficulties, 
95 — title of translation, 101 — fin- 
ishing translation, 104 — ^longing 
for idleness, 105 — thankfulness 
for help in translation, 106 — visit 
to Mrs. Hennell, 109 — desire for 
classics. 111— relief from work, 
ill — admiration of “ Heliados,” 
114— philosophy and religion, 123, 
— “ Live and teach,” 124 — “ sweet, 
uses ” of adversity, 137 — depres- 
sion by father’s illness, 138 — the 
“Romanticist,” 142 — a longingifor, 
sympathy, 143 — ^bodily suffering, 
145 — return to England, 486 — 


Mr. Chapman’s soirees, 194 — -de- 
light with change of life, 212— 
letter from Berlin, 269— on essay, 
“ Christianity and Infidelity,” 319 
— peacefully busy, 341 — delight in 
Mr. Lewes’s books, ii. 11— on the 
death of a mother, 11 — admira- 
tion of Liebig, 25 — -smpatby with, 
on her mother’s death, 32 — ^letter 
from Dresden, 44 — about Mrs. 
Clarke, 65 — recollections of Mr. 
Liggins, 71 — authorship acknowl- 
edged to, 82 — “ expecting disap- 
pointments,” 212- — ^settled in new 
house, 216— on the blessings of 
good health, 243— old remem- 
brances, 246 — on her low health, 
329 — a birthday letter, iii. 146, 

Hereford, Dean of, i, 235. 

Herts, country house in, iii. 212. 

Higher education of women, iii. 13, 
169. 

History of “ Adam Bede,” ii. 47-51. 

“History of Europe,” Alison’s, i. 
290. 

History reading, iii. 263. 

Holbein’s Madonna, ii. 42. 

Holland, Sir Henry, visit from, ii. 
344. 

tiolland and Germany, journey to, 
ii. 335— the route taken, 339. 

Holmwood Common, iii. 195. 

Homburg, the gaming-tables at, iii. 
138. 

Home, enjoyment of, iii. 236. 

Home for Girls, iii. 206. 

Home life, i. 13 ; iii. 120. 

“ Horsedealer in Syria,” ii. 101. 

Houghton, Mrs., letters to ; on con- 
trition for evil speaking, i. 144 — 
on friends at home, 161 — on the 
bondage of luxuries, 181 — on her 
proof-reading, 237. 

Housekeeping work, dislike to, i. 47, 

“ How I came to write fiction,” i. 
306-308. 

Hungarian, “ Adam Bede ” trans' 
lated into, ii. 122. 

Hunt, Leigh, “ The Religion of the 
Heart,” by, i. 232. 

Huth, Mr. and Mrs., iii. 169. 

Hutton, R. H., letter to, on “ Rom- 
ola,” ii. 281. 

Huxley, Mr., an agreeable evening 
with, i. 226. 

“ Huxley on M. Comte,” Dr. Con- 
greve’s article on, iii. 63. 

Hyrtl, the German anatomist, ii. 39. 

“ Idea of a Future Life,” contem- 
plates publishing, i, 235. 

Ilfracombe recollections ; j-urney to, 
i. 293 — naturalistic experiences, 
296 — -zoological expeditions, 207 
— Devonshire lanes, 298 — Rev. 
Mr. Tngwell, .298 — the scientific 
spirit, 300 — leave for Tenby, 301. 

Illness a partial death, iii. 177. 

Illustrations in cheap edition, iii. 
245. 

Impetuosity regretted, i. S3. 

“Impressions of Theophi'astus 
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Such,” MS. of the, sent to pub- 
lishers, ili. 276 — publication post- 
poned, 281— -third edition nearly- 
sold out, 300. 

Indian newspaper writing, lii. 266. 

Individual verms the general, the, 
.lii. '35., 

Industrious poor, helping the, iii. 
95. 

Inkerman, Battle of, a mere brave 
blundering, iii. 207. 

Inman. Dr., Liverpool, ii. 120. 

Innspriick and Wildhad, iii. 328. 

“ Inquiry concerning the Origin of 
Christianity,” by Charles Hen- 
nell, influence of, on George Eliot, 
i. 70 — read again with admira- 
tion, 121. 

Intellectual activity, enjoyment of, 
iii. 112. 

Intellectual superciliousness, ii. 274. 

‘‘ Introduction to the Science of 
Language,” iii. 338. 

“ Ipbigenia, in Aulis,” iii. 165. 

Irregular verses, the use of, iii. 44. 

Ischl and the Gmunden See, ii. 36. 

Isle of Wight, trip to the, ii. 71, 
275. 

Italian studies, i, 50. 

Italian novel, first mention of, ii. 
177. 

Italy, first visit to, 1860 : Turin, ii. 
1^9 — Genoa, 130 — Leghorn, 131 
—Pisa, 132— Rome, 133-152— 
Naples, 153 — Salerno, 160 — Pces- 
tum, 161 — Amalfi, 178 — Sorrento, 
162 — Florence, 164 — Bologna, 178 
—Padua, 179— Venice, 181— Ve- 
rona, 188 — Milan, 189. 

Second visit to, ii. 229 — stay at 
Florence, 232— renewed delight 
in, 233 — work during the visit, 

■ 23'5 

'third visit, ii. 297— Mr. Bur- 
ton’s companionship, 209 — the 
Alps by the St. Gothard, 299. 

Fourth visit, iii. 62 — places vis- 
ited, 63. 

Fifth visit : Milan, iii. 321 — Ve- 
rona, 323— Venice, 326. 


“ Jane Eyre,'’ opinion of, i. 141. 

Jansa, Herr, takes lessons from, ii. 
292. 

Jersey recollections, 1857 : scenery, 
i. 327 — inland walks, 329 — coast 
beauties, 329 — books read, 330, 

Jesus at Emmaiis, thoughts , on, i, 
113. 

Jewish appreciation of ** Deronda,” 
iii. 237, 245. 

Jews, dislike of, i. 127 — English ig- 
norance of the, iii. 240. 

Jones, Mr. Owen, decorates the new 
house, ii. 286. 

Journal, extracts from, 1855 : Third 
Book of Ethics,” preface writ- 
ten, i. 281 — ‘‘ Westminster Re- 
view,” 282 — wrote for the 

lieader,’* 284. 

1856 : Working at Spinoza, i. 


289 — first mention of fiction writ- 
. ing, 305 — “ Mr. ' GilfiFs ■ Love, 
story ” begun, 313. 

1857 : Pleasant letters regard- 
ing ” Gllfii,” i. 331— finished “ Ja- 
net’s Repentance,” 344— began 
“ Adam Bede,” 345— books read, 
350 — the year’s work, 353. 

1858 : News from the city re- 
garding Clerical Scenes,” ii. 9 
- — visit to Germany, 13-46 — 
“ Adam Bede ” finished, 47. 

1859 : A trip to Lucerne, ii. 86 
— return to England, 87 — declined 
American offer for new story, 93 
— anxiety and doubt about new 
novel, 97. 

1860 : Seeing friends, ii. 120 — ■ 
first journey to Italy, 127-191, 

1861 : Second journey, ii. 229 — 
struggling constantly with de- 
pression, 241 — continued ill 
health, 259 — despondency, 300. 

1868 : Books read, iii. 26 — ret- 

i rospect of year, 55. 

1869 : Work in prospect, iii. 60 
— beginning “ Middlemarch,” 74 
— “ Legend of Jubal ” begun, 78. 

1870 : In languid health, iii. 84. 

1871 : First part of “ Middle- 
march ” published, iii. 116. 

1873 : Success of “ Middle- 
march,” iii. 156 — retrospect of 
year, 182. 

1874 : Sales of “ Middlemarch ” 
and “ Spanish Gypsy,” iii. 183 — 
“Legend of Jubal, and other Po- 
ems,” published, 100 — ill health, 
190. 

1875 : Sales of hooks, iii. 205. 

1876 : Depression in writing 
“ Deronda.” iii. 221. 

1877 : Cabinet edition decided 
on, iii. 259 — close of her journal, 
262. 

1879 : Seeing visitors, iii. 291. 

1880 : Her marriage wfith Mr. 
CroSvS, iii. 318 — came to 4 Cheyne 
Walk, 347. 

Jowett, Mr., Master of Balliol, visit 
to, iii. 171. 

Julian the Apostate, Strauss’s pam- 
phlet on, i. 142. 

Kaiifmann, Dr. David, letter to, on 
bis estimate of “ Daniel Deronda,” 
iii. 251 — on the function of the 
teacher, 256 — on Lewes’s death, 
289. 

“Kenelm Chillingly,” iii. 162. 

Knight, Charles, 1. 206. 

La Bruyfere’s wisdom, iii. 205. 

Lamartine as a poet, i. 133. 

Languages, her knowledge of, iii. 

Lawrence wishes to take her por- 
trait, ii. 122- — sits to him, 205. 

La Vernia, description of, ii. 237. 

Leeky’s “ History of Rationalism,” 
ii. 312. 
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j Leeds, the horrible smoke of, iii. Lewes, Miss Blanche, letter to, in. 

; 48— Its fine hospital, 49. 301. 

“ Legend of .Tubal,” some verses of, Lewes, Miss Maud, letter to, iil 
written, iii. 78 — published as 273. 

“ Legend of .Tubal, and other Po- Lewis, Miss, letters to : On first 
ems,” 190 — new edition of, 192. visit to London, i. 29— on living 

Leghorn, the .Tewish synagogue at, for eternity, 31— emulation of 

ii. 132 — to Civita Vecchia, 133 — Wilberforce* 32— oratorios, 3.3 — 

a pleasant companion, 133. bad effect of novels, 38— religious 

Leipzig, two days at, ii. 46— its pic- controversies, 42 — first autiior- 

ture-gallery, 46. ship, 43 — studies pursued, 44— 

Leroux, Pierre, his theories, i. 198. Italian studies, .50 — Mrs. Somer- 

Letters from her friends almost all ville’s “Connection of the Physi- 

destroyed, ii. 221. cal Sciences,” 51 — opinions of 

Lewes, Charles, first letter to, ii. 91 Isaac Taylor, 5.3 — German trans- 

— on musical parties, 98 — on lik- latiou, 55 — a walled-in world, 57 

ing for algebra, 109— returns from —sensitiveness, 59— war’s purga- 

Hofwyl, 194— receives appoint- tions, 60 — satisfaction with new 

ment in Post-office, 205— letters life, 64 — depression of mind, 66— 

from Florence to,^ 230, 232, 234— mind requiring rest, 68— desire 

from Isle of Wight, 275— his en- for brain waves, 68 — religious 

gagement, 298 — letters to, on doubts and difficulties, 76 — on 

Harrison’s paper, Iii. 294 — on self-denial, 80 ; iii. 218. 

printing the “ Problems,” 310— Lichfield, reeolleetions of, ii. 96. 
from Grenoble, 318— from Milan, Liddell, Dean, Oxford, iii. 197. 

321 — from Venice, 323 — from Liebig, Professor, ii. 23 — admiration 

I Stuttgart and Wildbad, 329 — on of, 25. 

his visit to St. Biasien, 331 — on “Life of Goethe,” by G. H. Lewes, 
recurrence of illness, 335. i. 288. 

Lewes, George H., i. 191— first in- “ Lifted Veil ” finished, April, 1859, 
troduction to Miss Evans, 193 — ii. 74 — the idea of the story, iii. 

meet at the theatre, 196 — article 161. 

on “ Julia von Kriidener, 196 — Liggins, Mr., first mention of, i. 331 
his Comte papers, 214 — growing — calls himself George Eliot, li. 

I intimacy, 227 — his “ History of 70— some recollections of, 73— Mr. 

Philosophy,” 233 — illness, 237 — Anders’s apology, 77 — Mr. Brace- 

intimate relations with Miss Ev- bridge’s letter regarding, 99, 
ans, 238 — their union, 241 — com- Limitations of scientists, iii. 207. 
pleted life of Goethe at Weimar, Lincoln, President, anecdote of, iii. 
276 — estimation of George Eliot, 87. 

285 — necessity for hard work, Lincoln, the Rector of, iii. 85. 

285 — proposes sending boys to Lincolnshire, visits to, iii. 334. 

Hofwyl, 202 — goes to Switzerland “ Lisa,” writing rhymed poem on, 

with them, 306 — highly pleased iii. 61. 

with “ Amos Barton,” 307^ — ^let- Literary biography, iii. 1S5. 

ter to John Blackwood with MS. Literary taste at bookstalls, ill. 56. 

of “ Scenes of Clerical Life,” 309 Littlehampton, trip to, ii. 263. 

— George Eliot revealed to John ‘Liturgy of the English Church and 
Blackwood, ii. 10 — suggestions in the Bible, ii. 240. 

“ Adam Bede,” 40 — extract from Living abroad, drawbacks to, iii. 
Journal, 50 — “ Physiology of 231. 

Common Life,” 92 — characteris- Lockhart, Captain, his writings, iii. 
tics of, 115 — “ Studies in Animal 106, 219. 

Life,” 119 — dispassionate judg- Lonely days; “Here I and sorrow 
raent 213 — delicate health, 246— sit,” iii. 281. 

? busy with Aristotle, 247 — “ His- Louis Philippe and his sons, i. 133. 

; tory of Science ” begun, 258 — Lowell’s “ My Study Windows,” iii. 

i views of Bible-reading, 270 — 103. 

buoyant nature. 311 — walking ex- Lucerne, a trip to, ii. 86 — visit from 

t pedition with Mr. Spencer, iii. 16 Mrs. Congreve, 86. 

i — acquaintance with Mrs. Cross, Lush and Grandcoiirt, iii. 227. 

■ 16 — visits Bonn, 21 — death of his Lushington, Mrs. Vernon, iii. 249. 

mother. 97 — proposed for Rector- Lyrics for “ Spanish Gypsy,” lii. 17. 

! ship of St. Andrews, 260— con- Lytton, Hon. Mrs. Robert (now Lady 

i tinned illness, 268— his death, Lytton), letter of sympathy to, 

f 277 iii. 88 — on thoughts of death, 

Lewes, Herbert, his death, iii. 215. 107 — on Lord Lytton’s Indian ex- 

Lewes Studentship proposed, iii, 286 periences, 316. 

— plans for, and trustees, 284. Lytton, Hon. Robert (now Lord 
Lewes, Thornton, leaves for Natal, , Lytton), on pronunciation in 
ii. 284— returns, iii. 69^his “ Spanish Gypsy,” iii. 57— expla- 
death, 78. . ' nation of errors, 58. 



366 


INDEX 


Lytton, Sir Edward Bulwer, letter 
from, thanking author of “ Adam 
Bede,” il 73— visit from, 122— 
criticises “ Adam Bede,” 122— his 
criticisms of “ Maggie,” 200. 


Macaiilay, interest in, I. 145. 

Macllwaine, Rev. Canon, letter to, 
on errata in “ Spanish Gypsy,” 
iii. 45 — on Milton’s verse, 45. 

Mackay's “ Progress of the Intel- 
lect ” reviewed, i. 187 — extracts 
from, 188, 195. 

“ Macmillan,” article on “ The Mill 
on the Floss ” in, ii. 226. 

Macmillan, Mr., his proposal for 
volume on Shakspeare, iii. 259. 

“ Madonna di San Sisto,” first im- 
pression of, ii. 42. 

Madrid, the picture-gallery at, iii. 
9. 

Main, Alexander, letters to : On 
pronunciation of Romola, iii. 109 
— Walter Scott, 110 — the “ too 
much ” in literature, 114 — en- 
couragement in despondency, 116 
— “ Middlemarch,” 126 — grati- 

tude for sympathy, 141 — the 
power of helping, 156 — interest 
in young lives, 167 — “ Agatha,” 
190 — New Year’s greetings, 204 
— Salvini as Othello, 211 — liter- 
ary criticism, 227. 

Maine, Sir Henry, on Lewes’s “ Psy- 
chology,” iii. 298. 

Malvern, trip to, ii. 242 — improved 
health from, 245. 

“ Man’s Nature and Development,” ' 
i. 191. 

“Marie of Villefranche,” by Miss 
Mary Cross, iii. 108, 

Marriage, the ideal, iii. 162 — possi- 
hilities in, 206. 

Martineau, Harriet, “ The Crofton 
Boys,” hy, i. 95 — meeting with, 
19^ — invitation from, 202 — ar- 
ticle on “ Niebuhr ” by, 208 — 
visit to, at Ambleside, 218^ — re- 
spect for her, ii. 106 — her auto- 
biography, iii. 242, 248. 

Martineau, James, i. 195 — critique 
of Kingsley’s “ Phaethon,” 225 — 
on Sir William Hamilton, 230. 

Martineau, Maria, her death, ii. 294. 

“ Masculine woman,” dislike of the/ 
iii. 341. 

Masson, Mr., “ Recent Philosophy ” 
by, ii. 319. 

Mathematics, love for, 1*1. 339. 

Matlock, recollections of, iii. 51. 

Maurice, Frederick, generous tribute 
from, ii. 279. 

Mazzini asked to write on “ Free- 
dom V. Despotism,” i. 199 — ^his 
speeches, 203 — fund, the, ii. 315 
— ^his death, iii. 126. 

“ Meliorist,” the word, iii. 245. 

Mendelssohn’s “ Letters,” iii. 90. 

“ Middlemarch,” writing introduc- 
tion to, iii. 74 — reading for, 76 — 
the design of, 106 — anticipations 


of, 114 — first part published, 116 
— French and German interest 
in, 125 — delayed by ill health, 127 
—£1200 from Harpers for re- 
print, 128— finished, 134— re- 
viewed in “ Blackwood’s Maga- 
zine,” 147 — new edition called 
for, 175 — number sold in 1873, 
183— December, 1874, 20,000 sold, 
205. 

Milan, the Ambrosian Library, ii. 
189 — the “ Brera,” 189— Church 
of Sant’ Ambrogio, 190— the 
Luini pictures, iii, 323. 

Military men, articles hy, iii. 296, 

Mill, John Stuart, his “ Autobiog- 
raphy,” iii. 180. 

“ Mill on the Floss,” first volume 
finished as “ Sister Maggie,” ii. 
100 — Blackwood’s proposals for, 
116— discussions as to title, 117— 
Blackwood’s suggestion adopted, 
118 — Harpers, New York, give 
£300 for American edition, 122 — 
third volume finished, 123~r-in- 
scription on, 123 — sad at finish- 
ing, 124— first and second edi- 
tions (6000) sold, 194. 

Miracle Play at Antwerp, the, ii. 
340. 

“ Miss Brooke,” experimenting on, 
iii. 96. 

Mixed marriages in Germany, ii. 28. 

Modern German art, ii. 27. 

Mohl, dinner with Madame, iii. 1. 

Moleschott, of Zurich, ii. 192, 

Molibre’s “ Misanthrope,” ii. 111. 

Mommsen’s “ History of Rome,” ii, 
284. 

Mont Cenis, passage of, ii. 128. 

Moral action, ground of, iii. 202. 

Moi*ai sanction is obedience to facts, 
iii. 36. 

Morality with the “'Bible shut,” i. 
236. 

More, Mrs. Hannah, her letters, i, 
125. 

Mfiller, Max, il. 258 ; iii. 171. 

Munich, the opera, ii. 17 — Samson 
and Delilah, 17 — Sch-wan thaler’s 
“ Bavaria,” 18 — appreciation of 
Rubens, 20 — Catholic and Prot- 
estant worship, 20 — the Glvpto- 
thek and Pinacothek, 20 — Kanl- 
bach, Bodenstedt. and Genelli. 2.3- 

24 — Professor Wagner, 22 — Pro- 
fessor Martins, 22 — Liebig, 23, 

25 — Heyse and Geibel, 23 — music 
of the “ Faust.” 23 — Professor 
LSher, 23 — Albert Dtirer’s paint- 
ings, 24 — Bluntschli and Melchior 
Meyr, 24 — the Tafel-rnmh 20 — 
the Siebolds, 20, 30— Kaulbach’s 

f ictures, 26 — mixed marriages, 

8 — porcelain painting, 29 — Mad- 
ame Bodenstedt, 29— visit to 
, Grosshesselohe, 31— Lewes leaves 
f^^ Switzerland, 32 — leave for 
Dresden, 33. 

Murillo’s “ St Rodriguez,” ii. 43. 
Music, cheap, inconveniences con- 
nected with, in England, ii. 80. 
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Musical evenings with Mr. Pigott 
and Mr. Redford, ii. 243, 244, 246, 
.247, 248. , 

Musical parties, li. 98. 

Myers, Mr. Frederick, Cambridge, 
iii. 168. 

** My Vegetarian Friend ” written, 
ii. 306. 


Nancy, the Germans at, lii. 173. 

Naples : first impressions, ii. 153 — 
visits to Bairn, Avernus, and 
Miseno, 154 — to Pozzuoli and 
Capo di Monte, 154, 155 — the 
Cemetery, 157 — Museo Borbonico, 
157 — Pompeii, its remains, 157 — 
Naples, 158 — the pictures at, 159 
— Giotto’s frescos, 160 — leave for 
Iflorence, 163. 

Nearness o.f death, imagining the, 
iii. 194. 

Negative attitude unsatisfactory, iii. 
178. 

“ Nemesis of Faith,’' reviews the, i. 
148' — note from Proude, 148. 

Newman, Francis, i. 143; iii. 188. 

Newman’s, J. H., “ Lectures on the 
Position of Catholics,” L 195 — 
Apologia,” li. 300. 

Nichol’s “ Architecture of the 
Heavens,” i. 67. 

Nightingale, Miss Florence, note 
from, i. 211 ; ii. 60. 

Noel, Mr., i. 196. 

Non-conformity, effect of, i. 81 — 
dangers of, 92, 

Normandy, trip to, ii. 317. 

“ North British,” favourable review 
in the, ii. 210. 

Novel writing, suspected of, i. 111. 

Nuneaton, riot at, i. 21. 

Niirnberg, description of, ii, 14 — its 
roofs and balconies, 15 — the 
Frauen-Kirche, 15 — effect of 
Catholic ‘'function,” 16— Albert 
Diirer’g house, 16. 


“ Old Town Folks,” appreciation of, 
iii. 71. 

Oliphant, Laurence, and the colon- 
ising of Palestine, iii, 283. 

Oliphant, Mrs., the novelist, ii. 10. 

” Once a Week,” a story requested 
for, ii. 106. 108. 

Oratorios at Birmingham, i. 55. ■ 

Oratorios condemned, i. 33. 

Orientals, English attitude towards, 
iii. 240, ' 

Osborne. Bernal, on “ Deronda,” iii. 

Otter, Francis, letter to, on his en- 
g'agement, iii. 205. 

Owmn. Professor, i. 206 — on the cer- 
ebellum, 215 — sends his “ Palaeon- 
tology.” ii. 123. 

Owen. Robert, i. 88. 

Oxford, first visit to, iii, 85— people 
met with, 87. 

Oxford Tracts and “ Christian 
Year.” i. 49. 


Padua, Church of Sant’ Antonio, it. 
179 — the Arena Chapel, ISO— 
Giotto’s painting, 180. 

Paestum, Temple of Vesta at, ii. 161 
— ^Temple of Neptune at, 161. 

Paris, visit to Comte’s apartment 
in, ii. 306. 

Parkes, Miss (Madame Belloc), 
friendship with, i. 199 ; iii. 324, 

“Pascal,” by Principal Tulloch, iii. 
264. 

Passionate affliction, women’s de- 
fence against, iii. 89. 

Patience, the need of, iii. 146. 

“Paul Bradley,” by Mrs. Bray, iii. 
187. 

Peabody, George, his magnificent 
gift, ii. 260- 

Pears, Mrs., letters to: on I’eligious 
difficulties, i. 78 — on desire for 
truth, 79— on her impetuosity, 83 
—her friendship with Mr, Robert 
Evans, 150. 

Penmmnmawr, ii. 95. 

Personal bearing, George Eliot’s, 
iii. 342. 

Personal portraiture objected to, 
iii. 257. 

Personality, independence of our, 
iii. 89. 

Phenomena of spiritualism, the, iii. 
78. 

Philosophical Club, first meeting of, 

ii. 265 — dissolution of, 271. 

“ Philosophy of Necessity,” the, i. 
347. 

Physiological reading, i. 287. 

Physiological Studentship, purpose 
of the, iii. 287. 

“ Physiology for Schools,” Mrs. 
Bray’s, ii. 287. 

Pigott, Mr. Edward Smith, i. 301. 

Pisa, description of, ii. 132 — the 
cathedral at, 132. 

PlombiSres and the Vosges, iii, 171. 

Poetry instead of novels, on writing, 

iii. 37. 

Poetry of Christianity, i. 94 ; ii. 269. 

Poets, the value of, iii. 209. 

Political and religious standpoint, 
iii. 341. 

Pompeii and its remains, ii. 157, 
158, 163. 

Ponaonby, Hon. Mrs. (Lady Pon- 
sonby), letter to, on tbe idea of 
God an exaltation of human good- 
ness, &c., iii. 200 — on the desire 
to know the difficulties of others, 
201 — on excess of public-houses, 
214 — on pity and fairness, 257. 

Poor, helping the industrious, iii. 
95, 

■‘Popular author,” characteristics 
of the, li. 58. 

Popular Concerts, Monday, ii. 216, 
265. 

Popular judgment of books, iii, 66. 

Popular preacher, a. iii. 93. 

Positivism, one-sided character of, 
ii. 238 — presence of, in “The 
Spanish Gypsy,” iii. 54. 

“ Possession,” the sense of, lii. 340. 
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Power of the will, the, iii. 203. 

Poyser, Mrs., her dialogue, ii. 54 — 
quoted in House of Commons, 

■■■" 68 . ■'■ 

Prague, the Jewish burial-ground 
at, ii. 40 — impressive view of, 40. 

Preacher, a popular, criticised, iii. 
93. 

Press notices of “ Adam Bede,” ii. 

■■■■:' 63 .^^.', ■■ 

“ Pretended comforts,” ii. 318. 

Prince Albert, admiration of, i. 207. 

Priory, receptions at the, iii. 271. 

Private correspondence almost all 
destroyed, ii. 221. 

Private theatricals, i. 179, 181. 

“ Problems of Life and Mind,” by 
G. H. Lewes, iii. 232, 239. 
Prospective Review,” i. 225 — on 
Goethe, 230. 

Psychical troubles, i. 238. 

Public-houses, the excess of, iii. 214. 

Public interest in “ Deronda,” iii. 
226. 

Public school and University edu- 
cation, iii. 341. 

Publishing books, on different meth- 
ods of, iii. 217. 

** Pug,” letter to John Blackwood 
on, ii. 90. 


Quackery of infidelity, i. 91. 

“ Quarterly ” on ” The Mill cn the 
Floss,” ii. 211. 

Queen’s admiration of “ The Mill 
on the Floss,” ii. 214. 

Quiet joy in success, ii. 70. 

Quirk, Mr., finally renounces Lig- 
gins, ii. 96. 


Race characteristics, i. 126, 127. 

Ragatz, “ The Cure ” at, iii. 234 — 
gain in health from, 239. 

Rawlinson, Professor, iii. 85. 

Reade, Charles, on ” Adam Bede,” 
ii. 69. 

Reading alond, effect of George 
Eliot’s, iii. 337. 

Reading world very narrow, iii. 148. 

Reeves, Sims, singing “Adelaide,” 

;■■■■ .■■iL" 216 .>,' 

Religion and art, i. 128 — the devel- 
opment of, iii. 67. 

Religious belief, change of, Mrs. 
Cash’s recollection, i. 358. 

Religious controversies, i. 40, 48 — 
aspirations, 65 — doubts and diffi- 
culties, 77, 79 — forms and cere- 
monies, ii. 217 — assemblies, the 
need of, iii. 178 — and political 
standpoint, 341. 

Renan, “ Vie de Jesus,” by, ii. 280 
— estimate of, 289 — “ Letter to 
Berth elot,” 289 — his appearance, 

Renunciation, on, iii. 37. 

Retrospect of year 1819. i. 4 — ^of 
1857, 354— of 1858. ii. 55— of 
1864, 305— of 1865. 323— of 1868, 
m. 55— of 1873, 182. 


Reviews, effect of, ii. 201 — abstains 
from reading, 204 — of “ Spanish 
Gypsy,” iii. 43, 47. 

Revolution, sympathy with, i. 132. 

Revolutionary spirit, i. 140. 

“ Revue des Deux Mondes,” review 
of “ Adam Bede ” in, ii. 108. 

Rewards of the artist, the, ii, 110. 

Richmond Park, the charms of, i. 
334 — sunset effects in, 349. 

Riehl’s “ Die Familie,” i. 352. 

Ritualistic services at Ryde, iii. 07. 

Rive, M. le Professeur de la, his lec- 
tures, i. 178, 181. 

Romance in real life, a, ii. 277. 

Rome, from Civita Vecchia to, ii. 
133— first sight of, 133— disap- 
pointed with, 134 — view from the 
Capitol, 135 — the Sabine and 
Alban hills, 135 — the temx)les and 
palaces, 136 — the arches and col- 
umns, 137 — the Coliseum and 
baths, 137 — the Lateran and Vat- 
ican sculptures, 138 — St. Peter’s, 
139 — medheval churches, 140 — 
Sistine chapel, 140 — palaces, 141 
— illumination of St. Peter’s, 141 
— the Quirinal, 142 — San Pietro 
in Vineoli, 142 — Michael Angelo’s 
“ Moses,” 142 — modern artists, 
142 — Riedel and Overbeck, 142 — 
Pamfili Doria gardens, 144 — Villa 
Albani and Frascati, 145 — Tivoli, 
146 — pictures at the Capitol, 146 
— the Lateran Museum, 147 — 
Shelley’s and Keats’s graves, 148 
— removal to apartments, 149 — 
the French occupation, 150 — 
beautiful mothers and children, 
151 — the Pope’s blessing, 151. 

“ Romola,” first conception of, ii. 
208 — ^l^egan the first chapter, 244 
— studying for, 249 — begins it 
again, 253 — Smith offers £10,000 
for it to appear in the “ Cornhill,” 
259 — £7000 accepted, 262 — slow 
progress in writing, 263 — opin- 
ions of, 271 — strain of writing, 
273— finished Part xiii., 274— 
drawings from, iii. 188 — applica- 
tion to translate into Italian, 244. 

Rosehill, visit to, i. 197. 

Roundell, Mr. and Mrs. Charles, iii. 
171. 

Rousseau, influence of, i. 146. 

Roy, Dr. Charles, elected Lewes 
Physiological student, iii. 308 — 
his treatise on “ Blood Pressure,” 
332. 

Rubens, appreciation of, ii. 20. 

Rumours of authorship, ii. 12. 

Ruskin and Alfieri, reading, iii. 326. 

Ruskin’s books, opinion of, ii. 4. 

Ryde, visit to, iii. 97 — ritualistic 
service at, 97. 

Salerno, visit to, ii. 161. 

Saligjurg, description of scenery, ii. 

Sand, George, “ Lettres d’un Voy- 
ageur ” by, i. 124, 129 — influence 

. of, 147. 
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Saragossa, the old cathedral of, “ Silas Marner, the Weaver of Rav- 
iii- 5. eloe,” sudden conception of, ii. 

Saturday Popular Concerts, last 214 — story begun, 214- — its 

visit to, iii. 348. sombre character, 224- — subscrip- 

“ Saturday Review,” the, i 289. tion to (3300) , 226. 

Saveney on “ La Physique Moderne,” Silence of the country, iii. 190. 

iii. S. “Silly Novels by Lady Novelists,” 

Scarborough, visit to, ii. 301. article on, finished, i. 306. 

“Scenes of Clerical Life”: “Sad Simpson, Mr. George, Edinburgh, 
Fortunes of Amos Barton,” i. 309 letter to, iii. 152^ — proposed a yet 

—offered to Blackwood, 309^ — ac- cheaper edition of novels, 184— 

cepted, 312— sensitiveness of author’s regret at not adopting 

author, 312— “ Mr. Gilfll’s Love- the plan, 184. 

Story” begun, 313 — “Amos Bar- “Small upper room ” 1866 years 
ton ” published in January (1856) ago, comparison with, ii. 306. 
Magazine, 313— ^opinions regard- Smith, Albert, on “Amos Barton,” 
ing authorship, 314 — assumes the 1. 315. 

name of “ George Eliot,” 317 — Smith, Barbara (Madame B- di- 
Caterina and the dagger scene, chon), i. 210, 804. Bee Madame 
318— “Mr. Gilfil” finished, 327 Bodiehon.) 

— epilogue to, 327 — opinions of, Smith, Mr. George, offers £10,000 
331 — “Janet’s Repentance” be- for “ Romola,” to appear in the 
gun, 333 — Blackwood’s opinion “ Cornhill,” ii. 259 — accepted for 
of, 336— increased circulation of, £7000, 262. 

350 — ^favourable opinions of, ii. 9. Smith, Mrs. William, letters to, on 
Scherer, Professor, iii. 9. the Memoir of her husband, iii. 

Schwalhach, description of, ii. 335. 141, 163— on the higher educa- 

Scientists, limitations of, iii. 207. tion of women, 168 — on her 

ScUly Islands, recollections of : St. poems, 184. 

Mary’s, i. 321 — beauties of the Smith, Sydney, anecdote of, ii. 321. 
coast, 322 — sunlight on the Smith, William, author of “ Thorn- 
waves, 323 — social' life, 323. dale,” ii. 4, 225 — his illness, Iii. 

Scotch Reign of Terror, disbelief in 122 — -his death, 133 — memoir of, 

a, i. 134. 210. 

Scotland, trip to, i. 100 — visit to, ii. Social dangers, i. 58. 

295. Somerville’s, Mrs., “Connection of 

Scott Commemoration, afraid of the Physical Sciences,” i. 51. 

lourney to, iii. 105. “ Sonnets on Childhood,” iii. 70. 

Scott, Life of Sir Walter, ii. 61. Sorrento, visit to, ii. 162 — its 

Scrap-work, dislike of, i. 208. neighbourhood, Vico, and the 

Sculpture and painting, i. 129. Syren Isles, 162, 163. 

Sensibility to criticism, ii. 62. Spain, set off on journey to, ii. 347 

Sequel to “ Adam Bede ” proposed, — return home, iii. 9. 

ii. 100. Spanish grammar, studying, ii. 303. 

Shakspeare’s “ Passionate Pilgrim,” “ Spanish Gypsy,” reading for, ii. 

i. 281. 301 — first act finished, 343 — 

Shakspeare, the acting of, preferred taken up again, 343 — reading for, 

to the i*eading, ii. 111. 346 ; iii. 15 — Mr. Lewes’s opin- 

Shakspeare, volume on, requested by ion of, 22 — shortening of, 30 — 

Macmillan, iii. 259. finished, 31 — notes on, 31 — the 

Sheffield, visit to, iii. 51 — early rec- motif of the poem, 31 — reviews 

ollections of, 51. of, 43 — second and third editions, 

Shelley’s “ Cloud,” i. 54. 47 — reprinted in Germany, 160 — 

Shottermill, life at, iii. 103. number sold in 1873, 183 — fifth 

Sibree, John, letters to, i. 125 — on edition published, 205. 

“ ’fancred ” and D’ Israeli, 126— Spanish, new system of learning, 

race characteristics, 127 — reli- iii. 3 — scenery, 4 — travelling. 6. 

gion and art, 128 — ^painting and Speke, Captain, the African trav- 
sculpture, 129 — sympathy with eller, ii. 94, 101. 

him, 132 — necessity of utterance, Spencer, Herbert, first meeting 

1,34 — desire for a change, 136. with, i. 191 — intimacy with, 205 

Sibree, Miss Mary (Mrs. John — “ Universal Postulate,” by, 233 

Cash), her recollections of Miss — “Genesis of Science,” by, 240 

Evans at Coventry, i. 116-118 — —Essays of, 349 — his influence 

letters to, 118, 335 — narrative of on Lewes, ii. 55 — enthusiastic lat- 
her change of religious belief, ter from, 89 — his new work, 216 

358. — visit from, 296 — introduces 

Sidgwick, Mr. Henry, iii. 168. Lewes to Mrs. Cross, iii. 16 — his 

Siebold the anatomist, ii. 26. teaching, 209 — last visit from, 

Siena, expedition to, ii. 173 — the 348, 

cathedral at, 173— its paintings, Spencer, Mr., senior, teacher, ii. 

174. 293. 
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Spinoza’s “ Tractatns Tlieologico- 
Doliticus,” i. 150, 175 — ‘‘ Ethics,” 
desires not to he known as trans- 
lator of, 291. 

Spiritiiaiism, the phenomena, of, iii, 
TS—one aspect of, IBl. 

Spiritualistic evidence, iii. 124 — 
phenomena, 130. 

“ Spiritual Wives,” iii. 148. 

Spliigen Pass, journey across, ii. 


Surrey, enjoyment of, Hi. 193 — hills 
at, preferred to the sea-side, 805. 

Swansea, cockle-women at, i. 300. 

Swayne, Rev. Mr., his delight with 
“Mr. Oilfil’s Love-Story,” i. 319. 

Switzerland, letters from, during 
residence in 1849, i. 153-183. 

Sympathy, the necessity for, ii. 288 
— with other women, iii. 109- — re- 
covery of, 327. 


190. 

Springs of affection reopened, iii. 

■-■'■'■ 314 .' ' 

Stachelberg and Ivlonthal, iii. 236. 

Staft'ordshire, first journey to, i. 15. 

Stanley, Lord, his opinion of the 
“ Scenes of Clerical Life,” i. 333. 

“ Statesman ” review of the “ Scenes 
of Clerical Life,” ii. 6. 

St. Blasien in the Schwarzwald, iii. 
236. 

Stella Coilas in “ Juliet,” ii. 277. 

Stephenson, George, one of her 
heroes, ii. 256. 

St. Leonards, visit to, i. 229. 

Stories, on conclusions of, i. 326. 

Stowe, Mrs., letter from, to Mrs. 
Follen, i. 226 — Miss Cohbe’s re- 
joinder to, ii. 271 — letters to, 
iii. 65 — on early memories of, 66 
— the popular judgment of hooks, 

66 — the development of religion, 

67 — a woman’s experience, 68 — 
on appreciation of “ Old Town 
Polks,” 71 — Professor Stowe’s 
psychological experience, 72 — phe- 
nomena of spiritualism, 73 — on 
the benefits of country quiet, 123 
— on spiritualistic phenomena, 
130 — on Goethe, 199 — on her ad- 
miration for “ Deronda,” 230 — on 
the Jewish element in “ Deronda,” 
240. 

Stowe, Professor, psychological ex- 
perience of, iii. 72 — a story by, 
147. 

St. Paul’s, charity children singing 
at, i. 208. 

Strachey, Mrs., letter to (unfin- 
ished), iii. 349. 

“ Stradivarius ” referred to, iii. 257. 

Strain of writing ” Eomola,” ii. 273. 

Strauss, translation of, i. 94, 99 — 
delay in publication, 97 — diflS- 
culties with, 97 — title, 101 — fin- 
ishing translation, 104 — Miss 
Hennell’s help in translation, 106 
— review of, 112 — interview with, 
247 - — renewed acquaintance with, 
ii. 45. 

Stuart, Mrs., visit from, iii. 286. 

Study, enjoyment of, ii. 346. 

Studying for “ Romola,” ii, 249, 255, , 
262, 268, 

Sturgis, Julian, desire for success 
of, iii. 288. 

Sully, James, letter to, on Mr. 
Lewes’s articles, iii. 292, 302, 306 
— thanking him for pi*oof-reading,, 

“ Sunshine through the Clouds,” t 
239, 


Tauehnitz offers £30 for English re- 
print of ” Clerical Life,” ii. 52 — 
offers £100 for German reprint of 
“ Adam Bede,” 122. 

Taylor, Isaac, influence of, i. 53. 
Taylor, Mrs. Peter, i. 200 — sym- 
pathy with, 201 — letters to, 223 — 

g enerous letter from, with reply, 
02 — on her domestic position, ii. 
227 — letter to, on Christmas at 
Weybridge, iii. 181 — on difficul- 
ties of note writing, 206 — on the 
Lewes Studentship, 306. 

Taylor, Tom, i. 206. 

Tenby, zoological delights of, i. 301 
— St. Catherine’s Rock, 303 — 
work done here, 304 — Mr. Pigott’s 
visit, 305 — leave, and return to 
Richmond, 306. 

Tennyson, appreciation of, iii. 258. 

” Terror ” in religious education, Hi. 
54. 

Thackeray’s “ Esmond,” i. 219 — ■ 
opinion of ” Mr. Gilfil’s Love- 
Story,” 331 — favourable opinion 
of “ Clerical Life,” ii. 10. 
Thackeray, Miss, “The Story of 
Elizabeth,” ii. 320 — her marriage, 
iii. 254. 

Theism, objection to, i. 348. 
Thirlwall, Bishop, story of, iii. 257. 
Thompson, Master of Trinity Col- 
lege, Cambridge, iii. 171. 

“ Thorndale,” memorial article on 
author of, iii. 141. 

Thorns in actual fame, ii, 88. 
Thorwaldsen’s “ Christ Scourged,” 
i. 129. 

Thoughts in Aid of Faith,” by 
Miss Hennell, ii. 72, 195, 199, 
205 — favourable view of, by Miss 
Nightingale and Miss Julia Smith, 
200 . 

Tichborne trial, the, iii. 119 — Cole- 
ridge’s address, 119. 

Times” reviews “Adam Bede,” ii. 
72^ — letter to, denying Liggins’s 
authorship, 72. 

Titian’s paintings, ii. 42, 45. 
Torquay, visit to, iii. 20. 

Toulon to Nice, drive from, ii. 231. 
Town life, depression of. ii. 213. 
Tragedy, notes on, iii. 33. 
Translator’s difficulties, a, i. 101. 
Traunstein, fellow-travellers at, ii, 

Trfeves, a visit to, iii. 136. 

Trollope, Anthony, his “ Orley 
Farm,” ii. 255 — delightful letter 
, from, 262. 

Truth, desire for, i. 76. 
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Truth of feeling a bond of union, i. 
90. 

Tryan, Rev. Mr., an ideal character, 
i. 340. 

Tulloch, Principal, his Pascal,” iii. 
264. .. 

Tnrgiienieff, M., iii. 237, 

Turin, Count Cavour at, ii. 129 — 
Prince de Carignan at, 129. 
Tyior’s “Primitive Culture,” iii. 
132. 

Tyndall, Professor, “ On the Con- 
stitution of the Universe,” ii, 321. 


University and public school educa- 
tion, iii. 342. 

Use of irregular verses, iii. 44. 

“ Utopias,” poem on, ii. 307. 


Venice: the Grand Canal by moon- 
light, ii. 181 — San Marco and 
Doge’s Palace, 181 — pictures in 
the palace. 182— -interior of St. 
Mark’s, 183 — “ Death of Peter 
the Martyr,” 184 — the Scuola dl 
San Rocco, 185 — Tintoretto and 
Titian, 185— Giovanni Bellini and 
Palma Vecchio, 186 — sunset on 
the Lagoon, 186 — Piazza of San 
Marco, 187— a remarkable pic- 
ture, 187. 

Verona, church of San Zenone at, 
ii. 188- — the tombs of the Scali- 
gers, 188. 

Veronese, “ Finding of Moses ” by, 
&e., ii. 44. 

Via Mala, its grand scenery, ii. 191. 

Vienna : Belvedere pictures, ii. 38 — 
the Liechtenstein collection, 38 — 
HyrtI the anatomist, 39 — ^journey 
to Prague, 40. 

“ Villette,” 1 . 226. 

“ Visiting my Relations,’^ a volume 
of poetry from authoress of, ii. 


Wales, visit to, iii. 215. 

Wallace’s “ Eastern Archipelago,” 

■■■■;■■ .'.iii. 132.-' ■ 

Wallington, Miss, her school at 
Nuneaton, i. 15. 

Walt Whitman, motto from, iii. 227. 

Wandsworth, takes new house at, 
ii. 58. 

Warwickshire magistrate, corre- 
spondence with a. ii. 97. 

“ Waverley,” Miss Evans writes out,; 
i. 16. 


Weimar Recollections : the Dichter 
Zimmer, i. 247— Scholl, 247— ex- 
cursion to Ettersburg, 248— Ar- 
thur Helps, 249^ — Goethe’s beech, 
249 — expedition to limenau, 249 
- — Wagner’s operas, 25G— “ Der 
Preischiitz, ” 251— Schiller’s house, 
251 — Goethe’s house, 252— his 
study, 252— the O-aHenhaus, 253 
— ^the WeMcM, 254 — Marquis de 

I Perrifere, 254 — Liszt on Spontini, 

I 255 — breakfast with Liszt, 256— 

! his playing, 257 — his trophies, 
258— our expenses, 258 — -work at, 
and hooks read, 276 — wrote ar- 
ticle on “ Madame de SahlA” 276 
— remarks on books read, 277. 

Wellington, Miss (Mrs, Rollins), 
Brooklyn, letter to, iii. 159. 

“ Westminster,” the, on “ Essays 
and Reviews,” ii. 211. 

“Westminster Review,” assistant 
editor of, i. 191— heavy work, 197 
— its difficulties, 233 — wishes to 
give up editorship, 235. 

“ Westminster ” reviewers, i. 203. 

Weybridge, Christmas visit to, iii. 
76, 158, 181. 

Wharton’s “ Summary of the Laws 
relating to Women,” 1. 226. 

Whitby, visit to, iii. 90. 

Wicksteed’s review of Strauss trans- 
lation in “ Prospective,” i. 112. 

Wilberforce, emulation of, i. 32. 

Wildbad to Brussels, iii. 329. 

Will, power of the, iii. 203. 

Wilson, Andrew, the “ Abode of 
Snow ” by, iii. 216. 

Witley, house bought at, iii. 243 — 
life at, 270. 

Wolseley, Sir Garnet, iii. 225. 

Woman’s duty, yearning for a, i. 177 
— earnings, 290 — full experience, 
iii, 68 — constancy, on, 98. 

Womanhood, ideal of, iii. 341. 

Women’s Colleges, iii. 342. 

Woolwich Arsenal, a visit to, iii. 

200 . 

Wordsworth’s poems, i. 45 — his 
thoughts on humanity, iii. 315. 

Young, discontent of the, iii. 242. 

Young Englandism, no sympathy 
with, i. 126. 

Young men, desire to influence, iii. 
19. 

Yorkshire, visit to, iii. 46. 

Zoological Gardens, pleasure in, ii. 

222 , 



The University Press, Cambridge, U. S. A. 



